All those who want to see
the funniest film of the year,
raise their hands.

A comedy from Universal Pictures
THE MATTY SIMMONS - IVAN REITMAN PRODUCTION

"NATIONAL LAMPOON'S ANIMAL HOUSE" sraring JOHN BELUSHI - TIM MATHESON - JOHN VERNON
VERNA BLOOM - THOMAS HULCE and DONALD SUTHERLAND as JENNINGS
Produced by MATTY SIMMONS and IVAN REITMAN - Music by ELMER BERNSTEIN

Written by HAROLD RAMIS, DOUGLAS KENNEY & CHRIS MILLER - Directed by JOHN LANDIS
AUNVERSAL PCTRE. TEGHICOLOR®
@978 UNIVERSAL CITY STUDIOS, INC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. m]m

At Theatres Everywhere This Summer



13

HUMANOIDES |







LTI



CHAIN
MAIL

I'he Editors:

Heavy Metal is an extraordinary
magazine and | will continue to buy it
(probably)...no matter what. But I'll be
spending my buck fifty every month
because of the art -despite the pres-
ence of punk. pseudo-intellectual edi-
tors. Julie Simmons deserves o have
her smart ass kicked. and 1 would
dearly love 10 be the one to do it. New
York. unfortunately, is 10.000 light
years away ' ;

In recent letters. some of your readers
have complained about the sexist na-
ture of some of the strips. The artists in
question undoubtedly have twisted at-
titudes towards women — that’s as plain
as the ink on vour fucking pages- but
Julie Simmons refuses to admit it. In-
stead. she prefers to crap on evervbody.
knowing full well that she has the last
say. Big deal. Julie—vyou're just an edi-
tor on a magazine that has fewer words
in it than People.

I'he two ladies who wrote in com-
plaining about the sexism had a point.
All Simmons had to do was acknowl-
':.‘i]:_'i.' that

Great sexist art is sull great art. Il
take 1tif there’s nothing better...and all
I want from Julie Simmons. managing

editor. is assurance that there is nothing
- She can take her ur (HM

; ) and cram them “cause they ain't
worth a buck fifty and neither is she
Mark Hume

Victoria. B.C.

"W hat a vicious
feel vou blew miv re
(i} TIVISIS I'I('-‘Hll oul
([ ¢ oVour Il'll

Julie Sim

pseudo-intellectual

Metal f:IL'I.‘PlL'
It seems to me that vou puwi‘h' made
a small error in translauon in the final
part of Druillet’s = the Mad.” You
quote a poet ¢ I'here i1s no
death bevond the gates eternal. but
hence o stre will come. and
- Nothing wrong
but it reminds me of a
by Howard
cerall, which s
“That is not dead which ¢
eternal he,
And with strange eons. even
death may die”

A
continued on page 12

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

. =} know it. And you won't forget it.

Y Metaxa comes from Greece, where
o they understand such things.

e The Greeks drink Metaxa straight,

by the fistful. Or sometimes
as a Stinger with a little

more sting.

-

f

m— Metaxa. Drunk by

Gods and Warriors. And
Men who can handle it.

The 84 proof Greek Specialty Liqueur!
® Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc. N.Y. Sole Importers
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IF YOU ARE NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED
WITH THIS WONDERFUL RECORD, RETURN
IT TO ANALOG RECORDS. WITHIN 10 DAYS
AND YOUR<VIONEY WILL BE REFUNDED.

“NIGHTFALL"

First dramatization of its kind ever.

Thrill to the performance of talented actors
and actresses.

334 LP top quality record.

The classic of science fiction stories by
America’s foremost science fiction writer.

Includes a dialogue between Isaac Asimov
and Ben Bova, Editor of Analog Science
Fiction/Science Fact Magazine,

350 Madison Avenue - New York, N.Y. 10017

Yes, | want to enjoy NIGHTFALL by ISAAC ASIMOV. Please sendme_______records at $6.95 each.
Name
(please print)
Address Apt. No
City State Zip
Name
(please print)
Address Apt. No.

[J My check/money order for
$ is enclosed
{payable to ANALOG RECORDS)

(Add 55¢C per record to cover
postage and handling)

Please charge my (] American Express [ VISA
No.

EXP. DATE o SIGNATURE

HM8



We begin this eighteenth edition with
a heartfelt cry from the depths of the
slush pile. No more unsolicited manu-
scripts, please! Ms Simmons (as all old
pros know, ms is short for manuscript)
can'no longer find the inner strength to
carry on the silent and tedious gong
show she undertakes when scanning
the things. Her fingers are raw from
opening them, her tongue in traction
from licking stamped, self-addressed
return envelopes. She resembles no
one so much as Titus Andronicus’s
daughter Lavinia, who, according to
the stage direction, enters “with her
hands cut off, and her tongue cut out,
and ravished” Ravished, in this case,
refers rather to the condition of the
woman’s mind, reeling under the im-
pact of yet another tale of interspecies
sex aboard an orbiting time machine.

The issue you are holding, you will
notice, contains rather more than the
usual quotient of intentional humor.
While it is not our plan to take on the
National Lampoon in a battle for boffs,
we did feel that—as another school
year approaches—our readers could
use a little whimsy.

Next month is our Hallowe’en special,
a celebration of the fantasy fans’ feast.
In its honor, we will present the Bill
Stout illustrated version of Har-
lan Ellison’s spook classic, Shattered
Like a Glass Goblin, and Mark
Wheatley’s insalubrious saga of drag-
ons’ puberty rites. Can you wait?

el ADDITIONAI.LY. s
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Have vou noticed that news has largely been
replaced by the staged Media Event, the Official
Handout and the Public Relations Campaign?
If so, it’s time you discovered the missing link
between what’s going on in the world and what’s
being printed in the press: NEW TIMES,
America’s first feature news magazine.

Every other week, NEW TIMES publishes
insightful and incisive articles on the otherwise
unreported events that are really shaping our
lives. Thanks to the hard-nosed reporting and
finely crafted writing of our contributors, we've
dropped more than our share of media bomb-
shells, and caught the other news magazines
with their deadlines down.

NEW TIMES exposed the dubious wit and
wisdom of Earl Butz, costing the Secretary of
Agriculture his job and possibly Jerry Ford the
76 election.

NEW TIMES alone bothered to interview
SLA leaders William and Emily Harris in their
jail cells during the Patty Hearst trial, coming
up with testimony that blew Patty’s defense to
bits and led to her conviction.

NEW TIMES went to Washington and
discovered a Capitol Hill lifestyle better suited
to the ancient Roman Senate than the U.S.
Congress. From lavishly appointed offices to
dollar haircuts to outrageous freebies, the
Imperial Congress is living it up, courtesy of
your hard-earned tax dollars.

And in two especially shocking NEW TIMES
cover stories, we learned that aerosol cans and
our own drinking water may wipe us out before
the neutron bomb ever gets off the drawing board.

News of the world, news of the nation, sports,
the arts, politics, lifestyles. From backstage
scoops to front page leaks, NEW TIMES
consistently gets behind major stories ahead of
other major publications.
r---------------|
i

Half price forever. i

I Yes, T want to subscribe to New Times at half the l
newsstand rate. | am guaranteed the right to renew

I my subscription at half the prevailing newsstand

[ rate—FOREVER. i
Send me: ] 19 bi-weekly issues for $9.50 (1 save s9.50)

| [ 26 issues (one year) for $13.00 1 save st3.00) ]
1. ) 5HM20
NAME _ S

]

ADDRESS

For immediate service
call: 800-247-2160
In Iowa call: 1-800-362-2860

P.0. Box 2471, Boulder, Colorado 80322

Additional postage per vear: Canadian residents add $2.00 per vear.
Outside 1.5, and Canada add 5.0 per vear.

o
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j. 3 So you haven't a clue to Zulaykha"sW
"ugzué whereabouts?

o Thes ; :
C'm.) 7 None! Her relations extend well

into the magical realms...to lands
{ an { .of(%k)y; : . more familiar to ‘the Jinni than to

me. | can’t even begin to look, but
| must—this is all my fault!

. My name is Akissa—you chased me

last night and | witnessed your...
misfortune. You‘re the victim of a
cruel trick, as | am of a cruel
husband...

...the Jinni
Al-Ra’ad al-Kasif!
Can we talk?

You may
use my home,
Sindbad.

& HEAVY METAIL
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| can’t endure my husband’s mali-
cious nature any longer, Sindbad!
I'll do whatever | must to obtain
adivorce.

Divorce from an Ifrit? Who has the
authority to grant such a thing?

Zu'l Janahayn...
King of all Kings
of the Jinn!

Akissa...

You say my friend’s being tricked...
if you're the Jinni's wife, then the
dog that was killed...?

Just an alley mongrel Al-Ra’ad
would have used for his own sick
pleasure, and as an excuse to
torment Sindbad!

You see, Sindbad, you too have
cause to seek justice from Zu’'l
Janahayn....

Will you help me lead a caravan
into the land of the Jinn?

It seems
my only hope.




“'So with Akissa leading and with
my remaining fortune as a gift for
Zu’l  Janahayn, we began our
laborious journey...."”

Are you sure it's wise to carry so No...
much of your wealth on a single
caravan?

...but as Akissa says, we're seeking
audience with the most powerful
king since Solomon—it's no time
to be cheap.

vV
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At this rate we’'ll be slaughtering
the camels to water the horses.

“Weeks passed ‘and we entered the
nexus between our world and that
of the Jinn. As the desert became
less hospitable to human travelers
wells and water became luxuries
of the past. . . .

r
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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
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 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 13,”. $4.95,,
HM4013

ULYSSES, PART I: 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
acrgss 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. HM-978

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%.

[] HM4010 [] HM4011 [] HM4012

[] HM4013 [] HM4014 [] HM4015
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Continued from page |

Druillet’s translation of Lovecraft
was probably accurate, and your trans-
lation of Druillet was probably accu-
rate, but as you can see, your version
lacks the power of Lovecraft’s.

While I'm here, I might as well throw
in a bit of praise. I'll just say that Heavy
Metal is better while stoned, and being
stoned 1s better with Heavy Metal.

Rick Hunik.
Quesnel, B.C.

Dear Heavy Metal,

Wow! Consider this mind suitably
croggled. HM # 15 was superb—the
best issue to date!

The Corben/Strnad epic, “New
Tales of the Arabian Nights.” excites me
no end. I eagerly look forward to sub-
sequent chapters. Corben’s art is su-
perb, and the subtlety of the writing
and plotting leaves me gaping in open-
mouthed admiration.

But “Sabre™ angered me. To tease
your loyal readers with this marvelous
tale of politics and adventure, then
blithely tell us we can buy the whole
story for six bucks is a crime. You
should have bought and run the entire
epic, even if it meant pawning your
souls.

“More Than Human™ is eye-riveting

in its art, color, and layout. The story, of

course, is a classic, and well-deserving
of Nino's truly admirable talents.

Kofoed’s “Galactic Geographic™ is
always a fascinating slice of other life.
“Report V.1" is one of the best space
operas I've seen—better in some
aspects than Planet Stories or Star
Wars.

Sadly, the rest of the zine failed to
meet the high standards of the first two
thirds. There are many who will choke
and call upon various arcane gods at
your description of Bob Aull as a Bodé
disciple. “Evolution™ demonstrates his
talents as a colorist, but on the whole, it
struck me as a very shallow, very pale
imitation of Vaughn Bodé at his best.
His artwork is crude and his theme ju-
venile. However, he does have some
promise: the sequence on the bottom
half of page 71 was inspired.

Buzz Dixon
North Hollywood. Calif.

Dear Buzz: Thanks for the freelunce re-
view. Problem was. we couldn’t get all of
Sabre; it had been sold elsewhere, and the
best we could do was that sneak preview.
Pawn your soul und shell out six bucks
for the book. — Eds.

Dear Heavy Metal editors:

I am an avid reader of your magazine
and find it fascinating. But I have one
chief complaint. Just because a story is
violent, disgusting, full of sex, and

17 HEAVY METAI

pointless does not make it good. Case

in point: your June 1978 story
“Evolution™. ...

David E

New York

Dear David: May we call vou “F"? We
seldom choose a story just because il is
disgusting. Or pointless. But when we
get one like “Evolution” which is also

full of sex and violence, we can't

resist. — Eds.

Dear Heavies,
Love your magazine (will even toler-

ate certain dumb strips like those of

Macedo—and 1 thought all the hippies
died in 1970) to get at classics like
Druillet and Moebius. Am surprised it
took this long for folks in the publish-
ing biz on this side of the Atlantic toget
smartand catch up with the work of the

humanoids. Am left with a couple of

qualms (not an extinct flightless bird)
though. Isittrue you first write your ads
in French and then translate 'em into
cumbersome English? And I've heard
rumors of a feature-length animated
film based on Druillet’s “Lone Sloane™
epic—is this just tropical madness or
swamp gas or what!

Bruce Townley

Alexandria, Va.

Dear Bruce: We'll have vou know that all
our ads are personally scripted by pub-
lisher Matty Simmons, the man who in-
vented the Grasshopper and who is a
personal friend of Earl Wilson. As for the

Lone Sloane feature, everyvone in Paris is

Jive minutes into an animation feature.

It all the rage this season. Simone De
Beauvoir is doing one with

Macedo....— Eds.

Metalik Direktors:

Even though your ‘Amerikanised”
version is not as risqué as the original
editions by the Associated Humanoids
in gay Paree, still your magazine is a
now. very now mindwarp!!! Moebius’s
“Arzak! “Long Tomorrow." and “Air-
tight Garage plus Druillet’s “Gail”
“Lone Sloane/Delirius!” and “Urm”
are what 1 call now! The use of wide
angle, panoramas, subjective. pans, and
zooms accentuate their work as well as
giving them artistic license. The only
complaint | have is that they all stress
visual over narrative and the results can
sometimes be a bit lopsided. It is my
beliel that the best storytellers are
Moebius and Amerikan artist Richard
“Gore™ Corben. (It surprises me that
many letter hacks believe him to be an
exponent of Europe—by descent, yes—
but he is very Amerikan. They are ob-
viously not familiar with his works for
Slow Death, er‘g{'Squu Tronmi & C 'r'ecp_y.
Everie, Vampirella comix.

ANCIENT LEGENDS TELL OF

QUEEN ESOREL, LEADER OF THE

AMAZING BUBBLE-WOMEN OF

RELDA.

]

- WV

ESOREL, FOR WANT OF A HUMANOID LOVER, BECAME ENAMORED OF
THE OLDEST LIVING THING ON THE PLANET, THE TALL,BLACK

©fF78 JON ANE CATHERNE WEaRKAAN
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AND UNFORTUNATE
MAIDEN FLOATED
TO A HEIGHT OF
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~ ..WHERE HER
BUBBLE BURST!

LOREMAL - 78

has the honor of being—to my knowl-
edge —the only Amerikan artist to have
his work printed in the original Metal
Hurlant editions.)

To D. D'Falahee. Lyvnn Reynolds.
and others on the sexist chauvinist
conceptaround A M. they are night. but
to say that the book does not offer any
femme individualists is a lie! I offer
Shay Amonn. Kath. Loona. the Black
Qucen—albeit the rampant free
love ‘pscudo-Communist socialist in-
telligentsia — and perhaps the finest
femme | have seen in this book: the evil
queen in “Den” (who was the only per-
son in that epic who could defeat the
mad necromancer Ard. Not Den or
Kang or even Kath?!!)

As for Corben’s recent “Shahrazad? |
thought his artwork was brilliant as
always, but his two mistakes were (a)
his &ll.'pi(liﬂﬂ of the Moslems as Euro-
peans: obviously. artist Corben does
not know that Arabia 1sn’t far from
Afrika Kush and that the populace is
Afro-Asiatic. and (by Moslems mus-
lims. moors have a profound respect for
their women and would not allow them
to bare thewr flesh so brazenly or reveal
their faces!

The sertalizations of Zelazny's
A Rose for Ecclesiastes™ and Stur-
geon’s More Than Human are brilliant
and deserving of ACBA awards or
more! More. more, more!!

On the whole. vour magazine is
good: keep it well oiled and running
smoothly.

Let there be light.

Don Newsome
Newark, N

Dear Don: Don't look Kknow. but the ¢ on
vour (ypewriter keeps printing K. Your
enthusiasm, however, s infections and
appree tated. — Edy.

Dear Heave Meal,

As tar as the controversy over
whether Heavy Metal 1s oo European
or not goes, I would have o say that |
enjov the chance o see non-American
work. It "widens my horizons.” Maybe a
good American story once in a while.
but let’s keep the concept European.

Drutllet’s full-page pictures in “Urm
the Mad™ are more than stunning, while
his "City of Flowers™ was a trip not only
in art. but the story was excellent
(although predictable).

But the story that hit me the most
was ELE. Davis’s “Macabres Que™ from
the “Paradise 97 section. Each and
cvery panel had such drama and feeling
to 1t that I was literally dazed after
going through it. The fact that this story
didn’t even have any dialogue helps
prove that a picture is worth a thousand
words.

B. W. Barrows
Overland Park, Ks.




Continued from page |

Druillet’s translation of Lovecraft
was probably accurate, and your trans-
lation of Druillet was probably accu-
rate, but as you can see, your version
lacks the power of Lovecraft’s.

While I'm here, I might as well throw
in a bit of praise. I'll just say that Heavy
Meral is better while stoned, and being
stoned is better with Heavy Metal.

Rick Hunik.
Quesnel, B.C.

Dear Heavy Metal,

Wow! Consider this mind suitably
croggled. HM # 15 was superb—the
best issue to date!

The Corben/Strnad epic, “New
Tales of the Arabian Nights.” excites me
no end. I eagerly look forward to sub-
sequent chapters. Corben’s art is su-
perb, and the subtlety of the writing
and plotting leaves me gaping in open-
mouthed admiration.

But “Sabre™ angered me. To tease
your loyal readers with this marvelous
tale of politics and adventure, then
blithely tell us we can buy the whole
story for six bucks is a crime. You
should have bought and run the entire
epic, even if it meant pawning your
souls.

“More Than Human™ is eye-riveting

in its art, color, and layout. The story, of

course, is a classic, and well-deserving
of Nino's truly admirable talents.

Kofoed’s “Galactic Geographic™ is
always a fascinating slice of other life.
“Report V.1" is one of the best space
operas I've seen—better in some
aspects than Planet Stories or Star
Wars.

Sadly, the rest of the zine failed to
meet the high standards of the first two
thirds. There are many who will choke
and call upon various arcane gods at
your description of Bob Aull as a Bodé
disciple. “Evolution™ demonstrates his
talents as a colorist, but on the whole, it
struck me as a very shallow, very pale
imitation of Vaughn Bodé at his best.
His artwork is crude and his theme ju-
venile. However. he does have some
promise: the sequence on the bottom
half of page 71 was inspired.

Buzz Dixon
North Hollywood. Calif.

Dear Buzz: Thanks for the freelunce re-
view. Problem was. we couldn’t get all of
Sabre; it had been sold elsewhere, and the
best we could do was that sneak preview.
Pawn your soul and shell out six bucks

for the book.— Eds.

Dear Heavy Metal editors:

I am an avid reader of your magazine
and find it fascinating. But I have one
chief complaint. Just because a story is
violent, disgusting, full of sex, and
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pointless does not make it good. Case

in point: your June 1978 story
“Evolution™. ...

David E

New York

Dear David: May we call vou “F"? We
seldom choose a story just because it is
disgusting. Or pointless. But when we
get one like “Evolution” which is also

full of sex and violence, we can't

resist. — Eds.

Dear Heavies.

Love your magazine (will even toler-
ate certain dumb strips like those of
Macedo—and 1 thought all the hippies
died in 1970) to get at classics like
Druillet and Moebius. Am surprised it
took this long for folks in the publish-
ing biz on this side of the Atlantic toget
smartand catch up with the work of the
humanoids. Am left with a couple of
qualms (not an extinct flightless bird)
though. Isittrue you first write your ads
in French and then translate ‘em into
cumbersome English? And I've heard
rumors of a feature-length animated
film based on Druillet’s *Lone Sloane”
epic—is this just tropical madness or
swamp gas or what!

Bruce Townley
Alexandria, Va.

Dear Bruce: We'll have vou know that all
our ads are personally scripted by pub-
lisher Matty Simmons, the man who in-
vented the Grasshopper and who is a
personal friend of Earl Wilson. As for the

Lone Sloane feature, everyone in Paris is

Jive minutes into an animation feature.

1t all the rage this season. Simone De
Beauvoir is doing one with

Macedo....— Eds.

Metalik Direktors:

Even though your ‘Amerikanised”
version is not as risqué as the original
editions by the Associated Humanoids
in gay Paree, still your magazine is a
now. very now mindwarp!!! Moebius’s
‘Arzak?” “Long Tomorrow" and “Air-
tight Garage plus Druillet’s “Gail”
“Lone Sloane/Delirius” and “Urm”
are what 1 call now! The use of wide
angle, panoramas, subjective. pans. and
zooms accentuate their work as well as
giving them artistic license. The only
complaint | have is that they all stress
visual over narrative and the results can
sometimes be a bit lopsided. It is my
beliel that the best storytellers are
Moebius and Amerikan artist Richard
“Gore™ Corben. (It surprises me that
many letter hacks believe him to be an
exponent of Europe—by descent, yes—
but he is very Amerikan. They are ob-
viously not familiar with his works for
Slow Death, Rowif, Sqau Tront & Creepy,
Everie, Vampirella comix.

ANCIENT LEGENDS TELL OF
QUEEN ESOREL, LEADER OF THE
AMAZING BUBBLE-WOMEN OF
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ESOREL, FOR WANT OF A HUMANOID LOVER, BECAME ENAMORED OF
THE OLDEST LIVING THING ON THE PLANET, THE TALL,BLACK

Smadaticaj Tre

=

& AND WHEN

7 >~ __, ..THE SORROWFUL
AND UNFORTUNATE
MAIDEN FLOATED
TO A HEIGHT OF
69,012 SNOTAE....
=
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W

W > <
: oS A ..WHERE HER
S ) BUBBLE BURST!
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has the honor of being— to my knowl-
edge —the only Amerikan artist to have
his work printed in the original Meral
Hurlant editions.)

To D. D'Falahee, Lvnn Revnolds.
and others on the sexist chauvinist
conceptaround A M. they are right. but
to say that the book does not offer any
femme individualists is a lie! | offer
Shay Amonn. Kath. Loona. the Black
Queen —albeit the rampant free
love pscudo-Communist socialist in-
telligentsia - and perhaps the finest
femme | have seen in this book: the evil
queen in “Den”™ (who, was the only per-
son in that epic who could defeat the
mad necromancer Ard. Not Den or
Kang or even Kath?!!)

As for Corben’s recent “Shahrazad.” |
thought his artwork was brilhant as
always. but his two mistakes were ()
his depiction of the Moslems as Euro-
peans: obviously. artist Corben does
not know that Arabia isn’t far from
Afrika Kush and that the populace is
Afro-Asiatic. and (b) Moslems mus-
lims moors have a profound respect for
their women and would not allow them
to bare thewr flesh so brazenly or reveal
their fuces! ’

The sertalizations of Zelazny's
A Rose for Ecclesiastes™ and Stur-
geon's More Than Human are brilliant
and deserving of ACBA awards or
more! More, more, more!!

On the whole. vour magazine is
good: keep it well oiled and running
smoothly.

Let there be light.

Don Newsome
Newark, N

Dear Don: Don't look knew, but the ¢ on
vour typewriter keeps printing K. Your
enthusiasm, however, s infections aned
appreciated. — Eds.

Dear Heavy Meral,

As far as the controversy over
whether Heavy Metal is oo European
or not goes, | would have to say that |
cnjoy the chance 1o see non-Americian
work. It widens my horizons” Mavbe a
good American "ll-'l"_\ once in a while.
but let’s keep the concept European.

Drutllet’s full-page pictures in “Urm
the Mad™ are more than stunning. while
his *Citv of Flowers™ was a trip not only
in art. but the story was excellent
(although predictable).

But the story that hit me the most
was E. E. Davis’s *Macabres Que™ from
the ~Paradise 97 section. Each and
cvery panel had such drama and feeling
to 1t that I was literally dazed after
going through it. The fact that this story
didn’t even have any dialogue hclp-n
prove that a picture is worth a thousand
words.

B. W. Barrows
Overland Park. Ks.




The book
behind the movie
behind the

magazine...

First youread Dr. Zhivago...then you saw the movie.
First you saw the movie...then you read the Ten Commandments.
Frankly, we don't care which you see or read first...as long as you see:

National Lampoon’s Animal House
and read:
National Lampoon’s Animal House Book

Written by Chris Miller, from the original screenplay by Harold Ramis,
Douglas Kenney, and Chris Miller

'Ihehmost unusual movie book ever published....
With...
...a complete novelization of the film
...full-color illustrations by Rick Meyerowitz/ Rodrigues
Shary Flenniken/Gahan Wilson/ Warren Sattler /| Charles White
Wayne McLoughlin/Boris Vallejo/ Mara McAfee /Randall Enos
and others
...comic strip sequences that pick up and tell part of the story in picture form
...color photos of the cast, including John Belushi, Tim Matheson,
Donald Sutherland, and even writer-actors Kenney and Miller
...color and black and white action shots from the movie and from location
shooting at the University of Oregon

A book toread...to save...toreread...to hold bookmarks....

AT STORES AND NEWSSTANDS IN LATE JULY...OR SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TODAY FOR ADVANCE COPY.

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

Yes, please send me copy(s) of National Lampoon's Animal House Book.

I enclose $2.95 for each copy Please add 60¢ for postage and handling in the US., $1.00 for
shipments to Canada, and $2.00 for shipments anywhere else in the world.

For the special deluxe edition, please send $4.95 for each copy plus $1.00 for postage and
handling in the U.S. and Canada, or $2.00 for the rest of the world.

Sales tax: For delivery in NYC., add 8 percent. For delivery elsewhere in New York State, add
6 percent.

Name
(please print)

Address

City State Zip
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THE AIRTIGHT GARAGE orfJERRY CORNELIUS 7% BY MOEBIUS, M<S F

STORY TO DATE: AS HE WALKED ALONG THE RUNWAY AT THE LITTLE AIRPORT OF OBEANT,
ACCOMPANIED BY HE FAVORITE CcHOELEM, MASOR &GRUBERT HAD A SORT OF VISION...
WITH THE HELP OF THIRTEEN GENERATORS ESPECIALLY CONSTRUSTED FOR THE PURPOSE,

GRUBERT (WHO HAD FILED THE PATENT SUST THE DAY BEFORE), COULD TRANSEORM AVY

OLD ASTEROID, LOST ANYWHERE N THE BEYOND, INTO AN £ NORMOUS AND coMPLEX
WORLD, SUCHAS WAS NEEDED ON SEVERAL LEVELS .., THE FollowING EVENTS PROVED
HIM RIGHT... IT WAS NOT UNTIL MUCH LATER TRAT HE MET MALVINA...

MEANWHIE, ABOARD THE
ClGURI,,,

THIS SO-CALLED ARDANT
EcHoY I;’»iw:r\l FACT, SFER

=T PO
WHATEVER l||
1S NecessARy L
CERVIC /)
5 i
(Y00 Plecov- |
N)) 7 ERQED THE‘DR! \
A7 Giv OF THE 4SS
i COCUMENT TN

MAWVINA SLOWLY CROSSED THE GUARDS' RGOM. . S \ln
j \ , NS Y
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LOOK AT THE ORIGINAL ..,
THE LINES FORMING A "W
BEHIND THE THReL MeN
ARE EXACTLY THE SAME AS
THOSE DECORATING THE
"QUOITS " FLANES DURINC
THE GREAT AERONAOTIC
WAR WHICH RAVAGED THE
UNCERTAIN LAND 5.0 X. (TG
BeenN Two MiLcerid siNce
THesSE cUENT=

CERTAINLY
THE MASOR,
SN’ T




/ (INDEED, THAT CeRTAINCY IS THE MATOR /. ..
THERE IN THE MIDDLE ... TERRY CORMNELIVS IS
ON THE LEFT WITH HIS HEAD CoVERED (N BANDAEES
THAT'S SERRY's BROTHER, ERIC...SINCE THEN
THEY HAVE Becote MORTAL ENEMIES
FrR soME OBscUReE REASON... T
ARRANGED FOR A RELIABLE INQUIRY...
THE DePARTVMIENT ENDED (P FINDING

HM) AT THE VD
OF THE SUMMER,

NEAR THE SEA, IN A
COONTRY CALLED

P4~ ( NORMANDY, ABDARD
- A~ A UTTLE
AC1E @ SAIC-
AW, BOAT... |
. 0 7 SAS
L) DN e
-y ) S Use = S
LATER, IN A DESERTED YES, THATS (T,
CORRIDOR.,. I HAVE A FZ AN, ..

THE MASORS IN DANGER, MY INTUTION
NEVER FAIS ME /... YET, THANKS To MY
PLAN THERES sTILL A CHANCE OF FIND(NG
HIM AND AT THE SAME TIME £eT7ING RID
OF THE MENACE WHICH WE IGHS UDFON THE

WORLD...CERVIC /.. SEND ME A BRAVE
YOG OFFILER. . THERE MUST Be solle

WHO ARE TOTALLY DEVCTED
Qocs TOME ..,
A THE PRVATE o it ; g‘@‘ E
s oF LOORE L S (g
| MALVINA
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CERTAINCYY
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LARC
oAXTRE /...
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caxree!
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THE DAMALVINA X ' “ Y ik 7o e WHAT CAN THE Xl

e e — S (ST
WEEEZZ2 M (AT ME
’ io..l' A FOR= =

MALVIVA... THE MAIOR'S "FIANCEE ”/ THE
QUEEN OF THE COCKPITZ AT LAST, I AN COING,
TO EMBRACE" THS BEAOTIFUC WOMAN WHOM
L HAVE LOVED FOR SO LONC (N SecReT...




T WILL (EAVE

You HerREe /B&

DISCREET.. B&
AREFUL,. .

POWERFUL
MAG

QSN
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M 0 T7Ake B8
M crrecT/ ., B

OF MALVINA | g L
HAS BECUN I

ALRIGHT,
WHERE

]
To BE coNTINOED.,




5 ORICH PREPARES HINISELF FOR CHANDRA'S 1A SQUERADE FETE, SUPPOSEDLY IWHIS HONOR, HE IS VIS/TED BYONE
OF THE MASKED GUESTS WHO INSISTS HE MUST LEAVE IMMEDIATELY ., OR FORFEIT KIS LIFE 1.,
I T 5AY YOU MUST Y. YE%, YES, NG <IND OF 0L 10 ORION, DONT N / REMOVE YOUR MASK
60) YOUR HOSTESS) AND MY\ TROUBLE YOURSELE] JEsT. 1'VE RISkEDY THAT I MAY $EE

HAS INIQUITOUS A BLADE, I { MY LADY, FORGNE | A GREAT DEALIN | THE FACE OF MY /
PESIGNS LPON AT KNOW, EVERY \ ME FOR NOT COMING HERE, RESCUER. AN
Youl & DOTTY WIZARD | RISING, COULD | CHANDRA MAY e
— INTHE LANP YOUR EYES BUT | DISCOVER U AT

| WISHES TO PENETRATE THI% | ANY MOMENT, MY
RELIEVE ME FRAGRANT FROTE| ONLY WI%H (5 TO

YOU'D $EE THAT | PREVENT ANOTHER .=
DEATH- OR WRSE-)!
W] PAD YO THAT o

, AT HER HANDS,
) KT COMPLIMENT. 4
N SOME WINE, 7ERHAPSZ

«+OR MAYBE YOU'D

OF [T BURDEN,

: N

YOU HAVE THE ADVANTAGE OF

NIOUSLY, T HAVE NOTHING
TO CONCEAL.

iM-4TI LA

PLEASE! YoOU wer AND SO, ORIN COMES T2
MUST LET ME LEARN THE STRANGE TALE OF
CONVINCE You f THE VALLEY OF XANSRA AND IT%
OF YOUR DANGER ! l.'_!,.- ' AMIBHTY SORCERESS, THE
FEAUTIOUS SEDUCTRESS,
VERY WELL. 6IT CHANDRA. CHANPRA /S AN

IMMORTAL, SAYS ORION'S
AASKED COMPANION, WHD
\CALLS HERSELF SPRTE,

POWN AND CONVINGE Y =7
ME, MISTRESS. GIVE ME L2
ANAME T MAYCALL [
YOU AND ALL YOUR o2
GOOD REASONS WHY o™
£ SHOULD LEAVE THi
DELIGHTFUL BATH.

p— A g .‘-" - o _. __“___ s 4 /7
SOULLESS Aﬁ-’?’?MATG/VS, ANIMATED ANP CONTRCLLED ONLY PARTIALLY WWK‘-- LIFE WhAS %m‘?
AT CHANDRA'S WHIM TO SIMULATE LIFE, BUT OF A ZOMBIE-LIKE QUALITY. THEN, IT WAS FINALLY
% g -7 ) | PEREECTED ALONG WITH THE NECESSARY ATHIOSPHERE -
= gt (| T PROGLCING MACHINES, WHICH PRESERYE THE EFFECT
7 E LT | AND MIDE KANSRA FROM THE REST OF THE WORLS
/ _| LNDER 175 CLlouDr CovEaER.




THEN, SHE TRANSFORMED WTD  -CHANDRA HAS' LIVED ALL THE TIME.
DROONS AND BAN/ISHED ALL THAT FOLLOWED EXPLORING EVERY
WHO SOUBHT TO OPPOSE HER,  \EXCESS, WEULGING EVERY WHIM -
OR CHANGED THEM INTO THE ~— BUT ALWAYS, SHE WAS CHANED 70
| MINDLESS PUPPETS WHO THIS VALE OF PERENNIAL PLUSK,
COMPRISE THE SERVANTS AND  FOR TO LEAVE THE LIFE-SUSTHNNG
GLESTS OF CASTLE CLAW, THEY — AND REGENERATIVE PROPERTIES
PROVICED HER WITH COMFORTS — OF THE \POR WOLILD MEAN HER
AND DIVERSIONS FORALL THE — FIN/SH,
AGES 70 COME . @I :

o A e S ~
J : T T TN

WITCH #AS RESOURCES DENIED SPRITE FURTHER RELATES THAT — CHANDRA DELIGHTS IN SPRITE'S
D MERE MORTALS, CHANPRACAN ~ SHE HERSELF /5 4 MAGICAL AND — ANGUISH OVER HER ROLE AS A
EAVE XKANSRA BY ONE INIQUITOLS — TOTAL CREATION OF THON'S, NOT — DECOY AND TAKES RENEWED
LEVICE, , SHE [S ABLE TO DOMNATE . TRULY LIVING N THE HUMAN PLEASURE IN THE HORR/BLE
SPRITE'S WILL AND TAKE OVER HER.  SENSE. SHE IS A LORELEY, SYMBIOTIC RITUAL EACH TIME
HOST BOPY, SENDINGHER TO THE ABSOLUTELY IRRESISTIBLE TO /T 1S REPEATED THIS /6 A
PUTER WORLD 70 ENTRAP . ALL MEN AT FIRST SIGHT, SHE VENGEANCE, FOR EVEN THOK,IT
NSLUSPECTING PUPES ANP LURE  HAS BECOME THE UNWILLING SEEMS, WAS UNABLE 70 RESIST
LHEN BACK FOR HER OWNEVIL  BAIT FOR EACH OF CHANDRA'S HIS OWKN CREATION, AND TH/S
& NEW LEVERS, WHEM SHE WAS THE REASON THE WITCH
(ENTICES EROM THE OUTSIPE TOOK HER LOVER'S GIFT OF
T\ BUT WHO NEVER SATISEY IMMORTALITY AND HIS LIFE
E CHANDRA LONG ENOLIGH TO AT ONE STROKE. 48

LIE A NATURAL PEATH,,, THEY
ARE EITHER SLAIN WHEN SHE
TIRES OF THEM OR '
o | TRANSMOGRIFIEDL /INTO A PROON,

- : - Al
8 (" Vi G‘{){/UM{




‘CHANDRA HAS AN ULTERIOR PURPOSEJN USING SPRITE TO BRING MEN T0 XKANSRA; HOWEVER, SHE CANNOT
FATHOM THE COMPLEXTTIES OF THE VAPOR DEVICES, BUT SHE HOPES 70 FIND AN INTELLECT THE EQUAL OF THON
WHO MIGHT BE ABLE TO FREE HER FROM ABSOLUTE DEPENDENCE LIPON THEM. MANY THA R PROCURED

| HAVE TRIED, ALL HAVE FAILED, NONE ESCAPED THE PENALTY OF THEIR INEFFICACY.

BUT NOW, THROLGH HER MAGIC POOL, THE EYE

OF THE UMVERSE , SHE HAS FOUND AN ALIEN =
MIND WHICH SHE FEELS CERTAIN WILL SUCCEED ' & ||
WHERE OTHERS COULP NOT...

& TN N

/! i | a8 S

YET, FOR ALL HER OCCULT ABILITIES, SHE CANNOT BRIDGE THE GAP
BETWEEN DIMENS/ONS -LINLESS SHE POSSESSES THORBOLT, THE

ENCHANTED SWORPD, SHE (5 DETERMINED TO HAVE IT AND BE FREE
AT LAST TORANGE ALL THE WORLEPS OF MANKING TO WREAK HER WILL,

SPRITE IMPLORES ORION 70 BOLT FOR

SAFETY. HE/SALREADY FARTIALLY w AND AN OVERWHELMING

AFFECTED BY HER CHARMS, THOUGH HER | | CURIOSITY CONCERNING

FEATURES, IRRESISTIBLE TC MEN ARE THE ENCHANTMENT OF
A FASCINATING TALE,

MISTRESS SPRITE, IF
YOU WOULP GIVE ME
YOUR HAND, PLEASZ i
T SEEM 0 HAVE
PEVELOPED A CRAMP
SITTING INTHIS
TEPID WATER,,,

|9 THE LOVELIEST COUNTENANCE
TNE ZVER BEHELD ! T THINK i/
1 LOVE You !

? You FooLL
WARNED You_ B




NOW A VICTIM HIMSELE OF SPRITE'S ENCHANTMENT AND HEEDLESS OF HER FEARS THAT CHANCRA MIGHT AT ANY
MOMENT DISCOVER THEM BY CONSULTING HER MAGIC PooL-0OR \WORSE=-INVADE HER MING, ORION TAKES HER
IN THE BATH, THE LOVERS ESCAPE COITUS INTERRUPTUS THIS TIME, HOWEVER .,

R\ (o= 7

"‘\\ Y »
) ) {g(;
b : a,g)eoﬂ {: ‘.5?: / l,"

HE SA[D I i e
WAS HIS BEST |
CREATION..

/T MUST HAVE YOU .,
(2w £ CAN'T HELP MYSELF.,

9y Eiexg.
(?5],,0" L= PO ACT = @
070 °S 0 ) é/-)b/:‘) O C)

/BuT YOU'RE NO \ 28
HOMONUCLELS/ 7%

YOU'RE REAL - -

YOUgE AL,’VE" 4 :

08 A DAMNABLY INCREDIBLE

ARTIST-GENIUS-WIZARD,
THAT THON . o

NO MORE THAN £ ... N
IT16 WHAT £ WAS /&2
DESIGNED FOR., Aty o\

NO,ORION, 2'M ONLY AND TOTALLY WHAT
YOU'VE JUST EXPERIENCED. T CAN ONLY
RESPOND T0 A MAN THE WAY L HANE TO
You. Z COULD NEVER FIGHT YOU, ANGER
You , CRIDE You, MANIPULATE You.., ONLY J
- L’OVE YOU v PLEASURE YOU " .)

YES7 AND HOW LONG BEFORE PERFECTION
CLOYS 2 THE VELVET TRAP, ORION, BESIDES,
T\ A SEPUCTRESS AND A TOY-FOR ANY
MAN=ALL MEN. NOR AM T HUMAN, YOU
REMEMBER, BUT AN /MMORTAL . LIKE
: CHANDRA, Z CANNOT DIE-NOT FOR THE SAME
V0| REASON TRUE., BUT BECAUSE THON CREATED
-}i AN ARTIFICIAL DOLL THATCANNOT WEAR
| 0T, A% THE YEARS PASS, YoULL AGE WHILE
T ALWAYS REMAIN AS YU
SEE ME NOW, v

N =

FALRIGHT, SO
INA HUNDRED ‘om =
YEARS 'L BE RUNE )

W | BoRES WiTH
. PBERFEOTtO

LOOK,TLL SHOW You, T DON'T A 7 NO, ORION, DON'T/RES|ST ME, BE STRONGER THAN TH
BLEED, 1 CAN'T KILLOR EVEN V1 TS e P e o P g 1o ChaNDRAS
NIURE MYSELF, 3 CAN'T - A 0ALICIOUS SCHEMES. T DOLBT THAT THON IMBUED
DESTROY THis FACE AND THEREBY GBI | /1 \WITH A CONSCIENCE, BUT £ DON'T WANT TO SEND
| END i1 5 EFFECT ON HAPLESS | MORE MEN To THEIR DOOM, SUST BECAUSE THEN LOVED
e AR SRl 5 B N G RE o lass el ME TOFIND AWAY
e 3 it ] L¢ ' g
0 MAKE MYSELF LESS DESIRABLE, it =\ oy _ T
YET EVEN AS WE TALK, [TGROWS,
BEGINS 70 CURL .,

— v
\) i 4




I DON'T INTZAD THAT CFANDRA\ T'LL DO WHATEVER YOU SAN THE CLOUD ﬁozomou, YoU MAY EVEN
BZST ME IN ANY WAY. THE 16 NECESSARY TO MACHINES ARE GUARDED \¢ GURVIVE THIS SOMEHOW...BUTS
SWORD PRCTECTS ME. AND | PREVENT HER FROM  BY AN ENCHANTMENT, BUT WON'T IF YOU KILL HER AS Z WISH,
IN SOME WAY ISAN ENTITY IN| USING YOU AS SHE #AS | Z'M SURE THORBOLT CAN | WHAT L DIDN'T TELL YOU (% THAT
[TSELF, I DON'T OWN IT- | IN THE PAST..BUT  3BREAK IT. TELL ME HOW | THON POSSESSED AN INSIDIOUS
Z'M MERELY [T S GUARDIAN, [ DON'T ASK ME TO TO FIND THEM AND THEN | 4ENSE OF HUMOR, WITHOUT HER
T HAVEN'T SDLVED ITS END YOUR {  TLL LULL THEWITC H. EVER KNOWING, HE SOMEHOW
ENIEMA MYSELF, & EXISTENCE, KILL HER, IF L HANE 1O, INTERWOVE CHANDRA'S LIFE FORCE)
AND THEN PUTALL ER | WITH MINE TO PROTECT ME.
P0OR PUPPETS TOREST | DEATH FOR HER MEANS WHATL
YOU AND £ WILLLEAVE J9 DESIRE MOST.DEATH FOR ME_
HERE TCGETHER ! 100/ KILL HER, ORION, AND END
SN THIS LIVING DEATH FOR

AMNN ., CHANDRAS

HANDMAIDENS SE2M \3
B/ 10 HAVE TAKEN CARE S
M OF THIS EVENING'S <
Rl ATTIRE FOR ME. Al

THORBOLT WILL GUID

DON'T WORRY, EVERTHING WILL BE E
GINE ME ENOUGH TIME 10 |

VERY WELL, THE MACHINES ARE IN THE
ALRIGHT.

CATACCMBS BELOW, YoU MUST BE

SHE'S VERY CLEVER VIGILANT, [F SHE KNOWS SHE CANNOT RENPER THE W(TCH
AND DETERMINED TAKE THE SWORD WITH HER MAGIC- HARMLESS - THEN MEET

TC LAY HOLP CF

OR WITH FORCE~SHELL LISE DECEIT
THE SWORP,

NO MATTER, AND GUILE, You'LL BE INCONSTANT
THE BLADE HAS ' -
A PROTECTINE
AURAFORITS
GUARDIAN. NO
CHARM OF HERS
CAN BREAK |T AND
I'M ON GUARD
AGAINST HER
WILES,

ME IN'THE CATACOMBS, £

[



TN CHANDRAS PRIVATE CHAMBERS,.,
WHEN T HAVE HIM SUFFICIENTLY AROUSED, THIS UNGLIENT]

THAT BLADE RESISTS ALL MY MAGIC TO ENSNARE 1T, SHALL DESTROY LIS WILL AND MAKE HIM MY GLAVE.
T MUST PERSUADE ORICN TO ALLOW ME [T 6 USE, ,

WILLINGLY, WELL, THON'S LITTLE PET CAN HARDLY
HAVE DEPLETED SUCHA LUSTY WARRIOR'S PASSION £
COMPLETELY. —~ /

e e g . :
THE CELEBRANTS OF THE BALL REPOSE IN ATTITUDES OF STUPOR UNTIL THE SOLUNDING OF A GONG ANNOUNCES

CHANDRA'S ENTRANCE. THEN AT A CLAP OF HER HANDS AL L THE PARTICIPANTS BECOME SUZDENLN ANINATED 0
THE WITCH GUEEN'S BACCHANAL RESUMES ONCE MORE 111 ‘ ‘

p AN . {gdes




CHANDRA, AS MISTRESS OF CEREMONIES. FROVIDES BIZARRE ENTER THINMENT, HEAVY INCENSE, WEIRD MUSIC, AND
EROTIC DANCES PROVICE AN ATIOSFHERE THAT AT ONCEATTRACTS ANO REFPELS,

AH,ORION, COME $IT BESIDE ME AND\/EVERLA‘STING LIFE COULD 32 ONE _
PONOT FEAR, THE FOOD NOR THE \WINE Y ENTICEMENT., WITH ME N THE BARGAIN?
15 DRUGGED. T CANNOT WREST THE | OR PERHAPS MISTRESS SPRITEZ YES, T
SWORD FROM YOU BY FORCE, L MUST | KNEW SHE WOLLD TRY AND WARN YoU
CONVNINCE YOU TO GIVE ITTO ME AGAINST ME. YOU'VE NO DOUBT SAMPLED
WILLINGLY OR (T4 POWERFUL MAGIC| HER CHARMS, WHY NOT DISCOVER \WHAT B
WILL NOT WORK IN CONCERT WITH Z HANETO OFFER, , ANP THEN MAKE 4

MINE. YOUR CHOICEZ g

-.- YOUR CANDOR (6 MUCH T
| APPRECIATED, WITCH, WHY &

HOWEVER, SHOULD £ -

RELINQUISH 17 70 You

| ATALLZ

widh RN Wi === -
EVEN THOUGH FULLY AWARE THAT THE SETTING /S § ORION | HOLD L You
DESIGNEDLY SEDUCTIVE, AND THAT CHANDRA /S WOULD SUCKLE POISON
ATTEMPTING TO PUT HIM IN HER POWER, ORION |\
FEELS WIMSELF SWAYED BY THE OLDEST AND |8
PERHAPS THE MOST POTENTOF ALL MAGICS LN’ 7
: W/

7, ] / °




MOMENTARILY THNARTED ANDIN A RAGE, CHANORA [ . R A
FORGETS HERSELF AND ORDERS HERMINION'S T0., | A FIGHT ENSUES, AND ORION FINDS HIMSELF PIT TEP AGAINST
BIEN o WU COMBATANTS WHO, WHEN SKEWERE

b i : 7 :f_: i & 18
TAKE Him 1 483 & ?i%g) ; Bl
Tl - L5 ol

3 ; : 3 / \
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FOOLS, NO POUBT...
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WELL, WHAT
/ PROGRESS HAVE
WE MADEZ T HAVE  —
\ WO INTENTION OF [
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" YES—Start my subscription to Audio at once, with I
this special half - price offer of just $6 for a full 12 I
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Nebogipfel
at the End of Time

by Richard A.Lupoff




The first of them to appear came from the sky. There was a flash
like ball lightning, there was a clap of thunder, there was the rush
and flutter of great heavy wings, and he was there—a gleaming,
godlike figure with streaming golden hair, perfect features, a torso
all sinew and strength.

With his wings he pressed himself upward through the thick,
weary air, surveying the water and its gray, ragged rocks the black
graveled beach, and dun mossy dunes. A few horrid creatures slid
lhmugh the dark, oily waters, their sharp senses tuned, their quick
brains devoted to the endless quest of nourishment gained ulti-
mately at one another’s expense.

The gleaming newcomer tilted his pinions, banked. swept lower
over the face of the water. Behind him., sunk perpetually half below
the horizon, a fat, misty sun glared redly across dim, dispirited
ripples. Greedy tentacles whipped upward from beneath the sur-
face of the sea. The tentacles were as thin as wires, as agile as wolf
eels, as powerful as woven steel. The great winged man eluded
them with casual ease, rose a short distance above the dark. coarse
beach, and dropped softly onto the cinder-like gravel.

Atonce aspider crab the size of the man’s doubled hands sprang
from its lair and shot at his softest parts, black pebble\ clattering
back against the beach. The man seemed not to notice the predator.
Carelessly, he turned to stare in moody silence across the dull
dunes, his shadow long and black before him outlined by the dim
red glare of the dying sun. The man’s turning, easy and nonchalant,
seemed somehow to disconcert the leaping predator. The man’s
hand caughtitan almost accidental blow and sent it skittering back
onto the gravelish beach, where it landed with a clatter on its back
and began at once to struggle frantically. Even so the crab had not
righted itself before a dozen rival predators had attacked it from all
sides, tearing away its waving claws and then boring through the
exposed openings in its carapace to find the soft nourishment
inside.

A hundred strides down the beach, there was a sudden pop as a
globe like a shimmering great soap bubble appeared just over the
black cinders, hovered and shook briefly, then exploded softly.
From withinita couple set foot upon the strand. They stood, gazing
tentatively for a short while at the winged man, then began care-
fully on quivering pipestem legs to make their way toward him.

The winged man advanced to meet the newcomers, his great
muscular strides devouring the distance that their tiny thin legs
could barely nibble at. The couple seemed to be man and woman,
buteach showed only vestigial characteristics of gender—or of their
animal nature at all. Their heads were huge and domelike. with
only the lightestsuggestion of down above the ears. Their ears were
huge and moved as if of their own will; their eyes were tiny and
deep sunken. but still they blinked and squinted in the dim red
sunlight.

Above there was a screaming roar as a great black ellipsoid
half-appeared, circling over the beach, growing alternately more
and less solid in appearance. The noise that the object made faded
and grew in concert with its growing and lessening solidity. Great
aerial screws held the thing above the beach, and multi-faceted
gemlike surfaces glowed and dimmed as it moved this way and that
through the heavy air.

Slowly the machine seemed to stabilize in the air. then to lower
itself carefully until it had come to rest on the strand. One of the
Jewels in its skin revolved slowly, then rolled away from the ellip-
soid and lay against the black, dull surface of the machine. A small
party of people slowly emerged from the machine. They wore dark,
form-fitting garments marked with red hexagonal insignia. Their
outfits included black, pointed hoods that largely concealed their
faces; what could be seen of these showed them to be as black and
dull as the clothing and the ship in which they had arrived.

For what seemed like hour upon hour they arrived. Some by
strange, grotesque vehicles. Some by spectacularly announced
projection. Some by chronion gas, ar drugs, or spiritual exercise, or
by sheer mental power. Some involuntarily. Some unknowingly.
At one point not far inland from the beach, across the first row of
dim, ugly dunes, there suddenly appeared an entire city. Its towers
were of white marble and shining glass, its gates were of vellow
horn and blackened teak. Its people had pale yellow skin and wore
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robes of indigo and gold.

When it appeared inland of the beach, the city’s ruler climbed to
the highest point of its highest tower and gazed into the center of
the glowing, half-hidden sun, and sent his chief advisor to have
himself let out through the yellow horn and teakwood gates. and
make his way to join the others on the beach, and confer with them.

We are here, the man from the city of towers said as he ap-
proached the others slandlng on the beach. It seemed a pointless
comment; he did not himself know what he meant.

The nearest to him. a woman of the black ellipsoid, turned her
black-hooded face toward him. She nodded. All, we are all here.
Your master and your people will not leave their city?

The other shook his head in the universal sign, his indigo robes
rustling.

Itis time that he arrive. another voice said. The two turned to see
whose itwas. The speaker was one of the wizened couple. Itis time,
the speaker’s companion added. Time, the first said. They nodded.

He is coming, a voice asserted. There was a rustling all up and
down the beach. He is coming, is coming. is coming, voices echoed.
whispered, shivered back to silence.

[tistime, the golden, winged man said. He raised a muscled arm,
pointed across the oily sea. Where half the sun’s blood-red disk
stood in changeless demi-sunset. a black circle had rolled along the
horizon and now stood 1n the center of the sun like a black hole
punctured in a red bull’s-eye target.

A chorus of intaken breaths were drawn.

The travelers on the beach — there were scores now — drew them-
selves into a great half-ring. The tiny. spindly-legged couple from

the shimmering bubble stationed themselves !Llunr- each other,
forty paces apart at the edge of the sea. Tiny wavelets LIPPLLJ atthe
edges of their soft-shod feet, leaving a residue of pinkish foam on
the pliant. leathery slippers that they wore.

Between them, strung in a gentle curve, were all the others. The
biack-clad, hooded figures from the gem- -doored ellipsoid, the men
and the women who had arrived by time-gas and by time-drug. by
time-quake and by time-slip, those who had arrived by machinc.
those who had arrived by mind. onc who had risen naked and
weeping from a great glass coflin of cushions and of blossoms,
and one who had struggled wild-eyed and screaming from a bar-
row beneath the black cindery beach itself. the indigo-robed seer
from the city of towers. and the winged godling from the sky above
the water.

There was a hush as they all stared at the black disk upon the red
disk, the stripes of color reflecting from them across the face of the
oily sea to the edge of the black cindery beach. Then a voice broke
the silence. How will we know him, the voice asked.

By his face, one replied. By his haggard face, his bruised face. his
face of despair.

By his clothing another said. By his quaint clothing. his rough
cloth trousers and oddly buttoned jacket and the strange cloth cap
he wears on his head and the stranger cloth streamer that he ties
about his throat.

By his machine, a third claimed. By his strange. squat. ugly
machine that looks all askew with its ivory bars and its brass
railings, its shining rod of quartz and its odd ugly saddle.

And how will he know us, the seer from the city of towers asked
to know.

We will call him by name. We will call him Nebogipfel.

Nebogipfel.

[t was as if the name had summoned the man from out of time’s
grasp. In the center of their half-circle he appeared. The time
traveler and the time machine. The machine was truly squat and
ugly and askew. The traveler bore his face of despair.

He rose from the saddle of his machine, slid the starting lever
carefully into a notched position and locked it there. He stepped
onto the crunching gravel, stared at the black disk that stood before
the sun’s blood-red demicircle for a little while, then wheeled
slowly, gazing at the face of each of the many who had waited to
greet him.

He shook his head sadly

Is this—? He gestured with both hands, holding them as far apart
as his feet were spread on the black cinders. The palms were turned
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toward each other.

Is this—all? Is this—the end? The end of it all?

He pointed at the red, dying sun with the round black blemish
now rolling slowly past its center. toward the edge where the dim
glare faded into the blackness of the sky. He moved his hand so that
the eye that followed was led across the oily surface of the sea.
where only the occasional furious eruption of predator and prey
broke the red-trimmed mourning field.

All striving, all dreaming, all thought and suffering brings us
to—this?

He gave a shrug of hopelessness. A rictus tugged his face into a
momentary hideous grin.

But we had greatness. one of the others challenged. In my
time—in my time men built cities that towered above the tallest
trees, filled their halls with philosophers and actors, musicians and
tumblers, and living, naked tableaux. Our glories were recorded on
parchmentand canvas, in marble and in granite. The world beheld
us and-

Trembled? Nebogipfel supplied.

No, the other shook his head. No one trembled before us. The

world smiled in joy. traded its goods for our art, sang the praises of

our creators. We were beloved of the whole world. This was our
greatness.

And now? Nebogipfel asked. And now? What is there now of

your greatness?

The other was silent.

In my day. a different voice spoke: in my day. we marched! The
voice was harsh. strong, confident. All who stood before us. we
slew! The rest we made slaves! In my day none could resist! We
were the bravest. we were the strongest, we were the hardest!
We were never beaten! Never! Never! Never! Never!

Well. said Nebogipfel. I bow to your splendor. [ am dazzled by
your might! Your empire stretches before me and I cringe in awe

Hesweptanarm, encompassing black cinders. blood-red waters.
black sky.

Inmyday. another claimed. we saw these limits. Yes, we had our
time on the earth. We dug and we learned and we saw that we had
not been the first. and we knew that we would not be the last. either.
unless we burned the world and left behind only a dead stone. So
we built. Notcities! No! Not fortresses! We built argosies to other
worlds. ships to sail to other stars. bolts to carry our seed from the
loins of this world to the wombs of a million waiting mothers
scattered across God's whole realm! Down into the dust for us.
down into the dust, but our children live! Yes. they live yet on a
million stars in every direction!

And yet we just begin! A million stars? What did your age know
of the universe. Nebogipfel? How many worlds did you visage?
Seven? Seventy? Seventy thousand?

A billion worlds, Nebogipfel. a billion worlds in one cinder!

The speaker bent and lifted a blackened pebble from beneath
his feet.

What are a billion of these, Nebogipfel?

He hurled the cinder at the tweed-suited time traveler in the
center of the ring. The cinder struck Nebogipfel on the cheek. split
the skin above the bone and fell, clattering. onto the beach. A
narrow trickle of blood dribbled down the time traveler’s face and
soaked into his soft shirt collar.

The time traveler smiled.

A billion suns? Nebogipfel asked. What are ten billion billion
suns? How long will they burn? Ten billion billion vears? And
then —what? ’

He threw out an arm, gesturing across the sea.

This?

The black disk had transited thehalf-set redness; alittle warmth
returned to the tired. musty air.

And after this? In another hundred thousand vears. or another
hundred million, even this ends. :

He pulled his soft cloth cap from his head. Straw-colored hair
stuck up in all directions. The time traveler drew the cap across his
face so the smooth silken lining covered his eyes. He bowed his
head. face still covered, shoulders slumped. the image of a mourner
to his own inevitable end.
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But our children! the other exclaimed.
Nebogipfel did not move.
The other stared. stricken. at the dying sun. Around him the

ranks of the assembled time travelers stood silent and motionless.

Then our grandchildren! Our great-grandchildren!

Nebogipfel did not move.

The travelers remained in silence.

One of the two pipestem-legged travelers advanced across the
black cinders, unsteady limbs quavering with every step. The fig-
ure halted, facing Nebogipfel, staring up at Nebogipfel. who stood
twice the height of the other.

The taller figure lowered the cap from before his eyes and stood.
holding it in his hand, looking downward into the great. solemn,
squinting-eyed countenance. An involuntary grin worked its way
HCTOSS Ncbogipfel s features.

Yes?

We knew you were coming here today, Nebogipfel. Why do you
think this assemblage awaited you? Do you think this is all a
coincidence? Do you think that these travelers from so many eras,
so many races. so many civilizations, all happened to arrive here on
this beach, today, by chance?

The tiny mouth drcw back in a wry expression.

Ncboglp[cl tugged his cloth cap back onto his straw-colored
head. I suppose there was a plan of some sort, then. he said. He
drew himself up to his full height so he towered more than ever
over the tiny figure. This is the end of my journey, Nebogipfel said.
1 miss the London of my era. I lost my Weena. I hate the world of
AaD 802,701, and every ldl(.rdgt I ever visited only made me more
laden with gloom, more burdened with Impulusmss

All T want is to go back to my home. Here

He slapped a hand on the saddle of his time machine. setting the
whole thing to quivering and tipping as if it were about to tumble
into the black cinders or the blood-red water.

That is precisely what you must not do, the tiny figure piped.

I shall board again with Mrs. Watchett, Nebogipfel said. I shall
contribute another seventeen papers on physical optics to the
Philosophical Review. | shall become the most ordinary of men
among ordinary men. No more shall I see the white sphinx.

There you are wrong! the little being piped. Officiously. he
gestured and men and women moved forward from the semicircle
thatstood surrounding Nebogipfel. Strong arms seized the original
time traveler. Cords appeared and he was bound and placed on the
saddle of his machine.

We are all time travelers. Nebogipfel, the little being said. But
you are the prototype. you are the ideal of whom we are all faint
reflections. You say that you despair of the ultimate end of life.
What would you call it? Some would say. the ultimate entropy.
Some would say, the heat death of the universe. Some would say,
the cosmic nirvana.

But your own philosophy says, there is no forever. There is
nothing that endures unending. When the universe reachesits end.
Nebogipfel, what lies beyond the end? What lies beyond the end?

Again the little being gestured. A hand moved an ivory bar on
Nebogipfel's time machine. Another turned the glittering quartz
rod.

Nebogipfel shouted, No! Send me back! Send me back!

But the other said, Yes! You must go on. Nebogipfel! Once you
have tasted of futurity, there is no returning! You must go onward,
not back! Whatlies beyond the end, Nebogipfel? What lies beyond
the end?

A tiny hand gestured. A powetful hand reached. unlocked the
starting Teverof Nebogipfel's ime machine. The lever was thrown.
Nebogipfel shouted. The machine and its rider flickered. faded.
disappeared from the beach.

The tiny figure returned to its place at the edge of the pink
foaming sea.

None of us will know, one of the people standing there said.

Nebogipfel knows, another said.
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'COLLECTOR'S ITEMS

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)

HM #2/MAY, 1977: Introducing
Roger, the paranoid puppet,
Virgo, the cosmic maiden, Rus-
sian astronauts, Conguering
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.
($3.00)

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 harlmless 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 Conguering 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 Foolin 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
tirst swashbuckling episode of
Qrion. More Barbarella. More
Urm. And still more Den, (§2.00)
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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)

HM 14/MAY, 1978: Does in Urm
the Mad, locates El Dorado, goes
to pieces on a bicycle, buys a can-
nibal clock, time-travels, and cere-
brally tap-dances with Nino. Not
to mention Orion and Barbarella.
($2.00)

HM =15/JUNE 1978: This time,
we go too far. For instance, the ex-
otic new Corben, Shahrazad, the
neurotic, Evolution, the ecstatic,
More Than Human, the erotic Bar-
barella, and the eratic Them
Changes. And an excerpt from
Sabre, and the origins of
Heilman.... ($2.00)

HM =16/JULY,1978: Ahappy
ending to Barbarella, a sad
ending to 1996, the resumption
of Druillet's Gail, the further
adventures of Heilman and
QOrion,More ThanHuman cont'd,
and another piece of the
Arabian Nights tale from Cor-
ben. ($2.00)

HM =17/AUGUST, 1978: Looks
like more of the same, with Orion,
Corben's Arabian Nights, Heil-
man, and the last More Than
Human. Except Druillet's Gail gets
going again, the Otf-Season
starts, cannibal robots get in-
volved, and somebody finally
touches the right button. ($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)
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Down here in this land beneath
the city, live the children. They live
easily and in strange ways. I am on-
ly now coming to know the incredi-
ble manner of their existence. How
they eat, what they eat, how they
manage to survive, and have man-
aged for hundreds of years, these
are all things I learn day by day,
with wonder surmounting wonder.

b .

I am the only adult here. They
have been waiting for me.
They call me father.




by Harlan Ellison, Tom Sutton, Alfredo Alcala, and Stephen Oliff

Beneath the city, there is yet another city; wet and dark
and strange; a city of sewers and moist scuttling creatures
and running rivers so desperate to be free not even Styx fits
them. And in that lost city beneath the city, I found the child.

Oh my God, if I knew where to start. With the child? No,

&\

iR

%

before that. With the alligators? No, earlier. With Carol? Pro-
bably. It always started with a Carol. Or an Andrea. A Steph-
anie. Always someone. 3

“Stop it! Dammit, just stop it . . . I said stop . . .” and I
had to hit her.




It wasn't that hard a crack, but she had been weaving,
moving, stumbling; she went over the coffee table, all the fif-
ty dollar gift books coming down on top of her. Wedged be-
tween the sofa and the overturned table.

\ .:y|.

quiet, almost as though
stunned by the hammer,
after they had scraped her.

Denise and Joanna had
left, taking the d&c tools
with them. She had been

After a few minutes,
she spiraled down into
dry, sandpapered sighs.
I lifted her onto the so-
fa, and she looked up at

I heard her coming and
caught her just as she started
through the hall to the bath-
room as the water sucked the
Baggie down and away.

“D-do somethi-ing,”
gasped.

she

T

back at her.

I kept saying Carol, Carol,
over and over, holding her.

R R

Please, go after him.”

feel lousy aboutit. . .”

“Go after him, you sonofabitch!” she screamed.
“I can’t go after him, dammit, he’s in the plumbing;
he’s in the river by now! Let me alone!” I was screaming

I kicked the table out of the way and bent to help her up, but
she grabbed me by the waist and pulled me down; crying, beg-
ging me to do something. I held her and put my face in her hair
and tried to say something right, but what could I say?

tic Baggie. The sound of the
toilet flushing had brought her
running from the kitchen.

Quiet, stunned, dry-
eyed but hollow-eyed;
watching me with the plas-

“Go after him, Gabe. She found a place where un-
tapped tears waited, and I sat
there, across from the sofa, for al-
most half an hour, wishing she was
dead, wishing I was dead, wishing
everyone was dead . . . except the

kid.

“Come on, Carol, stop it. I

: R

But. He was the only one who
was dead.

Flushed.

Bagged and flushed.



I had never heard anyone sound that way, ever. Not
ever. It frightened me. Riptides beneath the surface of
her words created trembling images of shadow women
drinking Drano, floating face up in thick, red bath wa-
ter, their hair rippling out like jellyfish.

I knew she would do it. I couldn’t support that
. : ==%

knowledge. / b s

When sh

e up at mg

When I reached the street, still and cold in I looked from the manhole cover to the window, and I took one step
the pre-dawn, I thought I would walk down back again, and again, and again. She waited. Watching. toward the building

to the Drive and mark time till I could re- I went to the iron cover and got down on one knee and and realized she was
turn and console her with the lie that I had tried to pry it up. Impossible. I bloodied my fingertips no longer in the win-
tried but failed. trying, and finally stood thinking I had satisfied her. dow.

But she was standing in the window,
staring down at me.

I went to her and looked in- It moved with difficulty, When I looked up from that circle of darkness that lay wait-
to her face. She knew what I and I strained to pry it off the ing, and turned to the spot where she had given me the tool,
was asking: isn’t this enough? hole. When it fell, it made a she was gone.

Haven’t I done enough? clanging in the street that rose I looked up; she was back in the window.

She held out the rod. No, I up with an alarming sudden- :
hadn’t done enough. ness. I had to push it aside
{ with both hands.

The smell of the unwashed city drifted up from the man-
hole, chill and condemned. There was no rational reason for
going down into the sewers. None.

But there were eyes on me from an apartment window. It

escaped me,




The smell of the earth is thg,re. where My God, I thought, I must]
there is no earth. An op): ve wait- be out of my mind jyst to. bej] . s e oy =
ing patiently for the co: f the city her It had finally oy R gt \Tl,t‘l e
to fall. [ DN %7 fte years of cagustN partner’s wife. _'l hev're di- ture. the

I stood on the ledgl! e he @0« carcless lies vorced now. \We flew to i faced rivers.
rush.h;q. .t.id('.: % rd alw';i')- E“‘!‘ Kentuck®  together  one

\\u‘u.ud \\hu‘l my work
Was dnudm Louisville, we
Lqun“'mu ingg the fuumr_\'-

=it IL o W'

Once. vears ago, 1 had I loved the dark-
the even tempera-

smooth-sur-

I liked the feel of the entire Earth
over me. I was not c.lau'atmphohic, I ather enjoyed being ¢ g. sme of cinnamon, and wa
was — in some /eTse was terrible, but terrible in a way I had  charred rubber; melted cardbe
fully free. Even S()d.l'lllg. I_.-Ildt_.l' the. not expected. fee grounds still aromatic, rust.
ground, I was soaring! Instead, there was a bltterH“eLt i

The walk deeper into the sewer sys- scent of rot — reminiscent of Florida




It was a commune of bindle- The hunkering men watched me come toward them. One of them said something, di-
stiffs; derelicts gathered togeth- zctly into the ear of the man beside him; he moved his lips very little and never took his
er beneath the st for safety
and the skeleton of camaraderie.

A Y

As I neared, the men stir- One of them reached into a They looked at the heavy I wasn't afraid. I was under
red expectantly. deep pocket of his overcoat for iron rod Carol had given me. the earth and I was part iron
S something bulky. I stopped They wanted what I had, if rod. They could not get what I
and looked at them. they could get it. had. They knew it.
PR Y ' - . 11

I crossed to
the other side of
the channel,
close to the wall,

Watching them carcfully, one of He watched me, try- He came around the Standing there, my back to the
them, perhaps strong himself, ing to see me more bend, on my side of the slimy wall, listening to the dark-
stood up and, thrusting his il clearly, it séemed. as channel. I did nothing, [l\ess around me, utter. final, even
/l}gl: ds deeper into his pockets, [l 'descended deeper @ staved  far back motionless alpable.

cpa. assage down the 140 Bhe dafkness, [ (in the | niche "and let him \

f!lf]'ti‘l{f’l%nz bend first, ! PAsE s’ i Al

Ly g A : ';.-I.: fe
Vuiting, I hear e \;,‘F‘( . IR 1

There’s no logic to why it hap-
pened. At first, Carol had been
just another casual liaison, anoth-
er bright mind to touch. I grow
bored quickly.




It's not a sense of
humor I seek—every
hopping, crawling
member of the ani-
mal kingdom has a
sense of humor—it’s
wit! Wit is the answer.
Let me touch a wom- |
an with wit and I'm
gone, sold on the
spot.

I said to her, the “I den’t fool,” she I started to laugh. “I I was undone. She
first time I met her, ata said, instantly, no, no don’t know,” I said, “how couldn’t have run it
party, “Do you fool need for rehearsal, many sides are there?” better.
around?” “fools bore me. Are you V=i 7~ 1 At first it was just

a fool?” AT N casual, but she had
depth, she had such

an air of self-posses-
sion that it was inevi-
table I would start ac-
cording her the atten-
tion she needed and
wanted and without
demanding . . .
I came to care.

I was delighted and
floored at the same
time. I went fumfuh- :
fumfuh, and she didn't “T'wo,” she answered,
give me a moment. “An- “inside and outside. I
swer this one: how guess yvoure a fool. No,
many sides are there to you may not take me to
a round building?”

Why didn'’t I take precautions?
Again, there’s no logic to it. I
thought she was; and for a while,
she was. Then she stopped, some- 3
thing internal, the gynecologist had : AR wed.” His voice
suggested she go off the pill for a . ; T |
while. She suggested vasectomy to
me. I chose to ignore the sugges-
tion. But chose not to stop sleeping
with her.

When I called Denise and Jo-
anna, and told them Carol was
pregnant, they sighed. They said
they considered me a public men-
ace, but told me to tell her to come
down to the Abortion Center. I told
them, hesitantly, that it had gone
too long, suction wouldn’t work. Jo-
anna simply snarled, “You thought-
less cocksucker!” and hung up the
extension.

But, they came — Joanna paus-
ing a moment at the door to advise
me this was the last time, the very
last time, the last time she could
stomach it, that it was the last time
and did I have that fixed firmly,
solidly, embedded in my brain?

Now I was here in the sewers.

I tried to remember what Carol
looked like, but it wasn’t an image
I could fix in my mind half as solid-
ly as I had fixed the thought that
this. Was. The. Last. Time.




“You got no right to come
down here; stay back upside
where you belong. All of us
know you make it bad, Mis-

I stood warchit
extinguished .IL}

I moved back against the wall of the side
tunnel as the alligator belly-crawled past

me, dragging its leash.

“Take your hands out of

your pockets, slowly, I want
to make sure you aren’t go-
ing to hit me when I turn
around. I'm going on down
there, not back. Come on
now, carefully.”

I turned and went away

from him.

I continued walking.
Sometimes I cried, but I
don’t know why, or for what,
or for whom. Certainly not
for myself.

'.-/-uck etieads Biertascinated, Thengsihen the shiicks of anguish were
Lhe great saurian, dmu. lineal d:m errdant of Rt\ turned m starc

[ heard a nest of rats
squealing as something at-
tacked e,

,I//

I watched its scaled and taloned feet leave deep prirlts in the muck under-
foot, and I followed the beast, its trail clearly marked by the impression of the
leash in the mud.




Frances had a fiv The daughter, Less than a 3 France flushed it
old daughter. She took the whose name I can’t re- month later it ' down the toilet one night
little girl for a vacation to call, wanted a baby alli- had grown ' after we'd made love.
Miami Beach one year. gator. Cute. We brought large enough to

BN s it back on the plane in a

cardboard box

e
Its teeth weren’t
that long, but it
snapped. It was say-
ing: this is what I'll be
direct lineal descen-
dant of Rex.

The alligator moved steadily. graceful in its
slithering passage down one tunnel and into
another side passage and down alwavs down in-
to the depths. I followed the trail of the leash.

We came to a pool. and it slid into the water
like oil, its Torquemada eves looking toward its
destination.

I thrust the iron rod The saurian came The opening gave into darkness, but as |
down my pant leg, out on the muck beach passcd through. I trailed my hand across
ulled my - tight at the other side,and the wall and felt a door. I stopped. sur-
I A
cnough y)n'fd it \"\ J < crawled forward toward prised. and felt in the darkness.
; L £ T anopening in the tunnel I walked through . .|. and stopped.

wall. : There had becd' something else on the
s 2 G et
: dogr.

4




I found the indentatigos at onee CROATOAN, It made no sense. 1 stayed thicre a moment, trving (o decide i1t
and ranty Ffingertips acifisd them. wus a word the sanitation engineers might have nsed for bm'm. designation of o stor-
They were letters, i age arca) pEJl].l[rb @ majmm Nosense. Not Inilhm‘l, itwaslroatoan, Something
nibbled i 1lf.| 0 :'_l.'i ]ﬂqﬂhqmd b(‘ W, (ib(;lllmjt kaew it from some-

v g
& A\

; J,, went  through the Heard L X ing From side passages. | Nojv, for the first time, |
doorway again. - toward ~me Zfgom L stopped and reached out felt tefror!
; sitdesy mlﬂ' it "was (‘k:.:r_' to lind the wall of the
.lIllL,.llur‘k mml\ 11| lh(lh channcl. [ couldn’ find it.

y 2 The safe, warm, en- i ‘un! I lost the rod Finally, exhausted, I slip-
le’g]ing darkness of the somewhere, the iron ped and fell and lay for a mo-
lllféiu\\'nl'ld had, in an in- bar that had been ment. | heard slithering all

B ‘}lc ad- = my weapon, my se- around me and managed 1o
tljllf,m :;f's.mfﬂﬂa d avem curity. \ v A gy pull myselfl to a sitting posi-
mez= hecome a ‘-‘;uif = o w A 3 tiofiz,

ing \mllm,—a’h(,u y 4 (P . ’ A N .“\\\-N, }Pe;,?&"’s

My back grazed a Something, al I don’t know Then 1 saw light. Flicker- As the light grew
wall, and [ fell up least: a wall how long [ lay ing, hul}hin_q: going up and closer and brighter,
against it with a moan against which there, waiting for down just slightly, coming to- I saw there was
of  gratitude: to die. the teeth. ward me. __—-~’ : som ng right be-

- ——— F 3
side me; the some-
thing that had touch-
ed me; it had been

” 3 " 3t ; /1 b NN\ ;
rfw J\ ! 7' " - th(—:re' for a time,
- R’ i : ! JM &) watching me.

o

rﬁ\




It was a child.

Naked, with eyes great and
luminous, very young, hairless,
its arms shorter than they should
have been, purple and crimson
veins crossing its bald skull like
traceries of blood on a parch-
ment, fine even features, nos-
trils dilating as it breathed shal- &
lowly, this child stared at me, &
looked up at me, saying nothing, |
watching me, a wonder in its
world, watching me with saucer
eyes the light behind flickering E
and pulsing. This child. :

By Y
The light came nearer,
and the light was many
lights. Torches, held aloft
by the children who rode
the alligators.

= 3




Beneath the city, there isyet |

another city; wet and dark and
strange.

At the entrance to their
land someone — not the chil-
dren, they couldn’t have done
it — long ago built a road sign.
It is a rotted log on which has
been placed, carved from fine
cherrywood, a book and a
hand. The book is open, and
the hand rests on the book,
one finger touching the single
word carved in the open pages.
The word is CROATOAN.

On August 13, 1590, Governor John When they reached the site The Roancke colony had vanished.
White of the Virginia colony managed to  of the colony, though they found Every man, woman and child, gone. Only
‘get back to the stranded settlers of the Ro-  the stronghold walls still stand- the word CROATOAN had been left.
anoke North Carolina, colony. ing against possible Indian at-

They had been waiting three years for  tacks, no sign of life greeted
supplies, but politics, foul weather and the  them.
Spanish Armada had made it impossible. \ bl

There was a Croatan island, but they
were not there. All that remains of legend is
the story of the child Virginia Dare and the
mystery of what happened to the lost set-
tlers of Roanoke.




TIME MACHINE

The fantasy calendar for 1979 is from Heavy Metal, of course. From
its cover by Richard Corben to Moebius in December, a year's
worth of stunning, haunting, exciting ORIGINAL illustrations by
Heavy Metal artists—including Druillet, Claveloux,and Kaluta, and
special dates—Tarzan’s birthday, Druid feasts, the anniversary of
the end of the world. Order two—it's an ideal gift for old rich rela-
tives with weak hearts.

S —p———

Heavy Metal, Dept 978
635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022

Please send me. copies of the
Heavy Metal Calendar

at $4.95 each.

Please add 75¢ per calendar for shipping
and handling.

Enclosed is my []check []money order

Name

Address

City.

State Zip.

-
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SOVEWHERE IN THE & .. 7)) SUBTLE SENSES, HAVING
PEPTHS OF A 5297/0- § PICKED LP THE MAGNETIC
TEMPORAL WAVE, : ; WAVE EAMITTEL BY HE/LMAN
AFART FROM 7THE " A A aQ® AT THE TIME OF HiIs LIS/~
SPIRAL VORTEX OF . Y € gl 3 TEGRATION N THE ROBO7T
THE KARIMIC CHAIN, o ok % DIIENSION.

SEVIERAL HLAND/LS, . ; g o T

W NS THE MATRIX-AN TEANNA
8 OPENS, THOSE PRESENT
W MARVEL A7 THE LIMISLAL B
BEALTY OF THE NEWCOMER . §

HEAVY METAL 77




OFPENING HIS NEW ==, HE /S
AWARE THAT HE /2 BENG WEL—
| COVIEL BY THE SEERS WHO
HAVE BROLGHT ABOL/T HIS
MATER AL (ZATION N THIS INTER-
MECHATE CEEALM.
GV (/I (Y

'l m :

HE RESFPONPS 70
THEMRZ BROTHERLY
SALLITE ANP STEFS
TOWAEL...

N/

A WINDOW, BENSATH WHICH
CIEE THE TOWERS OF.4 CITY..

C IRANY N
i lh'iuhlil_

178 WHABITAN 7S ARE

AUNGEL INTOA MYS772 [ p

ECS7ASY, WHOSE CELIGHTS RN

HE WitL ALSO 7AS7E,

/ 7 (=
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BUT A GUARLCELR POOR St/io— ¢
LCENLY MAKES HiH COL/ET7 %

> REL THIE PEREECTION OF 7H/S
- LATER, A crarviveg i ESO7EC/E SOCET Y. ..
/ CREATLRE ACTS A5 Tl
GLIPE FOR OLI : :
NTERLIIENS/ONAL
TOLR/ST. ..

IS CHIOL HLEES Ht
FAST 17, BUT HE TLRNS
BACK 70 NOTICE A FI71624/L.
EROWDP BENG FLISHELD
MAFPERIOL/SLY ALON. . .

I

" , ThT \Q‘ Pt / ;m

THE NMEXT GAY, ALL THE NAABITANTS OF s
THIS PSELILO-ARALISE HEAD TOWARLE
(78 CENTER FORA CoLLECTVE 1tc- B HE wess 7ve 71 70 Re7een/

MNATION, TO WHICH HELAVIAN, NOT Y7 70 7THE ANSTERIOLS OO HE HAL
WMITIATEL, /S NOT NWVITEL § NO7ICEL EARLIER,

~
P
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e A

QUICKLY ENOLIGH, HE 4NCERSTANGS
THAT HE MLST LSE FORCE (FHE /3
7O LNPERSTAN G THE SECRET ..
HAVING NOTHING BUT IS LIFE 70

HENVEETS LITTEE
RES/STANCE, STEFS
OVER THE GLIARDS,
MORE SIITEL 70
CONTEMELATION THAN |
70 ACTION, ANC L
CESCENDS A FEW
STEFPS 70 /SO, .

. A TORTULELE CHANIGERS

WHERE THE COSHC
7 COMI@QE o = T/‘//S’ e hep g T RS - DR E AT W W
o (OYLLIC PIVIENSTON EN- -  OVER THOSE THEY
,jo"? %;E THEIR SUPER~ s\l CONSIDER THEIR NFER—

W,

0

i
e u;ﬂn R A R ARA A ALARARRRA LSRR ARARRARA L RRRR i Rl L el LARRRa b s T o R iRisiiil]
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MOVEL BY SUCH INTLISTICE, HE
COES WHAT 7HE EYES OF 7HESEs
MONSTERS 7HPLORE HIN 70 2O,

g e 0

WHILE THESE /NOFFENS/VE CREATZEES
CAST OFF THER CHAINS, HE LEAES
THEA 7O LN TOWARD 7HE CEANTERS
OF 7THE CI7y

THE STREETS ARE DESERTED
v, HE ARRINVES QLIICKLY AT
THE POOR OF 7HE 7TEWFPLE.,,

f N .

ONCE FREEL THEY MAKE HENL MAN LN -
CERSTANLG THAT THEIR SOVERLE/GA 12

N ABOLUT 7O BE SACRIFICED LPON TAHE
| CRYS7AL AL7AR..,

W HE LOCKS 7HE SA7TE WiTH
HIS SHIRT...

LT

|Iijw”

I

AN CLINBS
THE TOWER.

e e
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SILENCE

WHICH RE/GNS / )<
WITHIN ALLOWS ROSNE L/QUIC
H 70 HOPE OVERA BOLY
THAT HE HAS COVEREL /N A
ARRINEL G- LIGHT SHEET.,.
FORE THE BE- OMY A FEW
GIMING OF OROPS WILL.
THE CEREMONY.. CESTROY 7THE

. ez ...

THIS (6 THE
METHOL CHO -
SEN 7O ELIA-
MNATE 7HE
FEACEFLY. A4~
TVES WHO N— "
HAB/T THIS AAR— ¥
BOR OF 7RAN-
CLNLIT Y, LOST /N
THE FOLLPS OF
THE LiNVERSE,

LOSING NO THE, HELAAN L
ANC FLIES OVER THE ALOCK OF FOOLS
WHOSE GAZE /S RIVETEL QN THE ALTAR.

L WITH THOSE ACT/VATING
THE FULLEYS THAT TILT THE

BUCTKET..

b‘ (B

>
\aﬂ?ﬂ‘? I\

T“"‘ <
——

A

it ] A R R T

IR E I A5 HE GRASFS
L sl L THE QUEEN OF
- % i THE OFFPRESSEL

PEOFLE, THE

ABLE ON WHICH

HE IS SUSFENCEDP

NTERTWINES... |
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I 3 g ,' S e .. % : 5
| THE SACRIFIAL LIQuUIP poucs i
| QUT OVER THE AUIENCE, wHICH B
CAVNOT FLEES, As THE MAW =X/7
15 BLockEL,,

S

REALIZING THIZ AS HE HEAR:

IR 5 < ( Sy THIE SEEAMS FROM 7HE /-
THEN, OV 7THE . AN, L wp N TERIOR OF 7THE 7TEMFPLE,
EXTERTOR WALLS, - Vg (TR K N AEILAAN KAOWS 77247, AAVING
HELMAN RE - : o > FREED THESE CREATURES,
JOINS HS A= HT— e\ 7 L7 N\ , W AHE /S cCoVEEMNED 70 BEN
ENEDALLIES, 7O ; . ALY NS N ANV o7mImER Ao THE..,
OELIVER H1S ' ' T : i S
BURCEN 70 R :
THES. .

- R R S |

ALREALY, MORE

THAN HALF 7THE -
SECT AAS FER/SHEL
N THE ACC/PEA 7AL
GENOC/CE.

B0
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IAGNVNG A LONVELY FU7TLEE FOR HIFISELS

Wi74/ 40 ALACKE AHONVEGS 7 7HESE CREATLHEES i T . =
SO LNLIKEE HASELES HE 15 OVIERCHIE WITH SR e LI
/e

THEE CESTRE 7O LT AN ENE 70 HIS MATERVAL. £ HE QUIETLY ESCAPES AS THEY _ §
1FE ON THIS EXISTENTIAL FLANE. . & LNVEIL THE FORM OF THE/R LIB§

— RN ¥ ERATED QUEEN..,

\Il%;‘::‘\\‘f‘)“\{. =
e

{f :

{.

A

&

U

1
F 3

z

 AND WITHOLIT EVEN TURNN G AROLNEG TO
SEE WHAT SHE LOOKS LIKE, MAcVNG HER
7O GE AS LAA7 7TRACT/VES AS HER SUBITECTS.
HE THROWS AIEEEL S WA SULHRZAL fFLUNGE,
INTO THE NTERIOR OF 7THE 7EAIFPLE.

—_—
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HI GUYS, GALS, AND GEEKS! I'M ED ZOID
OF THE SPACE DICKTECTIVE FORCE,
N VICE DETECTION PATROL /

JAyIﬂWEyA» NDAED
ART: .
« MNED SONNTAG

EAT My SHOE, NARKO! IF DIS
LUXURY LINER UP HEAH DON’T HAVE
A GOOD STASH O’ POPE, M
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eRMMBLEMMMBBLLEGRRRRPuuM CAPT. FARINA, THE PIRATE CHIER JIMMIES OPEN THE
NRLOCKOFTHE a@cRAFT AND m& RAIDIS ou /

IN TI-IE GRIP OF TI-IE TRIP’ NOTHING MUCH TO DO IN INTERSTELLAR SPACE EXCEPT...
EAT FOOD... |

600D oL ¥
FRANCO/
WOT IF THe
COMMIES
HAD Wi
SPAIN %

i 8 \ FATTENING UP
2 o FOR JUPITER DUTY...

AR

THE SPACE DETECTIVE IS ALERTED TO
A BREACH OF SECURITYONTHE BRIDGE/

SMOKE DOPE...| /7 My GOODNESS! THE
MARIJUANA VAL.vE
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W PiraTeS Ivire Tre D O
I COMMODORE T0 A SPACEWAL YR .

CAPTAIN/ THE NARC SQUAD
e
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e
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BLOW UP
_ sHIP/
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ANY CLOSER AN’1 Y2 a7

THIS FUCKIN' /Y57

¥ SHEIK ALl BEY’S

HAREM. CAN’T LET

A\ THEM BE KILLED/

THERE’S A FLY
IN MY souP/ /=
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The most
incredible T-shirts
in this galaxy.

Heavy Metal

Dept. HM-978

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

Name _ S
Address

City State_ 2P~
Enclosed please find my check or
money order.

If you do not wish to cut the coupon in

this ad, but do wish to order, please print

or type all the necessary information

and enclose it with a check or money
order.







