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“We can do anything we want.
We’'re colilege students?”

A comedy from Universal Pictures that will escape sometime this summer.
Starring: John Belushi, Tim Matheson, John Vernon, Verna Bloom, Thomas Hulce,
and Donald Sutherland as “Jennings”
Plus a cast of 4,623 other very funny people.
Produced by Matty Simmons and Ivan Reitman
Directed by John Landis
Written by Harold Ramis, Doug Kenney, and Chris Miller



Not every man
can handle Metaxa.

There's no easy way to describe the taste of Metaxa.
Except to say that it's definitely not one of your kid-glove
= drinks. When you taste Metaxa, you

1 know it. And you won't forget it.

' Metaxa comes from Greece, where
they understand such things.
The Greeks drink Metaxa straight,

by the fistful. Or sometimes
~  as a Stinger with alittle

Havingseen the first two chapters of
Gray Morrow’s “Orion” in a fanzine

ith a copyright date of 1975,
implying it has long since been com-
pleted, T would like to know wh:

-

you felt i cessary, in 4 (

quently. g i more sting.

pression it was unfinished till Metaxa. Drunk by
s 97 i
sometimein | Gods and Warriors. And

Puzzled,
Gary Davis
Portland, Oregon

Men who can handle it.

Dear Gary: “Orion™ isn't finished yet,
and if Gray knows how it turns out, he’s
not telling. True, the first two chapters
were published—in black and white—in
Witzend, wasn’t it? But nobody was
smart or crazy enough to finance Gray’s
completion of the story. Until us.— Eds.

Editors

T have recently become a devoted
fan of Heavy Metal. Don’t listen to
those morons who talk down HM
(they don’t know class when they see
it). Heavy Metalis as mind-blowingas

Monty Python is funny.
Jeff Barry
Marblehead, Mass.

Ms. Simmon
While the comments in reply to Ms.
Reynolds (2/78) may have some
merit, I find itdifficult to
woman who begins, “C
what are we going to do with
My anger/ annoyance/ disappoint-
ment was not lessened by your female
name at the bottom, but was rather
i ed to the point of suggesting to
you that if you, my dear, are a girl
please don’t our trip on the rest of
us, even in a comic book.
Jean Anmuth
New York, N.Y.

I'd rather not continue with the subject
of Heavy Metal versus “Women as sex
objects™ because woman’s lib argu-
mentsunfortunately tend 1o get tedious.
For years sexism was rampant in films,
publications, and day life. The
woman’s lib movement surfaced, accu-
sations were made, and supposedly
equality was won. But atotally different
side 1o liberation, which has yet to be
discussed, is open-mindedness—the
ability to laugh at and with yourself. The 84 proof Greek Specialty Liqueur.
1f my comment in the Febr © Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc. N.Y. Sole Importers
of Heavy Metal seemed unusually
sardonic, it was. The struggle for

continued on page 55
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W loondance ?rodudion;

POSTERS by FRANK FRAZETTA
Powerful full color posters by Frank Frazetta, the acknowledged
master of fantasy art. Stunning reproductions printed on textured
stock. A must for the true fantasy art collector

THE MAN APE Conan
No. 701 s400

THE BARBARIAN Conan the Adventurer  No. 721 Egyptian Queen
No.703 $.00

No. 724 Silver Warrior $400  No. 748 Moon Maid.

See the Moondance Catalog for more Frazetta posters

SWORD & SORCERY BOOKS

CONAN BOOKS=BRITISH COLLECTOR'S  No. 102 The Moon of Skulls (Kane)....$1.50
Enlnnus No. 103 The Hand of Kane $150
No. 163 Book of Robert E. Howard
No. 183 Second Book of R.E. Howard.$1.95
No. 234 Worms of the Earth (Bran

o. 1 Conan.....
Ne 2 oo he Aivnrer
No. 3 Conan the Avenger

No. 4 Conan the Buccaneer
No. 5 Conan the Congueror
No. 6 Conan of Cimmeria

No. 7 Conan the Freebooter
Nn. 8 Conan of the Isles ...

ELRIC BOOKS BY MICHAEL MDURL‘UL‘K

No. 301 Elc of Melnibone

No. 302 Sailors on the Seas of Fate s‘ sn
onan the Usurper No. 303 Weird of the White Wolf . .._$1.50

l\ln 10 Conan the Wanderer No. 304 The Vanishing Tower $150

No. 11 Conan the Warrior $175  No. 305 Bane of the Black Sword .....$1.50

No. 12 All 11 Titles, save $2.25 ......$17.00  No. 306 Stormbringer $150

FRITZ LEIBER'S FAFHRD & GRAY
.21 King Kul MOUSER BOOKS

No. 22 Skull Face Omnibus | No. 307 Swords and Devitry $175

No. 23 Skull 250 No. 308 Swords against Death $175

No. 24 Skull Face Omnibus Ill No. 303 Swords in the Mist $175

Nn. 2 SWud ul Shaharazar No. 310 Swords Against Wizardry. ...$1.75
No. 311 Swords of Lankhmar $1.75

Nn 101 Soloman Kane No. 312 Swords and Ice Magic $1.75

See the Moondance Catalog for more fantasy books and Sward and Sorcery teraure.

MORE BOOKS BY ROBERT E. HOWARD
(] 50

MOONDANCE CATALOG—Large. illustrated catalog featuring 1000'sof
MARVEL & DC comics, backissues, underground comix, books, records, posters, T-shirts,
gifts and many NEW ITEMS not featured in this ad. Free gift coupons included with

is sent free with all orders) No. 99 Catalog $1.00 postpaid (re

er by item number & tite. Include name & ad
dress. Include $1.00 for postage & handkmu (Canada $2.00, Overseas $3.00) on ALL orders.

\‘ME snuw GIANTS Coan of Cinmeria
$4.00

POSTERS b BARRV SMITH

HE DEVIL'S LAKE
A mayestic color work by Barry Smith re-
vealing all the power, passion and pain
the mystarius “aly of the ke 2525
inches on coated stock.
No. 78 Th DovisLake $5.00

MORE POSTERS ;

‘&
CCONAN THE BARBARIAN

Spellbinding pen & nk by Barry Smith,
the original Conan comic artst. 20423 in

ches.
No. 74 Smith Conan Poster $350

ELRIC, THE WHITE WOLF

Incredible pen & ink by Bob Gould, famed
illustrator, authorized by Michael Moor.
cock. 17x22 inches.

No. 75 Elrc, the White Wolf 250

See the Moondance Catalog for more posters.

L. P. RECORD ALBUMS

ELRIC, THE EMPEROR'S LEAVE TAKING
Brillant worl by Tim Conrad, fantasydom's
favorite new talent. Color, 18x23 inches.
No. 72 Conrad Elic Poster $350

< FE3)- E—
CONAN LP RECORD AI.BUM Aulhnnzed HARLAN ELLISON-

dramatizations _of Howard's
TOWER OF THE ELEPHANT & THE nmsr
GIANT'S DAUGHTER. Scripts by Roy
Thomas & Alan B. Liner notes by Glenn
Lord. Color cover by TIM CONRAD.

by the author. Featuring
lequin!” Said the Ticktockman”

terday.” Liner notes by Issac Asimov,
cover art by Leo and Diane Dillon. 1977
Nebula Award Finalst for a dramatic

No.51 Conan Record Album
$695

See the Moondance Catalog for more Fantasy Records.

UNDERGROUND COMIX

Some of the subjects dealt with in these comix are adult in nature and require a mature reader.
You must be eighteen years of age or older and state 5o o order them.
See the Moondance catalog for more complete listings, descriptions and illustrations of under-

ground comix.
HOT STUFF
STAR*REACH Mature tales of fantasy & high adventure in
The unique synthesis of underground and the grandest tradtions of the genre
overground. No. 3 Rich Corben, Amold, Kirk . $150
No. 1 Starlin, Chaykin No. 4 Kenn Barr, Morrow, Vosburg .. $1.50
No. 2 Neal Adams cover No. 5 Corben, Arnol, Kirk, & Dresser $150
No. 3 Brunner, Vosburg

No. QUACK
No, Talking animals, babbling humans! The fun

No. st undengronn w2 seen it o
¥ 125

No. 7Barrv Smith cover No. ‘anw Ehavkm Shay

No.
et No. 3 Le

i
No. 8 Leialoha, Sim, Gilbert

N
e 10 Beonter, rideich No. 5 Gilbert, Mackiin, Leialoha

Foreign orders must be payable in US funds. Vermon residents add 3 o
amount in check or money order. VISABANKAMERICARD or WASTERGHARGE accepte,
send all numbers and expiration date. We are not responsible for items lost or damaged by
Post Office or shipper unless insured. Optional insurance available at $100 exira. Thanx
much for your order. Mail orders to: MOONDANCE PRODUCTIONS, DEPT. H2, BOYD HILL
ROAD, WILMINGTON, VERMONT 05363,




...CONTINUALLY...

Feedback & self-criticism would
have it that there are (at least) 2
things we do wrong: cause to be
printed too many dumb stories & too
many continued ones.

Now, re dumbness: you know it

ain’t easy cramming all of Aristotle’s
dramatic necessities into a 3 to 8 page
comic,i.e., plot, characters,meaning,
atmosphere, beginning, middle,

etc., & still leave room for the pretty
pictures. Tends to overinflate yr

speech balloons. Come to think,
there’s room for precious few of old
Ari’s basics slipped into yr average
}hr tv drama. The form, you might
say, is restrictive. Hmmm.

Obvious alternative is to give art-
ist/writer more time/space to spin his
tale, up periscope from subplot &
otherwise sail his craft 'til we cry au-
thor! Or at least, O Henry! Hence
ubiquitous mini-series on home
screen viddy & nourishing serials
here in HM. Point is, we do not “...to
be continued” likes of “Barbarella”
& “Orion” in hopes of conning
breath-holding reader out of next
month’s buck 50. Art is the reason. So
cough up.

This month’s cover is by Philippe
Druillet, one of Metal Hurlant’s orig-
inal Humanoids, master draftsman,
mythmaker, & creator of the “Urm”
cycle, which concludes within. Soon
as the packet of pages clears U.S.
customs (where they are treating it
with the care usually afforded Han-
nukah presents from the PLO), we
will bring you the latest adventures of
his hero Lone Sloane on the prison-
planet, Gail.

Since “Den” concluded in April,
we gave Corben 30 days off, but he’ll
be back next month with a new series
of Arabian Nights stuff painted ex-
clusively in OPEC petroleum by-
products. Also in June HM, look
forward to 16 pages by Bob Aull, who
is to Vaughn Bodé what Robin
Trower is to Jimi Hendrix, as well as
illustrated (by Alex Nino) version of
Sturgeon’s More Than Human.
Doesn’t caviar come from a Sturgeon
version?

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
e

Vice-President, Advertising Sales William T. Lippe

HEAVY METAL  MAGAZINE: “Heavy Metal" is a trademark of HM Communica
tions, Inc. Copyright © 1978 HM Communications, Inc., 635 Madison Avenue.
New York, N.Y. 10022. All rights reserved. Nothing may be reprinted in whole o
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 subscripti o
year subscription, and $33.00 paid three-year Subscrip!
Additional $2.50 for Canada, Mexico, and foreign. Second class postage paid at

New York, N.Y. and at additiona mailirg 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,
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ADVERTISING OFFICES:  New York:  Advertising  Manager,  Heavy
Metal Magazine, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 (212) 688-4070.
Chicago: William H. Sanke, Midwest Advertising Director, 360 N. Michigan
Avenue, Chicago, Ill. 60601 (312) 346-7145. West Coast: Lowell Fox and Asso-
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National Lampoon
635 Madison Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10022

=——

The National Lampoon.

the world’s most widely read adult

humor magazine...presents a collec-

tion of the very best cartoons, comics,
and satire of Claire Bretécher

She’s funny, devilishly clever, and

probably the most popular cartoon-
satirist in Europe today. Claire Bretécher
is the humorist the New York Times
says presents '‘a savage, hilarious view
of modern life.”” Claire Bretécher,

the rapier-like artist whose look at the
middle-class male—his life and his
pursuit of the opposite sex—has made
her one of the continent'’s favorite
feminists. You'll delight in her jabs at
contemporary life, especially when you
realize that it's you—and me—she’s
teasing.

The first U.S. and Canadian publica-
tion of Bretécher is a ninety-six-page
collection of black and white cartoons
and drawings, selected from the enor-
mously popular Les Frustrés books
already published in France. National
Lampoon Presents Claire Bretecher,
translated by Valerie Marchant and
edited by Sean Kelly, editors of
Heavy Metal magazine, will soon be
available in bookstores throughout the
country. However, it may be purchased
now through this advertisement for

$5.95, plus a small postage and
handling charge.

Yes, please sendme _____copy(s) of National Lampoon Presents Claire
Bretécher. | enclose $5.95 for each copy.

Please add 60¢ for postage and handling.
Sales tax: For delivery in N.Y.C., add 8%. For delivery elsewhere in New York

State, add 6%.
Name

Address
City.

(PLEASE PRINT)

State
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THAZ KNVOZ... /)
50 zempZiNG.

| , Come o/ you're
o, t've oz ALWAYS GETZING YOLIR-
Apoco oF SeLF WEO ImMposSsibLe
SUZUAZTONS. ..

you seé... Joure, You've ALWAYS GOT TO be
SCARTING AGAN... | ZHe szrons one...youre
THE ONE WhHO pOes every-
THING TO GET ME FEELING

THIS WAY.

HEAVY METAL |1




weLL, bon'c g WAIZ... you cAN'T TuUsT
expecz me & (eave Like THS. ..

2o feLp you! ~

ThIS Zime..

5IR, YOUR bEAAVIOR (5 Lpsezeive

SOME OF OUR CUSTONIERS. .

There Are Es2AbLISINANTS

PROVIDED FOR THAT SORZ OF
TING..

12 HEAVY METAL
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FED UP/

TEXT:LETENDRE ART: D HE

NO./ I CAN'T
STAND T/ IT'S
UNBEARABLE!IM |

LISTEN...LISTEN TO
WHATZ THE SAME
OLD WORDS OVER
AND OVER..YOU'LL
NEVER CHANGE...

HEY, BOS5, YOU'RE
NOT GOING TO GIVE
ITALL UFF TO GO...

GO AHEAD AND SAY
IT, PAL/ DON'T BE
50 SHY./ TO GO TO

ft PORAPQ

A

DON'T YOU THINK YOU
SHOULD CONSIDER
ITALITTLE MORE
CAREFLILLY BEFORE,

pirEs

NO! EVERYTHING/S READY! IVE
TAKEN CARE OF ALL THE DETAILS:
OLD MAPS, JOURNALS, MANU-
SCRIPTS.., IT TOOK ME YEARS
OF SEARCHING TO GET TO
THIS POINT AND YOU WANT
ME TO GIVE T ALL LUP NOW./
MORONS!

T KNOW WEVE GOT A GREAT SET- N

UP HERE, A LUXURY HOTEL, A SWIMMING

POOL, AIR CONDITIONING,NICE
GROUNDS, THE WORKS...BUT I SAY:
NO/NO/ANO.’ IT'S CORRUPT. THIS
WHOLE SOCIETY 1S cokeﬁm,..

HEAVY METAL 15



IT'S USELESS TO GO ON CLINGING
TO ALL OF THIS/ I'LL LEAVE IT ALL
TO YOU, ARTO. A NICE INHERITANCE,

16 HEAVY METAL

AH/HA! TIFFO, OLD BOY...IT% EL
DORADO FOR YOU.. YES, THE LAND
OF HEART'S DESIRE. SO LONG,
i CONCRETE.

1% e




DAMN IT TOHELL. THIS
OLD TUB LEAKS LIKE A
SIEVE ./

- =
g . S
&) 7

e s i
LIS
6y /
I'VE GOT TO FOLLOW

THIS DAMNED RIVER
TO JURIAT

2

WELL FOLKS, s 2 STAGEHAND 15 THE FAVORITE TODAY...
s A b 7 GOING OFF AT 310 I... VY ROSE
{ HED..,

HEAVY METAL 17
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EVE'S APPLE TAKES THE
LEAP...STAGEHAND 15 ON
THE RAIL...

EVEN THE INDIANS
WITH THEIR
FUCKING
RADIO...

..JUNK, POLLUTING
NATURE...EVEN NA-

TURE | CORRUPT/
HAHA /. EVERYTHING.,
THE WHOLE FOREST,




SR T
/"J»‘!%"/Ilﬁf Gz

YES, WHITE MAN, EL

DORAPO, YES, SOON.

TAKE NOW.YOU
N

ot 2

[ 7wo mowms caree... BUT YOU KNOW WHERE EL W) | ee sTiLL, TIFFO!
I | DORADO <, AND YOU HAVE KEPT 1 7 ? NN
HEAR ME, KOKUSH, YOU HAVE IT HIDDEN FROM ME. WHY ALL ) ! I K

" SAVED ME CAREC FOR ME,
|

3 THIS MYSTERYZ TELL ME THE
AND MADE ME WELCOME TRUTH.”
AMONG YOI 3

>

EL DORADO EXI5TS, FOR MY EYES

HAVE SEEN [T. BUT (T (5 DANGEROUS
A\ PLACE FOR INDIANS. STRANGERS |
ARE THERE, PEOPLE LIKE YOU.

HEAVY METAL 19



7] ITI5NOT POSSIBLE, TIFFO. IT IS
PEOPLE LIKE ME'| TAB0OO. THEY ARE NOT OF Us.
|ZATION /You pusT | WE ARE NOT OF THEM. ey
TAKE ME THERE!

¥ DO YOU HEAR=

You Mus7.”

THE GOD'S BE WITH GOOD-BYE,
< KOKUSH ./

AS ARTO.” T CAN
WAIT ANY LONGER./

THIS STUPID FOOL IS
AS NARm/W-MINDED
T

Y/ IT 15 DECIDED,
2 THEN./T WiLL
GO ALONE!

VS N

20 HEAVY METAL




¥ DO NOT SPEAK. BITE OF >
77 SERPENT (S DEADLY FOR WHITE

MAN, KOKUSH KNOW ONLY MED)-

- CINE GOOD FOR THREE

| DAYS, NO LONGER.” B

THIS 1S
oBviousLY

V. \ w; > = Z

r' ¢ I oy Ry tf_{EL...EL DORADO
i R i i 7
{ Y e

QUICKLY, EL

! KOKUSH SAY YES. TAKE You.
| SAYLAST WisH SACRER/

HEAVY METAL 21



GRAND OPENING

“LOST SEARCHING FOR THE
D OF HEARTS DESIRE"

22 HEAVY METAL



ONINOUS SHAPOWS
CRI5S-CROSS AN
NERT FORM ON

A SANDBAR ...,

S

THE GROTESQUE CARRION-EATERS GATHE
COLRAGE AFTER SEVERAL fHSSES AMD ALIGHT
NEARBY, CIRCLING WARILY. THEK, THE BOLDEST

- OF THE LOT

o




BLOW FROM LAMONTHOS CRODKED STAFF!
APPEARING FROM NOWHERE AS HE /S WON'T TO

R oy ok S S M AR,
00, THE BLACK WASE SCATTERS 415 WNONS | “iRe 6 HARD To FIND THESE DAY, AH, WE, YE3, IT
AN A FLLIRRY OF FLUTTERINGS AND PIPINGS, |  sgeps T MUST DEAL WITH THIS OBSTREPEROLS

o AR Wit You L FLLTHY sTPiD BEASTs | PR RACCAL ORION MYSELF. T SHALL PERHAPS stv »
MY TALENTS FOR PEVIODSN
\

o KNOCKED SHLLEY WEST BY A RESDLWONG /90 Y FRIEND, YOU HAVE FALED ME IN THE TASK T SET

5Aa<orr I AYL HES N T YOURS L EMP V'ALL MY TALE SNESS A
by hiad > cKsDNess T0 SEPARATE HIM FROM THE FABLED
3 : W\Ds THORBOLT... KEY T0 POWER UNPARN—LEV’

MY POOR UNWILL\N(; PA\NN IN FAILING You HAVE ACTUALLY DONE ME A SERNICE, YES L A REAL
CHAL(EESN@E AT LAGT €57 OF MY MAGNIFICENT MALEV LENCEL MY MALIFICENTMETT[EE.L

KNOW$, éETT ING A BIT RUSTY, MY BLACK HEART OVERFLOWS WITH
AND COMPA: SGION F L FROM THE ENSORCE]| LED WRIGTLETé THAT BOUND YOURWILL TO

REE You
MINE AND LEAVEYOU TO KEGT”, IN PEACE ... ETERNAL PEASE [L

IR, UP AND AVAY, MY LOVELIES . o

"AAA-A-HA-HA-HA- HAAA%

AW/{/T WG 0/%' OF KI5 PITCHY-FIMONED Al V/M/f AND

PIRECTING OTHERS TO SCOUT OUT ORION'S TRAIL ,

LAMONTHOS SDARS ALOFT, LEAVING THE REMANZER

(5 70 RESLME THEIR GRISLY REFAST, A5 THE LNGAINLY

 CREATURES CLOSE THEIR CIRCLE AROLND THE

. DARK WARRIOR AND ONE PREFARES TO ZELIVER
= 7HE DEATH STROKE ., HE STIRS /!



LiWovTvos T4 AHAH! WELL DONE, MY PRETTIES.
AND H/5 ) THERE HE (6.  ___
AIRBORNE *
BLOPHAUN DS
SPOT THE TINY
FIBURE OF
OkloA//MK/A/G
45 WAY
ACROSS THE
BURNING
SANPS,

=

NO,NO, MY DARL.INGS, WE WON'T RISK @ETTING A LITTLE SANDSTORM SHOULD $MOOTH
et G R e
IND...WIl
ELEMENTS THEMSELVES TOAID LsZ kil

THROUGH A
MAELSTROM 0F | 8
STING/NE GR/ 7.1+



£ TO FIVALLY TAKE SHELTER LINDER THE | AFTER THE TENFE=T % ABATERNENT LAHoniins

LEATHERY LEAVES OF A STRANGE DESERT | ZHGLE-EVED KITES FAIL TO TISCERN A CLLE

PLANT TO WAIT OUT THE STORM..... |70 THEIR QLARRY S WHEREABOUTS....
A , oy

, CLUCKS. BOOBS ! IF YOUR EYES FAIL
y” ya 7 VOUR NOSES SHOULD TELL YOU WHERQ
// MG S0 A His CARCASS 15, Y0U NINNIES .
N 7

S V///’ ,LJ‘,. >
- =

~\x

NO 516N, NO TRACKS, HE COLLON'T HAVE HIDDEN |~ 2 2

ANYWHERE, HE MUST BE BLRIED LUNDER THE ; gt %‘Eﬁﬁ%‘ﬂ? 21#%5«&5}5}' )

SAND, T CAN'T SIFT THE ENTIRE DESERT, S s HUNT! SEARCH--FETCH
NN YoU CRETINS /L FIND HIM L

a

===

=2 /50 THAT'S WHAT A SILKkaM FEELS LIKE. NEXT TIME WE
b+ MEET, MAGICIAN, ITWLL BE ON MY TERMS /]
w/l;"q‘\s /. =T KD

LY

SOMETIME LATER, | 8,

A SLRPR/SED 2 e

ONLY WITNESS
70 THE APPARENT- R
LY ACCELERATED)
| wroLowe oF
A NEW LEAF ON
A NEARBY FLANT,

\\\
o

=9
g
q

Al . ORION STEPS ?*}
FORTH, LITTLE [T & ’%
THE WORS £ FOR Y.

WEAR .



LOW ORION MUST CONTEND WITH AN EVEN DEADLIER ENEMY THAN LAMONTHDS, .. THE MERCILESS, IPLACABLE LAYD
OF BALIMODRA, ITSELF. IT'S WEAPONS ARENMORE INSIDIOUS THAN MERE COMJLRINGS.... THE BRAN-BAKNG, £VE -

SEARING, BLISTERING DESERT HEAT ... —_—

RATIONS ARE GETTING f
LOW, WELL, ONE THING
124570 CARRY WHEN
THEV'RE BOKE, BOOTS

WEIGH A TON, TLL GUT

THEM INT0 SANDALS, 18

CABBAGE, OR T'LL MAKE
COLE SLAW OUTOF YOL.!

A%
b

[ 75 qusT Tz
WIND BLOWNG

INTHE ROCKS,

BUTIT40UNDS

LIKE ., WOMEN
WAILING...




Lo AND MRAGES... MRAGES THAT AREMORE THAN THEY SEEM....

(f
/ ;/[ }

g/ FACES..LIGHTS.,
X COLORS., CITIES IN
W/ THESKY! GUESS
\ TM CRACKING 1.




THRST-MADENED, PRIVEN ON BY WILL ALNE, ORION TRAVELS LINTIL HELROPS . THEN, T 418 HEAT-SODDEN BRAN
COME STRANGE HALN TING U/SIONS THATSEEM TO BECKON, TO ENTICE..,

== 7 A

- et

EABER NOW, ANTICIFATING, HE RISESAND STAG GERS ON 70, AN INLAND SEA.,, THELEGENDARY LOST SEA OF
BALIMOBRA, A IAST EXFANSE OF = HOT WATER , BUT UNDULATING, WHISPERING, BILLOWNE VAFOR,

/J5A Er

AE STUMBLES TOWARD THE FHANTASMS THAT MESMER/ZE M AND W7D THE ROLING, MILKY GREY ORHCITY OF
THE LOST SEA —ANP DISAPPEARS ARONM SIBHT £



U RIS CS s D STty 77 £ 45 HE STEELS HMSELE PR THE DERTY
THE KNOWLEDEE OF A5 EROMLAMONTHOS |  STROKE, THERE /5 4 STRIDENT SCREECH AND, .
OUNATION, IAMBAS £YE5 FHLPONA BLUR THT. s >

RESOLVES ITSELF WTD THE BESTIAL COINTENANCE

OF A GREAT BAFLIKGE KITE ABOLT 70 DEVOLR WA

WILPLY PINICKED, HE STRUBELES FROMBENEATH ||..0HNOL MY60DL
THE SHROUD-LIKE BRUTE CRUMALELATOP HIM AND || T DON'T BELIEVE

REALIZES... WHAT DVE JusT
T'M SAVER! THE OTHERS BEEN RESCUEDBY.L
ARE SCATTERING TO
THE 9KIES THANKS 0.




THE UPTIGHT GARBAGE OFF MOEBIUS B

SO FAR: EDITOR: 1 GET THE INPRESSION YOU LEAVE EVERYTHING TO CHANCEZ/MOEBIUS AT FIRST, YES, BUT
LATER NOW, T HAVE ITALL IN MY HEAD, UiP TO PAGE 723... EDITOR: MY GOD, AN EPIC ..

BLUFFING.,..
SEND OUT A
THINIC
IMPULSE .
IMMEDIATELY.

THE HELMET*S POINT
CONNECTS MATOR
GRUBERT WITH THE
COCKPIT OF THE

CIGURI"DIRECTLY .

AR}

NN
o

A

" NavE (5
JOCELN TioN

|~ e1< ey To TAKE cARE OF

THINGS, JOCELYN. YOU'VE LOSTYOUR §

U WAy, YES,INDEED, LOST (T./
T

A DRINK...YoU

\ COME HA R
\ CAN TELL US THE WHOLE
0

STORY!...IN PEACE...
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THATSA <o
BIG BULDING "%,
DOWN =~ -+ 1.7
THERE /..
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I LIVE IN ARMSOURTH WITH A GIRL WHOS vl
CRAZY ABOUT THE PICTURES WHICH COME o™y
OUTOF THIS LITTLE MACHINE OF MINE 7
| AT NIGHT. . ~

ALL THESE
PICTURES WILL
ENRICH

M
COLLECTION,.,

IT'S AFTERNOON.. THE|
THE REST (S FOR THE \T'S HIM...IT'S
AND UNREAL ... S0cELyN THYON.. HE'S
LOOKING FOR SOMEONE AND HES
N\ LOST Hi5 WAY IN THE MAZE OF THE
\ * - LOWER C(TY.. . BUT WE THOUGHT, MY
) ERIEND AND MIE, THAT WE'D BRING
HIM HERE SO HE CouLD GET A
ORINK... HE'S LOST...LOST
HIS WAYZ...

A I SN
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SN AN OK.... You
o T R "SRt N wass. BUT LET me
. SR [ WARN YOU /... BE CAREF(L
& M D NG NAi| | oF THE MaToRS SPES
o DA RN B THEY'RE EVERYWHERE
e g3 M ANP THEIR CRINES LEAVE
; S WA COUNTLESS
' . g VICTIMS... T
o STILLGOT
"' THEIR TeLe-
7

71
77 LET THem
i et cu

RO\
= THEYRE

70 BE CONTINVED..,




Deadline. Another damn Pressure. The constant It gets worse every year.

deadline. What amazes me pressure. Keep those worlds They always want something
most is that I haven't coming. The weirder the new. Bigger monsters.
become a hack. better. Stronger heroes.

I dig deeper into my dreams. I feel it, you know...whatever I draw...I know I can stop
it...I won't stop it. I live through my dreams. I escape.

TAP-DANCING ON A TENDER CEREBELLUM

HEAVY METAL 35



36 HEAVY METAL

They've
been
getting
worse for
some time
now....

Fools...they
hear about
Jaws 2 and
they want
more

sharks.

So I think
about
sharks.
Bigger!
Wilder!

“Whoa! "

Not that
big.




Forget it. I'll do
what I always do.
Hand in the art
right when they
need it. Too late
to change. Pisses
them off.

Something really weird this time. An




I've been here
No...they're on to me. before
Gotta be something new that moment when your
or they won't buy it. mind races for the
plcture.. ..

Sure...a psychological thriller...cop Dali from Hitchcock...mix in a little World War
II...sure...surreal events in an occupied town...man sees ancient soldier hiding in
abandoned home..."Twilight Zone."




Now...what do
they look like?

No! Did that No, not that way!
before— A e
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Damn deadline. Setting me off N Too much coffee. That's it. Damn
completely. Too much pressure. Mixing freeze-dried stuff! What's that? No!
up the scenes! \ ) I didn't want any jungle queens!




Now wait a minute. I can't breathe.
What? They're open? Impossible-
I can't breathe!

What? Fly? I'm not going to fly! That's insane!
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Cold.
Suddenly, it's very
cold.
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Oh! Something grabbing me! The story! Now I have it. Monsters grabbing me. Taking me away.
Attack of the monsters. Man chased by creatures who really aren't there.

.spends a fortune escaping them. He keeps running...spends another million.
atoll...thinks he can trap the monsters there. Then he has the Navy blow it

ut the monsters remain.
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That's it!Exciting!Really visual! Now all I have to do is draw it and get it in the mail.

Ah, deadlines!Pressure! What amazes me most is that I haven't become a hack.
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LUTELY TERRIFIC ONCE I'VE
HAD SOME OF THIS GOOD,
CLEAN WATER.
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THE BEAUTY OF
THIS VISION
TOUCHES ME
DEEPLY.’ COULD

IT BE AN
HALLUCINATION
OR...
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AAHH, THIS 15
FUN...I JUST FOCUSED
SOME WAVES ON A LITTLE
PLANET T THINK.
THEY CALL EARTH.

(i fond

COME ON.” DON'T
FOOL AROLIND WITH THE
INTEMPORAL ENERGY
HINE. YOU KNOW HOW

THE RIsK OF ALTEE{NG THE
PLANETARY RHYTHM OF
THAT GALAXY...

/ ' A

ART:-MACEDO  TEXT: VOS5
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GALACTIC GEOGRAPHIC

MILLENIUM
TARSHIP

ike a giant mountain served up ona

platter. Serius Explorer Colony 6

speeds toward the galactichubat” .6
speedof light. Here it encounters a meteor
shower, but three fields of magnetic flux
protect the community of 200.000 citizens
from destruction by any space body
smaller than a planetoid. The colony lives
in a facsimile of the home planct. its
mountains and valleys providing all famil-
iar climates. nourished by a sun projection
(seen rising over the mountain).

Underneath the platform. a massive
computer-controlled power plant com-
mands trajectory. interspace communic
tion. ecology. and sensors. freeing the
populace to concentrate its energies on re-
search. exploration. information storage.
and tachyon transmission to the home
planet. Eiwor. 114 light years away. The
Serians are the only known civilization to
have mastered tachyon communication,
and 48 percent of the colony’s power ca-
pacity is devoted to tachyon production
The explorer starships were designed to
provide a lasting positive psychological en-
vironment for the colonists. who enjoy a
multitude of environmental situations de-
pending on one’s location on its surface.

In the foreground. a shuttle vehicle
(manufactured completely within Colony
6 from raw materials mined from the
mountain) floats near a subspace sensor
probe as the pilot levitates from the craftin
an “ecomodule™ to effect a last-minute
program alteration.

Now entering their third generation
aboard a ship. there has been a change in
the attitudes of the populace: they have
come to regard the colony as their original
home and feel little need to communicate
with Etwor, although contacts are routine
and largely computer-programmed

Federation intelligence has reported
that Serius 3. an carlier version of the Star-
ship series sent to explore a region of the
galaxy containing black holes. has not sent
a single report on its activities for three
vears. although its computer-controlled
Science info reports have continued with-
out interruption. The Serians are typically
muteon the matter. but appear to be study
ing the situation closely. They say that it
was understood from the outset of the cight
deep space missions that each unit would
be independent and subject (o its own gov-
ernmental will

From the Stellar Journals of
Karl B. Kofoed
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/
/////;/

AFTER THREE YEARS
OF HELL, OF WAR, |T
REMAINED UNTOUCHEDR

LN
FONDEST DREAM

T WAS RETLRNING JUST AS T ALWAYS WAS COMING
TO MY VILLAGE »







YOU'RE THE
7 ONE WHO'S
— GOING TO
WHAT KIND OF N EXPLAIN./
CIRCUS /5 TH/SZ.! WHO DO :
YOU THINK YOU AREZ ARE. YOUI
GOING TO EXPLAIN WHAT
5 ALL ABOUTZ

{8

i\

Wl THREE YEARS /THREE AND THIS 1S JUST THE

NEARS.”/VANISHED, BEGINNING, ISN'T ITZ. ..
| DISAPPEARED,

WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN
PLOTTING, BERTZ WHATS IT
ALL ABOUT, EHZ

DON'T TRY TO PENY IT/
OUR EQUIFMENT HAS LOCALIZED
youl.! 17 /5 Yor! !
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WHERE ARE
You THINKING OF
GOING NOW=Z

AAAHHH, 50/
T SEE, THATS IT/

THE DETECTOR'S RESPONSE )4
5 POSITIVE, SIR.. . HE HAS
ITON HIM...

NOTHING, BERT/
WERE GOING TO
PUT AN END TO
THIS CHILDISH-

YOUR SUITCASE!|

THE FOOL /

NO, NOT MY SLIT-
CASE.//YOU PON'T
_ HAVE THE RIGHT/




AND TIME MADE
UP FOR LOST
TIME, ROLLING
OVER MY
VILLAGE...AND
WITH [T, WAR...
AND DEATH...

YOU CAN LEAVE/
EVERYTHINGS
IN ORPER
NOW./

T WAS RETURNING
TO MY VILLAGE
il AFTER THREE YEARS
OF HELL, OF WAR...
BUT THE FAST Was

avawacmyye v .
ND

FolRER)!




continued from page |

cquality among men and women in “the
realworld ™ is far more important than
whether or not Barbarella is running
around with her shirt on.

Julie Simmons.Managing Editor.

Sirs:

I have just read the January. 1978
issue. and may I say that “A Rose For
Ecclesiastes™ is perhaps the finest
picce of prose art I have seen.
Kindest regards and praise for a job
well done...

Chris Bradshaw
Parksville. B.C.. Canada

Dear Chris: And we all liked the little
drawing on the bottom of your letter.,
t00.— Eds.

4
S
)

G

¢ )
3

a1
Dear Messrs. Metal:

More Druillet! He's your most
morbid artist. sometimes disgustingly
so. but also decidedly the best
Where’s the rest of Gail from issue
=22 How aboutsome Druilletin your
book series? I'd love to see the (pre-
MH) Lone Sloane series.

There have been a fair number of
striking  stories—“Virgo,” “Shells,”
“Orcyb” ~but it seems that only
Druillet and Moebius have done it
more than once

As faras content goes, I'd like to see
more humor. Moebiu: Tfow Good
Is Man.” for example. I've seen a fair
amount of humorous s/f fantasy in
the undergrounds—Corben’s. for
example-so it can be done.

Philip Michael Cohen
Aliquippa. Pa

Dear Phil: How kind of you to ask.
“Gail,” part two, appears in our July
issue, and parts 3, 4. etc.. theredfier.
And “Gail” actually stars Lone Sloane,
asvou shall see, so all your wishes come
true. But we still depend on sufficient
unintentional boffs in HM 1o make up
our humor quotient.— Eds.

HM =1/APRIL, 1977: With Space
Punks, the first chapters of Cor-
ben's Den and Bode's Sunpot, an
excerpt from the best-selling fan-
tasy novel The Sword of Shan-
nara, Harzak, and more. ($5.00)

__COLLECTOR'S ITEMS |

HM =2/MAY, 1977: Introducing
Roger, the paranoid puppet,
Virgo, the cosmic maiden, Rus-
sian astronauts, Conquering
Armies, the ultimate rock festival,
while Harzak, Sunpot, and Den
continue. ($4.00)

HM =3/JUNE, 1977: Features
Night Images, poetry by Conan's
creator, Robert E. Howard, with
illustrations by Corben; Macedo's
Rockblitz, the highly praised
Shells, the first chapter of Davis's
World Apart, more Den, Sunpot,
and Harzak. ($3.00)

HM =4/JULY, 1977: Is a must for
Moebius fans, with 12 pages of
Harzak and his s/f spy saga, The
Long Tomorrow, also the end of
Sunpot, further adventures of
Den, the psychic Nep Simo, and
the horrible Gold Queen. ($3.00)

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
(83.00)

HM =6/SEPTEMBER, 1977: Ga-
lactic Aztecs, cosmic cowboys,
hysterical shrubbery, chemically-
induced sanity, a Moebius space
opera, more World Apart, Den,
and Polonius, plus a Roger Ze-
lazny short story. ($3.00)

HM =7/0CTOBER, 1977:
Packed with knights, ladies, jet
pilots; insanity, reincarnation, and
other harimless pastimes; 10
pages of color Moebius; the Air-
tight Garage, Den, and Polonius
redux; and fiction by Theodore
Sturgeon. ($3.00)

HM =8/NOVEMBER, 1977: With
nine color pages by Moebius and
Rimbaud, the conclusions of both
Polonius and World Apart, ex-
pugs, intellectual mollusks, birth
and death stars, and a great new
Harlan Ellison story—the heaviest
Heavy Metal yet! (§3.00)

HM =9/DECEMBER, 1977: This
time, went up to 104 pages to
bring you the complete saga of
Druillet's anti-hero, Vuzz, a
chapter from Close Encounters of
the Third Kind, and Fortune's Fool
by Chaykin and Wein, in addition
to full-color contributions from
regulars Corben, Macedo, Clave-
loux, and Moebius. ($3.00)

HM =10/JANUARY, 1978: We
got Morrow to illustrate Zelazny,
we got Lob and Pichard to update
Ulysses, we got Meehan to do a
Heavy Metal calendar girl, we
concluded Conquering Armies,
and continued Den. Of course,
you knew about the Incas, fog
lights, and the time warp. ($2.00)

HM =11/FEBRUARY, 1978:
Wherein begin the new adven-
tures of Barbarella, naked to her
enemies and nude to her friends,
and of Urm the Fool in his quest for
revenge. Wraparound cover and
center spread by Nino. A trip to
Venus, the Crusader and the
Witch, and Moebius down the rab-
bit hole. With the usual unusual,
like Den. ($2.00)

HM =12/MARCH, 1978: In which
we learn the evils of witch-hunts
and the perils of witchcraft, the
problems of mass transit, and the
dangers of hitchhiking. Plus, the
first swashbuckling episode of
Orion. More Barbarella. More
Urm. And still more Den. ($2.00)

HM=13/APRIL, 1978: Big deal
first anniversary issue, with 30-
page insert from Paradise 9 by all
concerned. Also, amidst the king
must die, death’s duel, and the
undead, Barbarella gives birth
Oh, and the sexual acrobatic epi-
logue to Den. (§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)

s ——— e e
J ? Please send me the following:
< Zz  No.of copies Issue Price | gnclose a total of $
h 3 Apr., 1977 $5.00
% May, 1977 $4.00
u 2 June, 1977 $3.00 This amount covers purchase plus
- July, 1977 $3.00 shipping and handling. All issues are
Aug., 1977 $3.00 mailed in protective covering
H Sept, 1977 $3.00
3’ - Oct., 1977 $3.00
< Nov., 1977 $3.00
> 2 Dec. 1977  s3o0 Name
2 Jan., 1978 $2.00
$ v
> o Feb. 1978 sz200 Address
a Mar, 1978 $200 cjpy State Zip
Apr., 1978 $2.00
© Binder $5.50
u H If you do not wish to cut the coupon in this ad, but do wish to order, please printor
: E type all the necessary information and enclose it with a check or money order.
3
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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 goddess-groupies
to the sound of punk rock. Sixty-four pages in black
and white with a bizarre four-color cover. Large size
117 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 astounding 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 Mod-
esty Blaise, Candice, who can’'tseemto find athingto
wear, is shanghaied, plundered, keelhauled, and
otherwise entertained for sixty-four pages of nautical
insanity in perhaps the sexiest black and white ever
drawn. Heavy chrome coat cover. 9" by 11”. $3.95.
HM4012



CONQUERING ARMIES: From Heavy Metal maga-
zine, the dream epic of fierce horsemen who have
never lost a battle and never won a war, who have
always come and gone and who will always return.
Script by Metal Hurlant editor Jean-Pierre Dionnet,
with magnificently detailed black and white art by
the mysterious Gal. Large size 9%,” x 137,”. $4.95.
HM4013

ULYSSES, PART [: Art and text by Lob and Pichard
(whobroughtyou Candice at Sea), based on the story
by Homer (who brought you the lliad). The brave
Ulysses pits his strength and wit against gods with the
morals of movie producers and goddesses with the
morals of movie starlets as he makes his way home
across the universe. Certain to have been a classic.
Full color. 9" x 11”. $6.95. HM4014

IS MAN GOOD?: From Heavy Metal's first year, the
collected full-color Moebius, including the sixteen-
page space-spy saga, ‘The Long Tomorrow,” the
beautiful “Ballade,” the eerie “'Small Universe,” and
the utterly grotesque title story. This fifty-six page
book includes,all the covers, one-pagers, jokes,
nightmares and endpapers done so far by Moebius,
Heavy Metal’s most acclaimed author-artist. Full-
color illustrations throughout. 9” x 11”. $5.95.
HM4015

HEAVY METAL BOOKS, Dept. HM578

635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022

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 else-
where in New York State, add 6%

[J HM4010 [J HM4011 ] HM4012
HM4013 [] HM4014 ] HM4015
a ]
Name i 5
(Please print)
Address.

Gityiv.oss .. State Zip







“The cheese stands alone,
The cheese stands alone,
Hi-ho the derry-o,
The cheese stands alone.”
Old song)

The Cheese stood alone, leaning against the thin air that brushed
through the palms that Halloween night. stood alone by choice, by
design, on purpose; for the Cheese had a great mission, a message
to carry to Harry Kipper, the shaved-head persona of evil incar-
nate. The Punk, a pin through his nose, kept his distance from the
Cheese but held his ground. The Punk knew punks didn’t care, but
full of nervous pique poked holes in the sidewalk, waiting for the
Cheese to move. Anything was better than this waiting, this braking
of the strength the Punk felt surging through his acid-tipped
muscles.

The Cheese turned and sniffed the air. He wished he were back in
Montreux, beside the lake, watching the fatswans cuddle up to the
bread-infested children. The California coast gave him the creeps;
he wished he had a Saltine to munch but knew this was a job that
had to be done on an empty stomach, with a clear mind and a
boundless awareness of all the infinitesimal pitfalls. He glanced
down his nose at the drug-crazed punk across the alley, watched
him picking his acne with bitten fingers. He cursed himself for the
karmic connection they had made though he sensed it was not his
fault, it would soon be over, that night would see the last of this
strange bedfellow, that much he promised himself, that much he
truly knew. He felt the low scuffling clouds bead his brow with an

ocean-grown dew as a skinny hippie searched the trash at the far
end of the alley, moaning the literature of the night-trade, calling
his bankbook, keeping score in a cracked voice, banishing the
demon-black dog that nipped at his heels; a childhood full of
built-ins and bungalow-sized hope.

He stood alone, at the end of Ozone Avenue, ruminating on the
course the bald-headed Kipper Kid would take on the way to see
his mother. The Cheese knew it like the back of his hand. knew
Harry would head down Main Street with his dumpy walk wearing
those dumb silver shoes, carrying with him the awful he had
collected last night at the party, smelling of smegma and wilted
tuna fish patties, wiping his white, splotched hands, the hands that
oozed grease from the day he was hatched, wiping them on the gays
and tourists as he passed the Blue Fin, past the glass shop with the
blue-flashed mirrors; the Cheese knew Harry stopped there tostare
at his ugly pudding puss in the cold blue néon glass. He could see
the turkey now, he must be shaking his whiz-bang at all the lovely
ladies, scraping and bowing, smelling of tuna fish and lonely
women, holding the odorific future like a dim lightin frontof him.
to guide, cheer, and guile him home to his hairy mother.

The Cheese crossed the alley, picked up the Punk who had fallen
on his flatulent face, and straightened the nose-ring while brushing

ALLEY

by Richard
Raxien, Jr.
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the soot from a thousand heels that stuck to the Punk’s pitted
cheeks. Gotta rocket, gotta rocket, the Punk repeated ad nauseum.
The Cheese kicked the cat licking his mouse-stained boots and
watched it sail through the air in a wry arch. He crossed the alley
back of Ozone and walked down Dudley where it met Paloma. He
looked left and right. No sign of Mr. Kipper yet. He flagged a
passing auto and punched out the passenger window for practice,
had to keep fit, to be sharp. He melted back into the night. his
square. bilious-colored form blending with the Casa Grande. a
golden triplex on the corner. His pasteurized sinews twitched in
anticipation: that oily fish Harry would be cut bait before day-
break. Gray dawn would find itself breaking over the grisly bend
form of thatscaly snake, lying boned and bare in the alleycat’s path.

Harry would be moving his fat-and-drippings ass slowly through
the vacant lot, shuffling through the prickly weed. his leather skin
impervious to pain or heator cold. They used to call his mother Old
Elephant Hide, and Harry had inherited the mutation —it was the
boneyard for His Fatness, Mr. Harry Kipper. hisself. oy-oy. The
Cheese felt for the grater in his pocket, tingled at the touch of its
thousand razored edges, stood alone in the alley back of Ozone
Avenue: he felt the damp wind ripple through the holes in his
fedora, pasting back bis silky black hair beneath the rhinestoned
brim.

He looked up to where the Punk had been rocking unsteadily a
moment ago. Nothing, not there; he crossed the alley and picked
up the nosepin with some difficulty. his large rectangular body ripe
with the decay of a million dead dreams, wrapped in the second-
hand saran of smutty promises broken or unkept. Tomato-shaped
women rolled before his burnished eyes: they called to him in
unKempt voices, grieving, their lists of woes long and padded. He
gazed at the silver-pointed ring for a long time, trying to remember
who it had belonged to: he searched his memory banks, walked
stiffly down the humidified corridors. He emptied the drawers in
his mind but only came up with a sheet of gold. prepasted stars and
athousand embossed cards thatread “Punks Don’t Care™: this ring
had been the Punk’s then. He tossed them into a bag full of moldy
open cat food cans.

Where was that pudding-fish Mr. Kipper, him with the sack full
of awful and the yawns of a hundred smoky, bored, lonely women.
Alast fling? Perhaps Harry had halted along the way for a drink at
the Circle Bar and was now holding out his Captain Billie whiz-
bang to all comers. A bloody good time was had by all. the Cheese
remembered reading after the Kipper Kids had staged their last
gala. The press went ga-ga over so much-gore. Women swooned.
Men fought tooth and nail while waiting in line for their turn at the
Big Man. Charlton Heston was heard walking about in his auto-
graphed sneakers. Action. Hotand heavy. The Cheese had laughed
but now he bit his lip for Harry and maybe Larry and who
knows—even Mrs. Kipper had stolen Suzy Tacky and soiled her
scrambled-egg brain. They had reached right into her pan with
their greasy fish stick fingers and kneaded her cerebellum into
mush, and had her. and had her. and had her. right where they
wanted her. right where they needed her. and for Mr. Cheese.
standing alone in the alley, that was enough -for Suzy Tacky had
once been his. fur and all, frivolous and bare. So it was there he
stood. shuddering in the dank October night, having planned the
ultimate panacea. with pain, for smarmy Harry.

The Cheese remembered Suzy Tacky as she once was: his. his
alone. to have and to hold. He remembered when her brain had
been synchronized. before Harry and Larry Kipper had cut the
connecting tissue. in one of their obscene operations. using a rusty
hacksaw on poor Suzy’s mind. sawing atit asif it were a window bar
in a jail cell. thinking to gain their freedom and then their fame,
while casting him as some lowlife guard. a flatfooted oaf with a
stick and no feelings. They painted that picture on the poor girl's
brain screen:they followed the fatkid, the Holiness Gi from India,
who was presently wrestling with his mother and cousins over the
family fortunes. They did it. they did ir. Harry mostly. he did

most - the dirty work. the cutting, the sawing, the ragged job of

sewing and patching after he had botched the job. quite a per-
formance really. trying to implant a cunt with brains for a more
intelligent afternoon’s noodling. They wrote itin the Enquirer and

60 HEAVY METAL

the hungry public, avid for drippings, puked: the Cheese remem-
bered her as she was, the long words she made in their Scrabble
games, her refined her devotion, her ho-
mogenized sense of good humor. her demure legs, hard belly. flaky
wit, ﬂashlng blue eyes—they were saucers, as large as saucers. they
grew wide in fear when he found her huddled on the boardwalk,
clutching the remnants of herself. shaking. her head shav
jagged scar from her head to her once-furry piece of fluff
been early in the morning and the Cheese remembered he was on
his way for bagels at the deli—a considerable crowd had gathered
by then: the ragmen and trashers had already been through her
bag, the chickenhawks, the early morning joggers, bicycle enthusi-
asts. roller skaters, wharf rats, panhandlers. beach bums. back-
packers. minstrels. ministers. and two men in mufti, all of them
staring at once-long-ago Suzy Tacky. She had been his, he had
possessed her. locked in love: they had stocked their sexual pantry
with a barrelful of monkeys and had preceded from there, point A,
to demolish the boundaries built; together they destroyed. puri-
fied, and resurrected. Perhaps he had been too possessive. too
positive in his approach: he had papered over a lot of her mistakes:
she stoodawkwardly sheburned the toast(she didn’tdoitthe way he
liked), she couldn’t whistle or hum: perhaps he had put her on a

al.too high: he had overreached himselfin placing her there,
she was only a tall blond. a mere tomato (had been. that was over
now). It all ended that morning when he found her in the midst of
her first madness. a crowd of the curious gathered around her
former self. He had always been too possessive, the Cheese admit-
ted to himself. He had been brought up on the farm. lonely, cold:
he clung to warm patches, he loved good wine and fine conversa-
tion. a fire, the feline shadow of a woman across his bed: he loved
the glow of candles and the scent of the night-blooming jasmine.
the little horns of light the fog made ‘neath the lamps on the
boardwalk in summer.

Need he whip himself into a frenzy of guilt and deprecation?
Was he really the villain of this too-true scenario? He caught
himself. held himself steady. went to the center of his being with an
ancient technique he had learned from a master’s messenger. He
knew what he had to do—it was the right action, spontaneous. Poor
Suzy Tacky. He wondered where her pitiful shell was hanging out
these days. The Punk had seen her in the parking lot of the Liquor
Locker two days ago. She had been bumming spare change from
the tourists in between bashing herself against the fire hydrantin a
series of bizarre sexual advances. The Punk, not easily displeased,
had turned head over heels in his rabbit-like haste to rid himself of
the scene—having once been Suzy’s fellow student at the Ecole des
Beaux Arts, he had nurtured a finely developed sense of kinship
with the former blazing-eyed beauty and it hurt not a little to see
her as such: an unhinged wing flapping among the phone booths
and newspaper boxesin the Liquor Locker parkinglot. The Cheese
felt it incumbent upon himself to keep the story of the operation
Harry had performed in the empty gallery a handful of nights ago.
a kind of undressed rehearsal for various critics and comrades, a
caper with the Kipper Kids. with the Cheese’s Suzy as the cutup—
he feltit incumbent upon himself to not tell the Punk of the un-
success of the operation. Although he knew the Punk didn’t care
about anything, if there was anything he cared about, it was Suzy.
and if he found out. if he discovered the Kipper Kids had at-
tempted the first brain transplant, half-brain, rather.the left half—
they had taken the left half and shoved it and left the right half to
grope for the meaning of itall. left Suzy flailing for insertion before
fire hydrants and beach boys; if the Punk found out, he might
do something foolish to Harry, and the Cheese wanted Harry
for himself.

The Cheese stood alone in the alley behind Ozone Avenue,
hoping Harry Kipper would not be late, that he would keep his
unknown date with the grater, that the Kipper Kid’s fate would be
signed and sealed in stainless steel. The damp ocean breeze flagged
the jasmine, gathering the skirts of its night scent about the
Cheese’s knees: down the alley a dog strayed from can to can,
splaying the contents across the dirty concrete; from the boardwalk
came the low tones of a conga lament—the drums talked of lost
love,demons, and a night full of long knives. The Cheese whistled a




soft, fearful reply, hoping the sweat he felt blush through his hands
meant that Harry was nearby. He tested the salt air for the smell of
ripe tunaand mouse pee. Nothing. Yethe fancied he was notwrong
in feeling the first fitful ripple of tightness in his gut belonged to a
minute intuition that Harry was close now. He moved his soft,
square body up against the shadow of the garage door and stood
still as a cat coiled and cool, thinking of the ragged scar along the
length of Suzy’s once bountiful body.

Harry studied the blackheads among the stubble that covered his
fat face like crabgrass covers a swamp. He burped and farted and
wiggled his false teeth loose; they were stale-smelling and green
with the week’s work. He had to go home to mother and his terrible
twin Larry. He hated his brother naturally, from birth, hated the
stumblebum’s rush Larry made of every operation, hated the scar
on his forehead where they had been joined, hated the headaches
he got from hating so hard, hated his mother for holding up to him
the mirror that had belonged to the surgeon-madman, his father,
Karl Kipper, hung by his neck until dead, the murderer, the make-
believe doctor; he hated the thick plates they used at dinner and the
gritty soups and gruel his decrepit, cruel mother made him slurp.
Harry felt for his whiz-bang in his pocket—he was sure it was
gettingshorter; he had taken to hanging a weightaround the end of
it.afishing type of lead weight that he had bought at the tackle shop
atthe end of the pier one day when he was searching for bait to cut;
he was not sure the weight was working —the Lonildnijc‘rklng ofu
as he walked was a painful der of his
He held it softly for a moment and prayed, then flushed the john
and joined the revelers and merrymakers at the bar. The couples
were busy pecking and cooing at one another; the loners gazed off
into space in front of them filled with smoke and beer ads. Harry
settled his fat behind onto a stool and drank down his draft. tipped
his hat to the barkeep, and kept a steady pace till he got to the door
where he paused, wondering which way to go: lately he had been
taking the walk along the ocean on his way home. avoiding with a
coward’s eye Suzy’s old address and the alley that the Cheese had
been seen haunting lately. Not that he was afraid of the Cheese,
with that ridiculous yellow ochre suit that he wore with those
cardboard-soled shoes; he wasn’t afraid, he knew he was alone, he
knew the Cheese wasa lonerand aloser, outside of love and lucky,
incredibly lucky to have had that luscious, now rotten tomato, and
Harry wasn’t sorry either, wasn't sorry for the operation-perform-
ance piece he had done on that lace-trimmed lady. Art, after all,
was larger and more real than life.and what he had done was in the
name of art—if not Art, then at least Science, but it must have been
for Art’s sake because after all, Harry and Larry were artists first of
alland full of the life of artists, brimming to a rolling boil with the
very densest sense of what it all meant, cocksure, naked before
breakfast and in front of large number of enjoyably shocked afflu-
entupper-middle-class arty-farty types. They loved the operations
the Kipper Kids performed, they gasped to see small breasts made
large and generous hearts turned to dry prunes before their very
bugged eyes; it was better than “Baretta,” that much they knew
(you needn’t have told them), and they loved what Harry had done
to Suzy, went p ly ga-ga over the : The Kipper
Kids Will Implant the First Cunt with Half a Brain. And they did,
only they didn’t get the laughs they expected and accepted, the
laughs they needed, fed on, vultures, milktoast. vampires; no one
laughed when they dragged Suzy off to the boardwalk or even
smiled to think of her lapping the concrete, her tongue raw with the
salt-caked footprints of a myriad of mothers pushing strollers; no
one smiled at the bloody hands of Harry, famous Karl Kipper’s
son, the Siamese brother of Larry, whom Harry hated naturally.
from birth, like his own self, little knowing that hate bound the
subject to the object and little caring, because it was all Art or
Science to Harry, and Harry wasn'tafraid of the Cheese, who stood
alone, neither Art nor Science by his side, in the shadows of the
Casa Grande apartments, whistling softly to himself, waiting for
his chance, his passion, like St. Joan’s, burning slowly at the stake
inside him.

Fat Harry turned down Main and continued to Palace where he
turned toward Pacific Coast Highway Road; he trundled along the
glass-strewn sidewalk, scratching his stubble, clawing at the rubble

in his mind for a solution to a problem he didn’t know existed,
careful to avoid the dogshit, keeping one eye out in the alleyways,
fearing the sinewy arms of the shadows, cajoling one footin front of
the other. He should have gone by the ocean, he thought to himself,
shifting his bag of awful from one hand to the other; not that he was
afraid—fear was not in Harry’s vocabulary, nor were the words
guilt or love, freshman, penguin, sanguine, hockey, beriberi, rela-
tionship, personal, and a host of others starting mostly with 7 or
g—it was just that as he walked down Pacific that night in late
October, he had a sudden realization that he felt something last
Saturday when he attempted to sew Suzy Tacky back together; it
was a funny feeling, something like...what was that word, he
wondered? Something like remorse, the word named after the man
who invented the code, he had seen the word once, on a wall in a
barroom john—no, no, that was another word! What was the word
he was trying to think of? Sexy? Had he felt sexy toward that poor
botched girl? It started with an s: senile, no, that meant stupid old.
Sensitive—that was the word he was looking for to describe his
feeling. It was asif he wanted to kiss her. in front of all those critics;
they would have booed, he would have kissed her then and there
but they would have panned the show, they would have torn him
aparton paper, saying he pandered to the lighter side of life. that he
didn’t take his art seriously, that he was turning to comedy for
relief. God, he was tired of being a gladiator. He felt suddenly
misunderstood—why couldn’t he be sensitive, too, like the other
stars of the art world, making little )mpressnons of hearts and
flowers on the foreheads of the hoi polloi.or singing duets with
electric canaries in large groves of pseudo-mimosa trees? He was
tired of hacking and stabbing his way to fame, his tool and trade-
mark the dripping fat of a fire-scorched pig’s head. tired of the
blood and guts and his brother and mother egging him on, holding
him up, keeping him level, drugged; he was fed up with the
business of impersonating his famous father’s operating proce-
dure—he wasn't a doctor, he was a do-gooder. Why didn't anyone
understand him, Harry Kipper, the kid with the calf's-glove touch.

The Cheese was now certain he smelled that rat Harry Kipper,
the ripper of his once-beautiful Suzy’s brain from its pan. The night
breeze was full of a rancid buzzing; the smell of tuna fish and
smegma fouled the jasmine that had been tickling the Cheese’s
fancy a previous few moments ago: his gut tensed. his soft mold-
encrusted arms turned to iron; feeling for the steel grater in his
pocket full of holes, he jolted himself to a ramrod-stiff position and
waited while the stench grew stronger, whistling a sensitive tune
full of crisp recrimination silently to his lost love.

Harry Kipper continued, confident now that he had taken a turn
for the better; he coaxed one sloppy silver shoe in front of the other
and reminisced about his resolve to best the emotional peak he had
reached last week when he had felt a satin kiss come to his ordi-
narily cold but then compassionate purple lips—he remembered
the heady feeling as he took deadly aim atsewn-anew Suzy’s askew
mouth and how he had barely been able to control his hairy passion
in front of all those smooth critic-like creatures. The memory lent
credibility to the crabbiness Harry had been feeling of late in the
presence of his gritty mother and brother; of late he had a certain
complexion of unbridled boredom in their lowly presence, a kind
ofruddy glow on his cheeks as he undressed in front of their meager
fire, letting his dirty waressettle on the bearskin facsimile. He knew
now thatit was from his small black heart, shrunken head though it
was, that this feeling sprung.

He lapsed into gentle waves of near bliss and hit the dog shit with
his left silvered foot. The Cheese was on him in a flash, cutting his
flesh to ribbons with the razor-sharp teeth of the stainless steel
grater, working in silence, whipping a vengeful fury into Harry’s
thick skin, holding back only when the Kipper Kid lay lifeless. a
pile of thin meat at his mouse-stained feet in the alley behind
Ozone Avenue; there was hardly enough for the trashmen to trip
on,so thoughtfully had the Cheese wielded his pent-up passion. He
took a last quick look at the oily scum at his feet, then melted neatly
into the various shades of the now-purified night. to repair to a
cooler clime, tosleep, to rest, to rise in search of the remnants of his
smooth life’s love. He would rewind the coil of bright copper, the
magnet. her mind. He would no longer stand alone.
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WELL MIGHT YOU TREMBLE, CREATURE, YOU
ARE ALL AND NOTHING AT ONCE, NOTHING IN
THE PRESENCE OF THE POWERS WHO
ARE PLAYING WITH YOU, NOTHING COMPARED
TO THOSE BEYOND, BUT YOU ARE ALIVE AND
HERE IN THE KINGDOM OF THE DEAD/
YOUR LIFE (5 AN INSLULT, ,
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OPEN THE DOOR FOR
ME, URM.T BESEECH
YOU TO OPEN (T FOR
ME. .. WITH YOLIR BODY
AND \/Ouﬁ SouUL, OPEN

IT... AND YOU
WILL LEAVE THE
HOUSE OF THE
DEAD...

YOU DISGUSTING CORPSES,
YOU WHO PLAY WITH MEN-- ONE

CURSED GODS.” WE
WANT YOU NO LONGER/



-

¥ Do NOT APPROACH ME, LRM

I HEAR THE PRUMS, THE

SONGS, AND THE FLUTES OF 4 YOU WILL COMMIT NOTHING BUT
THOSE BEYOND. LISTEN, LIRM,
LISTEN TO THEIR JOYOUS

RIES. .,

T SEEMS THAT You
LEM N LONGER LISTENS./ URM WILL KILL, AND TAKE ) i (SoioT JuSTAN
CORPSE OF THE MAN WITH THE LION'S HEAD ~ 2 el AT
AND THEOW IT INTO THE MOUTH OF THE PHANTOM - 2 LIKE A LINING
CHLD/ LR NO LONGER WANTS TO PLAY WITH THOSE g o - LG
WHO CALL THEMSELVES HIS MASTERS, > ’
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You WON THIS TIME, BUT WE SHALL
RETURN,’ AND WE SHALL ALWAYS BE
BESIDE YOU AND AROLIND YOU. WE
WILL WALK FO?EVER IN YOUR STEPS
AND WATCH OVER YOUR SHADOW,
AND ONE PAYANOTHER LIKE You,
WILL COME AND OPEN THE DOOR
0.

GATES ETERNAL, BUT EONS HENCE
ASTRANGER WILL'COME, AND
DEATH ITSELF SHALL DIE
FAREWELL, CRIPPLE, WE HAVE
) ALREADY FORGOTTEN YOUR NAME...
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get the hellovt of
here! hear me2

-Lh ere we g[;'/
CRRUMMBE. .
& =
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Great Gift Books of

antasy

9103. ARIEL, THE BOOK OF FANTASY—
Volume Two. The fanzine in a class by itself, beauti-
fully designed and brilliantly edited, with full-color
iluStations by Frazetta, Corbern and Jones, fiction by

Moorcock, Ellison, Bradbury, and LeGuin, essays on
Frodo and Frankenstein, wonderful photos, posters,
comics, and interviews 8%” x 11", Softbound.

Only $6.95

9101. VIEWS. Already a runaway best seller in
Europe and an underground sensation in America,
Views s the collected record jacket paintings (for such
groups as Gentle Giant, Osibisa, and Yes), the fantasy
book covers, illustrations, posters, sketches, ai
chedelic archl(ectural d&clgns of England’s incred-
ibly talented young artist, Roger Dean. 160 oversized
Ppages, in brilliant color 11’/3" x 12" Sof(bcund
Only $9.95

9104. ALBUM COVER ALBUM. The most imag-
inative outrageous art of our time s on album covers,
and here, full size, full color, are 700 of the greatest:
Warhol rthe Stones, Crumb for Jans. Peter Max for
that catches and that matches

the excitement of the greatest in jazz and rock. Edited
by Roger Dean. 12" x 12". Softbound. Only $10.95

9106. Mlnnplccel of Sensual Art: GUSTAV

KLI four posters printed in six colors. A
glorious st By s genius for detai, design,

and sensuality in these 24 posters, each ready for
framing, and printed in six colors, including silver and
gold. 11%” x 15”. Softbound.

9110. LONE SLOANFJDEURIUS In one vol-
ume, two complete, sensational, illustrated fantasy
gpics by Heavy Metal author-artet Philippe Drullet
Th L

o e Drien s e o —hreaton
style; and the history of the world rightly called De-
s, 5 violent rse and teribie el 14”0 full color,
breathtaking pages 8%” x 11",

Only $9.95

= . an
9109. BROTHERS OF THE DEAD by Brian Al
diss. [llustrations by lan Pollock. Brian Aldiss’s tale of
two brothers, joined at birth from breastbone to hip—
their rise to fame in the frenzied world of rock, their
. their and

the malignant power that led to their grotesque end.
The story is told by the rock promoter who exploited
them; by Zak Bedderwick, who trained them—uwith a
stun gun;

by Laura Ashley, their lover; and by the
ins' sister, who ties together their bizarre story. 103"
x 10%". Softbound. Only $7.95

Al
N
9202. THE ILLUSTRATED ROGER ZELAZNY.
A lavish fantasy book! the first authorized, ilustrated
collection of stories by award-winning fantasy writer
Roger Zelazny. lustrated by Heavy Metal artist Grey
oo, this stunning collectn ncldes ulcolor
versions of the cl mag-

proach to the art. 120 pages 8% x 11"

Softbound. Only $7.95

9102. MYTHOPOEIKON by Patrick Woodroffe.
Mythopoeikon presents the paintings, etchings, book
jacket, and record sleeve illustrations by one of the
world’s most popular fantasy/science fiction artists,
with notes and commentary by the author.
Mythopoeikon shows how Woodroffe has evolved a
unique style, combining minute surface detail and
texture with images that evoke a grotesque and startl-
ing fusion of the eve day and the bizarre. A brilliant
visual experience—a il dazle the eye and
the mind of anyone who sees it. 8% . x 1

Softbound. y $9.95

9105. GOD I mx}:s_rmz ART OF ABDUL

sy,” he explains, “is my
T ot reesanen’ Magmﬁcent reproductions of 21
shimmering, shocking, super-real dream-vision paint-
ings plus photographs of Abdul's mind-bending mur-
als in Vienna's Emst Fuchs Museum. There has never
been a book like God Jokes. 8%” x 117
Softbound. Only $4.95

9108. WHITE WOMEN: THE PHOTOGRAPHY

OF HELMUT NEWTON. The cold, brillant eye of

legendary French and American Uogte photographer

Helmut Newton is focused, throughout this book,

Phantasmagorical images of wormenin setings Opu:

lent bizare, and inriguing. Designed by Bea Fetler
d

and
nikcent gant murals bl Corwyn and the Amber
worlds. Gargoyles, beautiful women, noble heroes,

and your basic strange alien
worlds—over sixty pages of luscious color and three
dozen fabulous black-and-white. 8%" x 11"
Softbound Only $8.95

9107. FRANK

KELLY FREAS, THE ART OF
SCIENCE FICTION. The master of science fiction
art, acknowledged dean of science fiction illustrators,
and winner of ten prestigious Hugo awards Frank
Kelly Freas offers his first collection of award-winning

paintings and drawings, with 35 full-color, full-page
prints, over 40 additional color plates, and numerous
black and white illustrations. For the serious art stu-
dent and collector as well as the science fiction fan.
Freas describes the evolution of his technique, his view
of science fiction illustrations, and his personal ap-

ucod 1 Europe, ths outized vol.
ime icludes 60 fall-color plates. notes by the photo-
grapher and an inroduction by Philippe Gamer,
photographic curator of Sotheby’s of London. 9" x

12" Hardcover. Only $25.00

HEAVY METAL BOOKS, Dept, HMs18
635 Madison Ave.. New York, N.Y. 1
Please send me the book bargains he.ow

You must include 60¢ per title for shipping charges
plus an additional 75¢ per ttle for deliveries outside
continental U.S.

Enclosed find § Send check or money order
only. Payable to: Heavy Metal

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

9103 9110 9102
9101 9109 9105
9104 9202 9108
9106 9107

Name

Address .

City State Zip




CERTAINLY, MA'AM...
HERE'S SOMETHING...
THE BASE 5
L/ BUY A SMALL MARBLE. .,
CLOCK-- SOME -
THING THAT HAS IR
CLASS, STYLE, AND
21 ELEGANCE, AND

WORKS /... AND
N\ NOTHING TOO
D WHIMSICAL ...

7N YE N sk Tk
: A Wl {4 Too soprHisTIcA-
= M B TED!... ANVTHING
a 2

YES...ACTUALLY...
WHAT ABOUT by
THIS NAPOLEON TIL [/ SNEny
WATER CLOCK?Z
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THESE... FIGURES ARE
OF... BLACK PEOPLE/
THERE ARE ALREADY
TOO MANY OF THEM
AROUND/ I CERTAINLY
DON'T WANT ANY IN
MY HOUSE/

I PUT ASIPE A UNIQUE
PIECE WHICH SHOULD
SUIT YOUR TASTES...

WAIT, MY PEAR

LADY. T KNOW

JUST WHAT
YOU'RE
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AT LAST/
BUT... IT'S




S0 THIS
IS THE
KIDNAPPER 1

Ll (4
LISTEN TO ME, MY
MO

Goor 5

THAN FIFTY PEOPLE
HAVE DISAPPEARED
IN THIS PISTRICT/ AND
ALL THE CLUES LEAD
TO THIS PLACE/ TO
YOLR SHOP/ SO You
CAN GIVE UP THE
INNOCENT ACT/

> YOU'LL CONF
[\ WON'T

ESS,
youz

FOR LIFE FOR
WHITE SLAVE

" 15 SHEZ WHERE

THE INSPECTOR'S RIGHT/ YOU SHOULD BE
ASHAMED OF YOURSELF/ WOMEN ARE
MOTHERS., THE MOTHER (S THE FAMILY/
THE FAMILY (S THE COUNTRY? ... THE
COLUNTRY 15 SACREDP/ 50O THE
WOMAN S5 SACRED, TOO/ NEVER
FORGET IT/ YOU PON'T

TOoUCH WOMEN/
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DIP YOU STASH HERZ DOOR/

THAT
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You




HER HAT/
HER VOICE!! !

SHE'S... |
A GONER /2 /

PISAPPEAREDY ) '

WHERES THE

MIKE /f
WHAT'S
HAPPENINGZ

= HAVE /

MOVE /
COME ON, LETS
D TITERDA, ©° NOWZZ/ ¢

WHAT

N
IMAGINATION
THEY
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WHAT A CURIOUS
CIVILIZATION/... WELL ,
WELL/ MY MISSION'S
COMPLETED. THE
COUNTDOWN BEGINS. .,
NOW I MUST BE...

4
BOsl
Eheper

: E
! BEHIND
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-@@”@ELL:@

THOMSAND
GALAXIES.
IT's 100
SIMPLE [

JOULBER WOUR TRICKS
TO STEAL MY PRECIOUS.
FLUIDS, e HERITAGE OF MY

STOF, BROWNINGWELL ./ THIS. I DON'T KNOW.., BT TH
CONVERSATION SEEMS. INGS YOURE SAVING, THE
(T SEEMS TO ME
THAT WE ARE

BEING
RIDICULOUS /..

U BET,
AL souL OF
HOLY SNAKE
THAT'S GOYTEN us

T

TS ALL YOUR
MAS

P4ECE'$/
FAULT

SELVB/E ME,
GUWELL TS

my

MASTERPIECE ..
BROWNI MINE
NN




YOUR MASTERAECE BRO

7 WNINGWELL,

%ﬂggfﬁ HEAN! VE KNOWN A LOT OF MEN.

WHAT YOU'RE SAYING.. =
A MBER

ANp WHAT 4BOUT ME, % - . Bu AND WITH ME, Sou

ALL THISZ e

ELF
VINCING, (M SURE ..

BARBARELLA, WHY DID You
MAKE THIS LITTLE "WMIASTER -
PIECE" IN SECRECYZ I
MEAN... WITH MY HELF;
BUT A% IF (T WEREN'T
MN BUSINESS.. A7
AT

...BUT SHE'S

NOT PLAYING WITH ‘

A BALLOON...

THAT'S SCIENCE,

LIGHTING THE
WORLD.




WELL.. ’Now e

WE GET INTO

stru;mou m AND
MAS

HOW DARE . ER-
You 474'AKE IT UKE PIECES ON OUR
WITH ME o
ON MY,

: THAT
CONSTRUC(ION
s> MY

A Bovy CN!LDC/{ﬁLBDoy OUR BROWNINGWELL, GURLI Y
AND ZEEPOM FIGHTER, IS A TsAV
BUT WHAT NAME SHALL we |8 OUS, CLEVER, AND INSPIRED TW\”?HEG A
GINEZ \ OOMEADE AND CERTAINLY NAWVE
THIS SEVENTH WONPER THE BEsT WORK\NG CRAFTSMAN SIMPLETON
OF THE WORLD HI: WHEN IT COMES
WHO'S JUST BEGUN TO /vtAsTEEPIEcE \s GOING TO e/ OMEONE WAS ON HER
LIVEZ - GIVE U5 AREA BACK WITH HIM, MAKING
TO GET THE BE rrE o;: P THE SEVENTH WONDER
AWE%AEIEé X OF THE WORLD:
BuT T MUSTSAY, = -l

HMMM
THERE'S SOMETHING
RIDICULOUS ABOUT
COMPAR[NG THE

N\/CASE YHE
\TION (5

SITUAT
RIDICULOUS. .

BROWNINGBAR AND
RBINGWELL
BOTHSOUND A LITTLE
E...
LET'S CALL HIM AFTER
> 7

LITTLE FOXY 5 HIS
NAME.”

EVIDENTLY, BROMNINGWELL & 59 6ENTW\ENTAL _THAT
HE COLLDN'T HIDE THE FACT HER THAT H
MASTERPIECE WAS MADE IN HEE W\AGE ANYWAY SHE
COULDN'T HELP BUT SEEIT FOR HERSELE ON
ARRIVING ON WILLIAM I¥.. LORBITNG A5
IT 15 AROLNG THE PLANE

TR ASECRET 50
Lk. OPEN THE DOORS  LAVTASTIC CON-
2

ISFER PRINCIPLE

OF His WORKsHOP  FIPER TO THE
7




THE MASTERPIECE. IN

TAKE THREE OR FOUR
MORE YEARS OF
TO COMPLETE (T.

AND NINE MONTHS

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THAT,
LASSBLOWERZ
BARBARELLA 15 NO LONGER
UNAWARE OF THE MASTERPIECE
WHICH SHE INSPIRED!

S0 I, TOO, TOOK ADVANTAGE
OF THE FACT THAT TWAE DOESN'T
FOLLOW THE SAME RHYTHM
‘(HRoucqu THE UNIVERSE...ON
U. 1930, YOLUR NINE MONTH
AND TWELVE HOURS WERE TWO

¥ 10TELL
You T
TRUTH, | YOU STAYED NINE
I CHEATED MONTHS ON GYN-GYN,
A LITTLE. AND ON THAT
PLANET IN UNIVERSE 33
TIME SPAN

YES...
(TS NO USE A: ING
HOW MANY GI?L" YOU RNEW
IN THOSE TwWo YEARS..

I e:uEss

lLL AN5WER THE
QUESTION
FIRs'T EEFOFZE You

REJECTING YO(J ITH!NK WE
;HlNK IT WAS BEST... TON

WELL,WELL.

T THINK THAT
THERE'S ONLY
ONE MASTER-

WELL, YOU DON'T SAY,
COMRADE SHIPBUILDER.



THE FLOATING EXCHANGE IS | BROWNINGWELL, WE HAVE SOME DISTURBING
MEETING IMMEDIATELY, COMRADE NEW$ FROM THE SEVENTIETH UNIVERSE. YOUR
CARPENTER.. THE MEETING 15 m NEVIL LEVEL, 16 MUCH FURTHER
RESTRICTED AND SECRET.. BUT ADVANCED THAN WE REALIZED. DOUBTLESS,
YOU ARE ASKED T, HE HAD THE ADUANTAGE OF SOME NEW TECH-
TTEND... ) ol A NICAL DEVELOPMENT...OR SOME KIND OF
TRICKERY. ANYWAY, THE RESULT |s THAT I
WILL TAKE HIM LESS THAN FOUR
TO FINISH HiS MASTERPIECE AND Vfcmze

FOUR YEARS AGAINS
FOUR MONTHS.” THE
GAME :s LOST,COME‘\DS

EIGHTEEN PLANETs i

OF THE SYSTEM ./ mcssm LIKE Bszowmmav

WELL'S, WHICH CAN EVOLVE
ACROSS THE PARALLEL LINIVERSES,
BUT (TS POSSIBLE FOR HIM TO
MAKE THE DIFFICULT PIECES OF

L 15 AFOOL,AND HiS IF BROWNINGWELL POES MANAGE TO FPEME 7RA7E
WOM‘WS NOT WORTH MucH EYTHER‘ THE 17 .IF P.U.2000 OPENZL[‘:M
THEY HAVE LITTLE CHANCE Of - DOORS TO HIM, (F THE GREAT KEYHOLE
RETURNING ! AND WE, POOR CHILD— WELF T‘O BE PICKED, |F THE GREAT HINGE
REN OF THE CO$/VD5 HAVE LITTLE T IAM AND THE SWINGING POORS DON!
HOPE oFAcQulRlNG TiEle PLANETS :ﬁg}»ﬁéﬁ'g :w_gﬁé RAGE, AND IF THE -
2; THE SYSTEM. ABABLLOUS sy oet ;A PENTER DOESN‘T

1C PRAFT.
VENTURE HBEGINNING

’ THEN OUIR CRAFTY FOX WILL FINISH
LET U5 SALUTE OLR COMRADE!

His MASTERPIECE [N (!
=24




MO ONVE HAS EVER RE-
TURNED FROM PU. PS|
O, THE LAST KNOWN PARAL-

B¢ COURAGE AND DARING NO
OM C /5 THEABYSS... ONE CAN DENN-HAVE BEEN
GLASS IN THE GLOOM OF  BEYOND IT, GONE A FULL TWO YEARS.”
THE ULTIMATE RE - DOUBTLESS, THE
FLECTION WORLD AND ANTI- TWO

TO THOSE WHO MAY BE HERE OR.

THERE FOREVER, BUT WHO ARE

NONETHELES S ETERNAL, DRINK
UP, DRINK DOWN ./

NOW AND POS-
SIBLY IN RUINS,
ELLA AN

BARBAREL!
BROWNINGWELL
ARE

STiLL
SLEEPING
=

DRINK..
up..
COMRADES ./

THERE (S NO MORE ROMANTIC I
UNNVERSE THAN PSI-90. ..
BUT YOU CAN HAVE ENOUGH
OF A GOOP THING...

O; TO come
HUHZ WOULDN'T PO./ (T's
POSSIBLE. .. GOTTA WELCOME

EM WITH DIG-PIG-
DIGN(TY.
I~ S~—



pAoDY. T

LIKE 1T WHEN

YOU EAT ME
ALL UP!

Fox up UNTIL
OF HIS CAKE ./

ATTENTION!
ARRINING ON
WILLIAM NV
N 143
MINUTES /

PEAR SIRS,..HERE T
AM, AND W MASTER—
. PIECE (S COMPLETE!




MOMENTARILY, BROWNINGWELL WILL TRANSFER THE
MSSING ELEMENTS OF HIS MASTERPIECE INTO SPACE. AND
WE WILL SEE ABOVE U5 IN THE SKY OF WILLIAM IV THE
PERFECTION OF THE SYMBOL OF SC/ENCE LIGHTING
HE WORLD, THE RAYS OF HER “LANTERN" WILL APPEAR
TO USs A5 ANOTHER SUN...

‘ T THAT "BARBARELLA" |
s I B ot
ABLE TO A A KIND OF MOON... A

DO
YOU THINK (T
WILL BE TAKEN SERI-
uSLY-- T N,

MEA]
AS A KIND OF MOON.
CIRCLING WILLIAM IVZ

70 BE CONTIMUES -+~



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.”
':xn checks must be payable within continental U.S. or

Canada. For each year, add $2.50 for Canada, Mexico,
and other foreign countries.

You can subscribe today.
r

York, N.Y. 10092 HM-578

Heavy Metal —635
Yes, | want tobe a
subscription entitles me to dedk

agazine. | realize that this
d below.

O | have enclosed my check or money order.
[ Charge to my Master Charge #
BankAmericard # -

Bank #___ __ ExpirationDate_____ i
month vear

Signature =
... $18.00. Deduct $8.00—you pay $10.00
$26.00. Deduct $8.00—you pay $18.00
©~ $33.00. Dedluct $8.00—you pay $25.00

O One year (12issues). . . . .
O Two years (24 issues).
O Three years (36 issues). .

Send my subscription to:
(7Y =~ S ]
ADDRESS:




NOW I GED

e EYEDU
NEVER GEZD/
YER ZO...

WELL, I MENE,..YER FAZE,
JER HARE, CULLER yer
([y P

LIZUN, EYEM RILLY SORRY
BUDA ROOLZA ROOL ...JEEZ,
YUMUZDU SEENID LBINA

__(0BBY...YU MuzDU
g SEENID.,. ’

WTHIZ ZEGZIUN REZERVD
FER WIPE MERLICUNZ
ZONELY 27
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BUD (DZ STILL OGAY! THER
ZUNUTHER PARG FER UMMM..
MEYNORIPEEZ IPZ INN
Z/V\ENV, ON LEVIL
FIVPEE

AVVOOWANNA I GAN

TAGEYLD!
Bz INAD...

SEGIUN

O SHUR! BUD.,.UMM .., T
MEENU ZAY,,, KINNA WORG
WE VEWONNA ‘BREZENDAY-
JUNZ NOPpA ZAYM... T MEEN
NODPDA ZAKLY.. N

ARRA
REGGZ ONA
VIPEEYUTH

LEVIL
BERZUNALIZED?Z|

uH SIZZPEN\ uv
BREEZERVIN
NONWIPE
MERIGUNZ KINNA
PIVRUND, ,
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i NN

EPZ
GODPA

. —
LI

SEGJUN, BUD STILL AYAWL
LASS LONGER ANAY pooug
EER... P o
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I THINGIPZ KYNA
NEED, WEER TRYNA

INNUGRAY P
RAYZJUL

MYNORPEEZ

INNA ARPIZDIG

MMM .. YUNO, MIZDER,
TH WERGZ DUN BY
REEL BERVEJUNULZ,
\ LINER UBEZD
= GUNPIJUNZ. .,
YUP HARLEE
NoPIZU
A, CIVRENZ

IPZA KYNA
JEZDJER, KYNA
GENRUZ SPEERPEP,
VYU NO WUPEYE

I GAN TAGYU\ .. *
POWNAYR...

EYEM PEL-
LINYU YOOPON
UNERSTAN,,,

7( No THANGZ,
2\ EYEM NoD
INEREZDED




S
I ALUZ SED THEYAWPA
PUDPPAD ROOL UBBINNA
LOBBY WARE BEEBLL KUP
REED U BEPPER... ANY -
WAYZ, ODPA BEEYANIN -
ZBEGPER APDA DOR...

STAYIN KOOL

WIPAWL EEZ

CHIKS AROWN
F

0 BE CONTIMUEL. ..




The most
incredible T-shirts
in this galaxy.

Heavy Metal

Dept. HM-578

635 Madison Ave.
New York, N.Y. 10022

Please send me ____ Heavy Metal
T-shirt(s) at $6.00 plus 60¢ per shirt.
Black SO MO LO
Red sO MO LO

Addresse. ... . . - .

City________ State_____ Zip.
Enclosed please find my check or
money order.
ifyou donot wishto cutthe couponin
this ad, but do wish to order, please print
ortype all the necessary information
andenclose itwith acheck or money
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