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For weeks | did as | was told

and recounted my adventures
with careful editing,

te some event from Kelia's
“glorious’ past.

1978 Fcnars Goben s Jan S

"My arm healed, but | felt my
strength slipping_ away, my
Wil to resist . dimming

¥And my sleep was haunted

my own selfish nature.




I saw it of Akissa. We met
n

7 14 falle her
s o Taven maryonc o

My friends were imprisoned
or worse. Others had been
killed. And | was no nearer
than ever tofinding mywife

taken caplive while | chased 3
whore through the alleys of
Baghdad!"

My Quilt Was
felt unworthy both of Iife and
of the sweet release of death.
Rige =/ cratersd on e
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The slar system seethed with actvy, ear
ing new technologes that spewed forth o
most befre the o

ing sef for the frs exploration of the stas;
o

Where are the new frontes?” he Romar-
s cred, unaware tht the fronte of the
minc b been opened n  ooratory on G-
stoat e um of the 94t century.

A researcher named Jaunte set e to 1
ench ang imsef (accdenty) an lt out &

taken plce beforepr cbservers
Twelve jsts ond_reurome
seled Jaunte to on unreakabie rysal tank

with the tense precsion ofan ecipse camera

Heteeported agoin

The expers examined and questione i,

e o viord amost inmedael.
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e bocly of knowledge giew rapidy. By

pls of jaunting were establshect The prin-
v caye wiere past. € was o longer neces

o recogrize, disciplne, and excloit yet
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Howexacty cic a man tekeport? An unsats
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son, 3 publichy representative of the Jaurte
Schools na press nterview.

Thomgson:Jauniing s ke seeing—a natural
aptiuc of amost every human being, but
can ony be developed by aning nd exper

ser: You mean we con tink oursehves
rom New Yorkto Los Angeles’

Thompson. fecisely, provided the perion
Jaunting koows exacty where he is when he.
Sars and where e’ Song

Reporter: Hows that?

Thompson: I you were ina dark oom and
unavware of where you were, it woud b im.
possile o jaurte with

ot e fom an Unknown ceparture point
10 30 unknown. cestnation Both must be

Any man was capatie o aunting providect

Junte. The sighest doub would biock the
mind st necessary for teleportation.




Space set the fnal imitation. No man hact
ever jumoed further thon s thousand s He
ol ok i way i juntes from Nome to
Mexico, butnojump coud exceed 1000 mies.

T ol Department of Mtor Verices took
e the news b of testing ond clssiying
jte appicants. T old Automotie Cubof
‘America changed! s name 10 the AJA

Dessite all effors, o man had jaurced

on the moon. He jumped ond they never
foundihim,

Witin thre senerations, tee pinets and
gt sateites were on the jaute. Economic
Srctures crashed anlnew lows were enact-
e to meet th needsof mas jaunting.

ond

g

e strikes o5 ol ncustres acptedt

revoluion. There wes econom
ic choosas vagran auters ook isesse 0 G-
fenseies counts

sc beeti ond chestout bight
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A crueland vicous war broke out a o resit

ofhe poicaland econome pressures of e
fon. Unei the Jaunte Age, the three oner

Parets Venus, Tera,and Ms—had Fved

s wis nex.
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€ ws 3 a5e of freaks, morsers,and g0

11 wes o the verge of & humen

It againt this seetting background tha
e history o Gullver Foyle begins
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@ You pass me by,” he said with a slow
mounting fury. “You leave me rot like a dog.
You leave me die, ‘Vorga." ‘Vorga-T: 1139.
“No. | get outta here, me. | follow you, “Vor-
ga”. | find you, ‘Vorga'. | pay you back, me. |
rot you. | kill you, ‘Vorga.

¥ oRF

@ The acid of fury ran through him, eating
away the brute patience and sluggishness
that had made a cipher of Gully Foyle, pre-
cipitating a chain of reactions that would
make an infernal machine of Gully Foyle. He
was dedicated.

@®He did what the cipher did not do. He res-
cued himself. He combed the wreckage and
devised a harness for his shouiders. He at-
tached an air tank to the harness and to his
helmet with an iImprovised hose.

He thought.

@ He learned how to use the instruments that

still functioned. He took sights. ““Nomad”
was drifting in space three hundred million
miles from the sun. Hanging in the fore-
ground was Jupiter, a distinctly planetary
disc to the naked eye. Jupiter was not, how-
ever, habitable.

@ Like all the outer planets beyond the aster-
oid orbits, it was a frozen mass, but its four
largest satellites swarmed with cities at war
with the Inner Planets. He would be a prison-
er but he would be alive.

Orfoyle studied the engine room of “No-
mad"’ He repaired a connection between fuel
tanks and one still-operative jet chamber.
The “Nomad’s" fuel was still liquid (the tanks
were on the sunside of the ship),but there

was no gravity to pull the fuel into the jet.

©Oroyle studied manuals. If he could put
“Nomad” in a spin, the centrifugal force
would impart enough gravity to pull fuel
down into the combustion chamber of the
Jjet. To make the “Nomad” spin, however, he
had to first fire the jet.

©He thought his way out of the problem. He

opened the drainage pet cock of the com-
bustion chamber and painfully filled it, by
hand. Now if it ignited, the jet would fire
long enough to put the ship in a spin. Then
the flow of fuel would start.
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@He tried a match,which would not burn in
space. He tried flint and steel, which would
not glow in absolute zero. He found books
and read. Although he blacked out frequent-
ly, he thought and planned.

@He took ice from the frozen galley tanks
and melted them with body heat. The water
was added to the combustion chamber. The
fuel and water did not mix. The latter floated
in a thin layer over the fuel.

@rFoyle found a silvery bit of wire in the
chemical storeroom. He pushed it into the
open pet cock and it ignited on contact with
the water. Sodium metal. The heat touched
off the fuel.

@ Foyle sealed the pet cock.The fuel fired the
operative jet engine of the “Nomad.’ and the
ship went into a slow spin. Gravity returned.
Floating debris hit ceiling, decks, and
corridors.

@ \Wasting no time on cheers, Foyle struggled

forward to the bridge. An observation from
the deck would tell him whether the “No-
mad’ was committed to a plunge in deep
space on a course to Jupiter and rescue.

@ The slight gravity made it difficult to haul
his air tank. The sudden acceleration left him
assaulted by masses of debris in flight from
the corridors and the bridge. He pushed up
the companionway stairs and was caught by
a half ton of steel tumbleweed.

@ He was pinned in the center of the metal
ball with an impact that attacked his hold on
consciousness. He was barely alive, and he
fought for his life.

@ Who are you?”
“Where are you from?"”
“Where are you now?"”
“Where are you bound?”
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(COPYRIGHT 1978, ATIEL NG  ALL RGHTS RESERVED

“Hal Machines are supposed to wander,
not wonder! We are living in ‘civilized
times’” Flan laughed, quoting one of the
Galactic Federation's favorite slogans. “War
~and the warbot - are obsolete. Besides,"
and again he stared thoughtfully out of the
port, “we'll be facing war of a different sort
tonight at the royal dinner - verbal thrust
and counterstroke amid lace and candle-
light.”

Mark checked his holo image: the high-
waisted, midhight blue mariner dress
trousers, properly bloused; tunic molded to
his solid frame, the Sunheart pendant
hanging like  splinter of frozen lightning
against his chest; pistol, saline ampoules,
and chuff-club lashed 1o his belt.

t bad for a wandering Spacer - or the
unwilling heir to a throne of Empire, he told
himself as he pushed back a restless lock
of coalsack hair. A tiny translucent dup-
licate of himself, almost five inches tall,
stood on the rotating hologram platform,
aping his every move. He studied his light-
twin. The figure did look thin, perhaps even
a bit haggard. His mother, the Empress,
‘would no doubt comment on that.

He found his mind slipping free once
again as the curving, seamless walls of the
ship dissolved in a black mist. Once again
he was in the drag cage, suspended
between suns, pacing off the endless star
watches.

- GOI" The warbot was already half-
way down the tunnel, muttering to itself
Sighing, Flan grabbed a mask and caught



BY JOHN POCSIK
PART Il

up just as the hatch separated into four
wedge sections.

Blasts of superheated air hammered at
his body. Enveloped in the stark light,

Flan Sunheart sagged in the airlock, waiting
for the nausea to pass as his body adjusted
to the high temperature. He felt the press of
lium's greater gravity in his bones. Even his
mask's element filter could not prevent the
sour reek of the nearby decaying sea from
penetrating.

He was sorry to be leaving the ship. The
Omega Wing had been home for the two of
them for almost four hundred solar days.
True, there had been times when they had

present “cockpit nerves.” But the Wing had
never failed them; it had proven a warm and
commnable sanctuary in the eternal right of
wever, it seemed al
Soned, Ilfe\ess 2 the momant naifably
d.

a

“This is no time for sentiment,” PEW.
grated, brushing past him. “I can't wait to be
off this boat.”

eart remained where h

feeling ‘he solidity of his ship. H\s sh\p‘ The
best modified scouter in the entire Galactic
flest. Thetechs woul have the Wing refitied
within hours: the ion drive pulled ar
checked out, solar vane settings caubm«ed
the in-space computer programs enhanced
by new data,

He felt better, although his lungs still

seemed on fire. Sweat was oozing from his
ores - a perfectly normal reaction. The wind
lashed his hair. Setting his eye lenses for
maximum shade, he started to descend the
ramp carefully. PEW was some distance
below him, meshing downgear loudly.
we have comy
‘The telepathic twang made him raise his
heavy head
dark mass of men stood waiting at the

bottom of the ramp ~ two rows of black-
garbed Imperial Security Service agents -
sensodim es hekl against thelr amored

hests in a vague approximation of salute,
Visor profecied, eyeless. aceloss, their
presence seemed menacing in the blazing
afternoon,

Their leader stamped forward. Unlike the
rest, he carried only a short gray metal rod,
whose crimson tip was blinking. The intri-
cate, twining design of the House of Mord -
the house of Nekron Corona, Lor
Commander of the Imperial Amada of fium
Prime - was highly visible on his left
shoulder; strangely, the youth noticed, the
Sunheart crest was missing from his right
The name on his polshed helmet reed
SPAR 777 - CPT (Maserman).

o croared his hroat a6 & cloud of dust
rolled in upon them,

“Offworlders are required by the reg-
ulatories of llium Prime to present them-
selves for inspection. Your craft will be
searched; illegal material - so defined by
Federation laws — will be confiscated, and
such charges as are deemed fit and
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prudent will be rendered. Hand over your
life reader and shipmaster's papers.”

PEW veered toward the guardsmen; they
had to break formation to get out of his

path.

Smiling amiably, Flan spoke so softly
that only the man facing him could hear.

“Captain Spar, look at my pendant. It is
the ancient design of the Sunhearts, who
have been the guardians and servants of
the Starcrown for more than five hundred
years. By that law which you've just cited,
you oo should be wearing this symbol, for
you stand in the service of Alidin Sunheart,
ord of this planet and Aﬂjudlcator Imperex
of the Whorl System. | am his son, and thus
Your potential fulr, and i ot my
habit to flaunt this fact of hmloglcal acch-
dent, nothing would give me grea(er plea-
sure at this moment than to see
finching at my foatfor yourinsalancel \s this
the way you greet visitors to my father

rid?”

Spar 777 s bagn o quive; his eyes
showing barely restrained ang

1V Lord Gorona s issued very spe-

o onders concerning all ariving
spacecraft

“And as we both know, my Lord Gorona
has aspirations to rule this planet. But first
he must rule the Sunheans and ms he
does not do. So, in the n
Emperor, my father, | rscind those orders
Have you anything further to say to me,
Gaptain, before we melt in this heat? Form
your men up while we wait for my escort.”
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The officer's jaw flexed, showing a hint
of dark metal just beneath the dead skin
where a graft had not healed properly.
Slowly, the man removed his glare-spex.
Weak eyes, was Sunheart's first thought.

© watch his hand ¢ came PEW's
warning.

Spar's fist rose, rod poised to strike.

“Don't!” Sunheart commanded,

Both figures stood tensed for one instant
more, then Spar's eyes began to dar
nervously about; his arm fell limply to his
side (rod tip sparking against the landing
grid),and he sagged, beaten, within his
glossy leathers. Turning on his heel, he
signaled for his men to form up while they
waited for the screamcar bearing the
Sunheart insignia (o settle.
forget this landing if
survive to two hundred : : : something is
not right here : : : there has not been this
much security since the behemoth
wars.

While the drivers were hoisting the
warbot into the car's chilly interior, Sunheart
paused to grin back at Spar. The maserman
was speaking urgently into a voxbox
Shaking his head, the youth swung himself
into the car. A copper-skinned girl with sea-
green hair - a novice of the Far Sight sect -
knelt before him, eyes lowered, proffering a
vessel of precious water and a purple, gold-
bordered towel. The doors hissed shut and
the screamcar swept forward at top speed,
soundless as an intake of breath. The
Omega Wing, the black knot of figures, the
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hovering Armada transports receded
swiftly, were lost in the haze and glare.

And echoing the warbot’s query, his own:

What is going on here?

“—Dbusy. Rouyn and | have been working
with the Mords on the contracts for mining

64 HEAVY METAL

operations in the Glavas Crevasse. Though
pi-gamma ore technically belongs to us,
we’ve had to go through some fairly
complex negotiations.. . .”

{ switch me on when this is over ::: my
circuits will not take this ¢

PEW became motionless, activity indi-
cators dimming.

Cradled in an observation bubble,high
above the teeming streets of llium Prime,
Flan Sunheart watched rivers of cobalt
darkness flowing through the city canyons.
On all sides, the solar spires flashed blind-
ingly gold and crimson as they turned to
catch the final rays of the setting suns. But
down in those vertiginous depths, it looked

cold, almost alien.

Melancholy was sitting at his left shoulder
again.

PEW, as usual, had the right idea; when
things got too boring, the machine simply
switched itself off, preferring instead the
music of the spheres? blue noise? white
silences?
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Sunheart and his half-brothers — Rouyn
and Oromocto — had been enduring each
other's company while waiting for the pro-
cessional to end. The evening’s celebrations
in honor of the Empress’s birthday — his main
reason for returning — had actually begun
before noon and were only now reaching a
peak.

Perhaps, he told himself as he sipped
nearfoam - the goblet frosting to his touch -
perhaps it was just the City itself and all the
associations which it rekindled. He cher-
ished no overfond memories of his Court
upbringing, calling to mind instead those odd
and interesting moments of training in the
more esoteric matters of Empire — trench
navigation, stellar cartography, and solidity
transfer — which he had received from old
Polonius Gaul, his father's most trusted
counsellor.

A troupe of gravity gymnasts floated by,
carrying a techtronic bead mosaic of his
mother. It did feel good to be able to stretch
out at full length on the undulant cushions,
Flan thought as he let his heavy eyelids
droop.

“—a small step in the Federation’s study
of colonization possibilities within the
C-Quare system. . .” Oromocto was saying.
The liquor actually scalded his throat, making
him choke and his eyes water. Not used to
drinking either, he thought ruefully. It seemed
as if he had been listening to the accounts of
his brothers’ intrigues and manipulations for
hours.

“Funny,” Rouyn said during one of the

many lulls in the conversation. “It's funny how
you uncannily show up the same time every
year with your tales and your treasures, to
stay just long enough so you can ingratiate
yourself with Father before you go flying off
again.”

“Yes — while we do the dirty work for you!”
Oromocto added, disdainfully. “An easy way
to gain the crown, it seems to me.”

Flan smiled, his eyes still closed. He
could well imagine the hostile expressions
on both their faces. How they had changed
since the last time he had seen them, he
thought. Their hatred and jealousy toward
him was apparent in every word and action.
True, there had never been much love lost
between them — he being Alidin Sunheart’s
only naturally-birthed child, but still he felt
the ties of blood. . . .

“I don’t want the Starcrown,” he answered
in a quiet voice. “Fight for it between your-
selves.”

Suddenly the melodious tonals of the
Sunheart carillon filled the air, enveloping the
City in a cloak of sound that thrilled every
listener with its majesty. Banks of light began
to appear in the depths far below as the shift
glass brightened to admit the last rays. Still
visible through the haze off to the darkling
east, clusters of Armada scoutcraft were
coursing back and forth, track beams on,
piercing the night with lances of smoking
brilliance.

The brothers Sunheart rose together
without another word and passed into the
dining hall, leaving the warbot switched to

repose faculty, awaiting its activation signal.

Flan looked around the lofty chamber for
old Gaul. People were passing to and fro
between the food-heaped tables and fluted
columns, or dancing gaily past the immense
representation of the Sunheart crest, fash-
ioned from ruballoy and synthaflux. The royal
banners looked somewhat frayed and faded,;
indeed, there was a certain air of age, of
unwilling antiquity present in the chamber.

He moved through the noisy, laughing
crowd. Luminous lips followed, pursing in a
smile of sweet mischief when he did not turn
around at the call of his name.

The hall overflowed with members of the
Court: nobles old and new; plotters; scan-
ners: crises wardens; terrain scientists and
cortex projectors; alien entertainers; obese
thinkers who could barely move about;
gaunt-ribbed dandies; clerics from the four
major religious sects and their counterparts -
the Hedons and the Grimories; elegant
samplers and tasters of life — all masked
and gaudy, gathered in their iridescents to
pay homage to the Empress, Gela Ineus
Sunheart.

The Mords were conspicuous by their
absence. There was, thankfully, no touch of
austere black about the place.

And here was his mother, pale and
ethereally beautiful, like some earthbound
spirit, untouched by the years. She stepped
down from the dais, the press of people
bowing out of her path as she greeted her
son in close embrace.

“Happy birthday, Mother...”

“You make it so by being here, my son.”

“ ...and Uncle PEW sends his regards
also.”

The Empress’s laughter was as delicate
as soft-falling rain. “l always said you two
were the only ones who could stand each
other's company. Extend to him my thanks,
and inquire as to his—-ah. . .”

They looked at each other and smiled.

“Health?” he offered the word, laughing.

“You look a little thin. Have you been
taking your daily implant?”

“Yes, Mother — always.”

“Flan!” said a vibrant, familiar voice, a
voice he had listened in awe to many times in
the Hall of Worlds as it issued decrees and
weighed strategems, a voice, which had
reassured and guided him during the haz-
ardous survival maneuvers Below, the first
voice to fire his desire to explore those
lamps in the nighttime sky.

All around him, people were kneeling; a
hush fell over the throng. Turning, Flan
beheld his father, Alidin Sunheart, resplen-
dent in the rainbow robes of justice and
power. Upon his temple rested the
Starcrown, haloing his head in cold light; and
against his bosom rested the Sunheart
pendant, on which all the others were
patterned.

“My Lord, | bow to you.”

“Arise, my son, arise! Come with us to the
table. Rouyn, Oromocto, clear a way for
your brother!”

Muttering to themselves, they did as they

were told.
to be continued



HTEHIFIHTDH ii.

rorde
TN
i
RENED

a8 AW METAL



o KAUE BROUGHT

Sp A N e

D! PrpBLEm
wv 5 LS

&
P e e
i e
et

Wt

%& G

e B
% A

fovaen
TR
i

HEAVY METAL 67



e
ey

apoame e | | dttes e et
A || R o
o e e

B iatrer ERGNRCSE

70 HEAVY METAL



ON EARTH...ON THe SHKTH LEVEL OF THE GREAT FORTRESS..

—

Wi

ST
gz

o g
SR,










o)
N

UBERATE THE ™\ < ¥ e
(L
0\’/ - ‘/







74 HEAVY METAL



WATEVER

4ok Feions

ARe, T THANKC
o

SVE THEem.




2N iz

LT
A
» I P )
e [T B ‘:""I";:
J" 2 )
o 1)
7 - + - Py

i [P T
[
LN

o

!
: kN
i, i
)
=

aus
el
“r 2

ATREAL T F )

. .
- -,
v e HC A i . " I
Y v - =X
Iy e =
)
~ Y r
-
L
'."q 4 [TILA
¥ ’r .J- .I_.'
VN

Ve
{4 w77 - )

)

78 HEAVY METAL HEAYY METAL 79



10 THe STARS

'
N~

W

80 HEAVY METAL



[l.et Us Transpprt You.l—:._

fantasy magazin

Heavy Metal
ated fantasy magazi




‘COLLECTOR'S ITEMS

82 HEAVY METAL

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, 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
Leng 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 Polomus begins, The
Long Tomorrow concludes,
World Apart and Den continue, all
amidst talking plants, samurai,
puppets, sex, and wviolence.
($3 00)

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

HM = 8/NOVEMBER, 1977: With

mine color pages by Moebius and
Rimbaud, the conclusions of both
Polonius and World Apart, ex-
ougs, intellectual mollusks, birth
and death stars, and a great new
Harlan Elison story—the heaviest

Heavy Metal yet! (83 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. ($3.00)

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,
($3.00)

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.... ($3.00)

HM =17/AUGUST, 1978: Looks
like more of the same, with Onon,
Corben’s Arabian Nights, Heil-
man, and the last More Than
Human. Except Druillet’s Gail gets
going again, the Off-Season
starts, cannibal robots get in-
volved, and somebody finally
touches the right button. ($2 00)

HM = 9/DECEMBER, 1977: This
lime. went up to 104 pages to
bring you the complete saga ot
Druillet’'s anti-hero, Vuzz, a
chapter trom Close Encounters of
the Third Kind. and Fortune's Fool
by Chaykin and Wein, in addition
to lull-color cortnbutions 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 Congquering Armies,
and continued Den. Of course,
you knew aboul the Incas, fog
lights, and the time warp. ($3.00)

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. ($3.00)

HM =12 /MARCH, 1978: In which
we learn the evils of witch-hunts
and the perils of witchcratft, 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. ($3.00)

HM = 18/SEPTEMBER, 1978:

Starring Sindbad the Sailor,
Esorel, Queen of the Bubble

Women, the Major's fiancee,

two off-season detectives, Ar-

cane the Warrior, Heilman,
Orion, and Lone Sloane on Gail

Harlan Ellison's sewer full of
babies. Plus miscellaneous

gags and wheezes. ($2.00)

HM #19/0CTOBER, 1978: All
Hallows breaks loose with an ex-

cerpt from Dawn of the Dead, the

puberty rites of dragons, a zom-
bie android called Exterminator,
Ellison's Glass Goblin il-
lustrated, and the onset of
McKie's S¢ Beautiful and So
Dangerous. More eerie exploits
of heros Sindbad, Gail, and
Orion. ($2.00)

HM =21/DECEMEER, 1978: Pulting
the Easter bunny back into Xmas,
and wrapping up Crion and Off-Sea-
son; with sinister Tarot greeting
cards, wreaths and wraiths, creches,
crashes, and a prezzy for you—a 12-
page Moebius murder yarn. ($2,00)

HM #22/JANUARY, 1979: This
one’s full of elephants, tor some
reason. Plus our first Trina, and a
pinup, and Gail's shoot-em-up fi-
nale. Some decapitation, a space
siren, and the android takes over
the ship. More McKie and Corben.
Whattaya want? ($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
Orion,More ThanHuman cont'd,
and another piece of the
Arabian Nights tale from Cor-
ben. ($2.00)

HM #20/NOVEMBER, 1978: A full
20-page excerpt from the
Chaykin/Delany Empire, while
Sindbad's dragon explodes, the
Exterminator escapes, Sloane
makes war, the Sad Man disap-
pears, Grubert arrives too late,
and Heilman is reborn for the
final time. So Beautiful, So
Dangerous, part two, and more
Diabolical Planet. ($2.00)

HM #23/[FEBRUARY, 1979: Our
February fantasies feature the
onset of the tale of the Star-
crown. We continue with Sind-
bad and McKie's So Beautiful

and So Dangerous. More
Moebius and Bilal. Macedo br-
ings us chapter four of life in
Metropolis 5; and, by popular de-
mand, Galactic Geographic.
There's the story of a star-nosed
mole and much, much more.
($2.00).
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gives you
the power to decide.

Now you can stand on the great battlefields of the past
and the present, to change or challenge the tide of
history. It’s rare that we’re offered the opportunity to
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ability — Strategy & Tactics Magazine gives you one
of those rare chances through the informative and
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