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Pacifica...the galaxy’s supreme electronic democracy, a utopian world where both sexes equally

serve and are served by The Media. Yet there are those who seek to turn the very freedom of

Pacifica into an instrument of its bondage, and who launch a devastating media war. A WORLD
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FREE
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that exposure to Strategy & Tactics and simulation
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itself has a simulation game in every issue (as a com- With the first issue of your new subscription to S&7 we'll

panion piece to its main article) so you’ll get a new
game as part of each issue in your subscription.
Strategy & Tactics and SPI games are a fresh and ex-

send you a free copy of StarForce, an imaginative venture
into interstellar conflict in the 25th Century. Starships flash
across the light years to do combat with human and non-
human adversaries. StarForce comes complete with a
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history. This offer is open only to brand new

subscribers. Act now!

* Great
Articles

* A Game
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mentalized game storage box.

Game Normally sells for $12—

it’s yours FREE for subscribing to S&TI

I
SPI has been serving customers by mail since 1970

Send check or money order to:
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... Thirty-one...

lliustration by J.K. Potter

or babble about Bombadil, The Red Book. Smacpol their tales of the macabre
H.P.L in one case: Azathoth, The Necronomicon, Cthulhu Lovecratt had. i the Tate sixties. the dubious
It remains, to this day. a matter fit only for in the other honor ol having an acnl-rock group named alter
termified and whispered speculation in these parts Brictly. then pim

why an obscure. not to say widely scorned. author
of exphicitly horrnifying prose narratives, written in

LOVECRAFT, Howard Phillips ( 1590 14947,

But. cither you know all that and more. or you

b Providence. R 1 Considered by many the probably don’t care Such readers of this the
a Clumsy and overblown style uncanmly similar o
¢ ' successor o Poe as author of tales ol suspens wordiest-ever issue of Heavy Metal as are into
the aeon-long and labyrinthine one you are at
id and the supernatural three novels and Lovecratt will notice that two of HP.L s most
——— y . . . "
present. nodc INE over. should be the “hl‘lr ol numerous short stones tor pulp miagasing

culthke veneration among the French
Is it possible H.P 1

T Weird Tales Influenced by Poe
£ams \t‘l]il'rhlﬂ_L' in the Machen Best and most typical

charactenistic obsessions recur in these stonies: the
Mans e
Dunsany . Bicr fear of something huge and powerful that s owr

slones. v 1'he
side, but wants to get in; and the awtul attraction
translation, hke Howard Hawks and Jerry Lewis Calor Out ot Space” and ~ The Dunwich Horror : = :
: : i : cftected by dark and smelly holes. Your witness
movies! Or can it be that HP 1 ke the blues voncern the bloody imteraction berween an imag , l | ;
. s ( s Jr. Frew
and the comics. is a great Amencan cultural mary rural New England and The Grear Old On,
shenomenon that the \\I.ilt eveil “froppies are hip an ancient race who “lost ther Toothold and wern I'his matenial 15 taken, for the most part. from a
T o ~ ey LI are
: first? : ” I cxpelled. ver bve outside. ever ready 1o Lk bizarre and eldntch ome written in a  strange
0 rs . s
It lifficult S 1 fi L PABREBlan Of this carth again tongue. the "Homage a Lovecraft’” issue of Metal
IS5 ds dincu o miroduce oveora as 1 A . i
R \t i ; Tolk I\i i Lovecralt and s hrerary disciples ar Arkhan Hurlant. We trust it will add just the right ouch 10
WOould > looantroduce, say, olkien w0se who UL O I N i1 icheris 3 3
Howse tsuch as Chambers, How ard, | iehe reated vour Hallowe en festivities
know anything about either author 12nd 10 know a svithetic cosmology. the  Cthulhu Mythos
evervthing about him, and carrv on with other as well as ictnonal books { The Necronomicon) and
devotees in what sounds to the rest of us hike code places tthe ity of Arkhamy as o background tor S K
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&Final Justice

CHATEAU LORIGNY..A MEDIEVAL CHATEAL...

WHICH , LIKE SO MANY OTHERS, WITNESSED

NOBLE FEATS OF ARMS AND PASSIONATE
ROMANTIC TALES..,

o IT WAS JUST SUCH A TALE --THE
ASSASSINATION OF THE DUCHESS OF
LORIGNY BY HER RETJTECTED LOVER--
THAT ATTRACTED DPAVIP ANP JANE TO
THE CHATEAU...

THE YOLNG COUPLE WAS WRITING A
BOOK ON CRIMES OF PASSION IN

ELROPEAN HISTORY. I

& HEAVY METAL

¥ HEY!WE
PON'T WANT TO
MISS THAT!WE'LL

COMNE BACK
TONIGHT/




WHILE WAITING FOR THE “sonN

ET LUMIERE " SHOW, PAVID ANP

TANE TOOK A WALK THROLGH

THE ANCIENT STREETS OF

THE VILLIAGE AT THE FOOT
OF THE CASTLE.

OH, LET'S GO
INTO THE BOOKSTORE!
THEY'RE BOUND TO
HAVE SOME IN-
TERESTING STUFF.,,

THE LADY WHO RAN THE
SHOP OFFERED THEM A
WIPE CHOICE OF pPoc-
LUMENTS ON THE HISTORY
OF THE CHATEAU...

INDEED,IT WAS ALL THERE .,.THE

TALE TOLD OF THE PEVOTED

COURTSHIP OF THE DUCHESS
LORIGNY ...

s AND AMONG THEM WAS AN
ANCIENT MANLISCRIPT.,.,

... BY THE YOUNG COUNT OF HAR-
MONT, WHOM THE DLICHESS DIP

... AND HOW ONE NIGHT, DURING
A BALL AT THE CHATEAU,THIS
SAME YOUNG COUNT DID TAKE
THE DUCHESS LINTO HIS ROOM ...

... AND THERE TRIED TO TAKE THAT
VIRTUOLIS YOUNG WOMAN AGAINST

HER WISHES...

P

.. SHE REFUSED TO SLBMIT TO THE
ATTENTIONS OF THE YOLING MAN,
AND HE, MAP WITH RAGE AND LUST,
DIP STAB HER MOST SAVAGELY...

... AND, SLIRPRISED BY THE GLIESTS
WHO HAD HEARD THE YOLING
WOMAN'S CRIES ,THE COUNT DIP
CAST HIMSELF POWN FROM THE
WINDOW, THLS RENDERING
TJUSTICE LUNTO HIMSELF.




T 11/ WHERE SOUVENIRS OF THE TRAGEDY
| pavip AND 1/ WERE EXHIBITED, AMONG THEM THE
- TANE ALSO 7 4All GARMENTS WORN BY THE YOUING COUNT
A VER VISITED THE ~ - - AND HIS DAGGER
GOO0D SMALL, LOCAL 2 72
MORAL , I | T MUSEUM. i -
MUST SAY/

m'l”ﬁ NOT
BLOOD! IT'S JusT

A LITTLE RED INK

FOR GULLIBLE

TOURISTS..LIKE
YOURSELF /

LET'S HOPE *°
THEY'LL DO

THEY ARRIVED AT THE ENTFANCE OF' THE CHATEAL WHEN THE SHQW W45
WE ?D BEGIN. RAIN WAS F\CXIRA‘VG DownN.

8 HEAYY METAL



A LITTLE SIDE DOOR OPENED
AND A GUIDE INVITED THEM
TO FOLLOW HIM.

THE MAIN MALL IS DIMLY ILLUMINATED, THE ACTORS STAND READY,/MMOBILE ..

MEDIEVAL MUSIC, PIERCING AND MONOTONOLUS , FILLS THE CHATEAL. ..

=
Loy

H*ym 4

IR S N 77,

W — ot

m&ﬁqj‘.n)?’/‘ﬁ XN, o

T
S e
N

N\

ON THE CON-

TRARY, THE RAN

WILL HELP CREATE
THE PROPER ATMOS-

PHERE...IT WAS
RAINING ON THE
DAY OF THE
TRAGEDY.
YOu KNOW..

HERE WE
ARE .,, YOU
ARE THE ONLY
SPECTATORS
TOPAY ...

| THE SHOW BEGINS...

et ais

2“& m‘{{’."n ™

——
b S
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THE LIGHT SHINES ON ONE
PARTICULAR SPOT AS THE
REST OF THE HALL IS
PLUNGEPD INTO PARKNESS.,,.

THE DUCHESS
AND HER.
LOVER /

PAY ATTENTION NOW,..PON'T

BE DISTRACTED BY ANYTHING...

NOTICE EVERY LITTLE PETAIL..,
EVERYTHING 1S IMPORTANT/

COME WITH ME
NOW TO THE ROOMS
WHERE THE VERY

z THES PRAMA TOOK PLACE...

OVER THERE,FOR e % -
EXAMPLE : ONE OF . - DD -1 y
COUNT HARMONT'S By | AT .. BUT
SERVANTS 1S 2y THAT DOESN'T
APPROACHING THE 8 4 : HAVE ANYTHING
DUKE.., ) , TO DO WITH
THE STORY/

. AND HANDING
HIM A STRANGE
SORT OF
PACKET...

10 HEAVY METAL




' you CA.':I R ST

. ’ |- HIDDEN IN THE SHADOWS, THEY HEAR A
FOLLOW THE ", ! SERVANT TELL THE DUCHESS THAT THE
ACTION FROM | COUNT AWAITS HER IN HIS ROOM ...

I'VE GOT R
0 ADMIT THAT Yl
THE WAY THEY iy
MAKE US WATCH [ 988
THE SHOW 15 4
PRETTY UNLSUAL . /o8

1T'S
LIKE REALLY
BEING BACK
IN HISTORY..,

IT'S TRUE.. T
ALMOST FEEL
LIKE ANONEUR/

COME..WE CAN ENTER
THE ROOM BY AN-

OTHER DOOR...
—. i

HEAYY METAL 11



BUT... THAT'S
NOT THE COUNT,,,
THEY'VE GOT IT

WRONG ¢

SO THAT'S WHAT

| WAS IN THE PACKET...
| THE Cgld_t%lTS DAGGER. /

YES...

NOW T KNOW

WHAT STRUCK
ME AS ODD, WHEN
I WAS LOOKING
AT THE SOUVENIRS
IN THE CABINET
THIS MORNING...

12 HEAVY METAL



BUT DAVID HAS TO STOPR... THE SHOW CON-
TINUES., NOW THE COUNT, IN HI%5 TURN,RUNS
TOWARD THE PLCHESS'S ROOM.

HAVIMG ASSASSINATED HIM, THE PLIKE
THROWS THE YOUNG MAN OUT THE WINPOW..

// OF ,m

fe ’é.

THEN THE CRY THAT
ATTRACTED ALL
THE GUESTS RINGS
OUT...ANP WITH IT,
THE S5HOW /S

OUR SHOW 15 FIN-  \

ISHED NOW, LAPIES AND \
GENTLEMEN.

T HOPE YOU FOUNDP (
IT INTERESTING.

HEAYY METAL 13



50,.,, THAT
YOU KNOW WHAT SYTHM ON
IT WAS THAT SUR- THE PAY OF THE

N
;L:;Afﬁoﬁf ?;Lfg PRISED ME AT THE DRAMA, THE SAME
TO DAVID ANP TANE : cMouss m? THEW‘S rjE'z Trt-:'ti:'cl? WE SA\T(ED
T Wl T ;
IT WAS A REVELATION! EMONIAL, AND THEY TONIGHT /
NEVER CARRIEP
WEAPONS WHEN

WEARING SUCH
COSTUMES.

o
PON'T YOU SEE

WHAT THIS MEANS,

PAVIP 7 WE'LL HAVE TO

TAKE A COMPLETELY

DIFFERENT POINT OF
VIEW IN OUR BOOK /

YES..IT'S LIKE A
CASE OF POSTHUMOUS
REHABILITATION /

BUT WHAT T - 0
PON'T UNPER - 1 : ORAL TRADITION,
STAND 1S HOW THE L TRt arhd OBVIOUSLY...THERE'S
ACTORS COULD H ALWAYS MORE
HAVE KNOWN ALL g : TRUTH IN IT THAN
S N WRITTEN
DOCUMENTS..

oL 08 sored RO TEE §0 ¢
SREIBN REIAON RED) KAV

W R i
A%k masdad L

14 HEAVY METAL
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IT MUST BE ALLOW'D THAT THESE
BLASPHEMIES OF AN INFERNAL TRAIN OF
DAEMONS ARE MATTERS OF TOO-COMMON
KNOWLEDGE TO BE DENY'D; THE CURSED
VOICES OF AZAZEL AND BUZRAEL, OF
BEELZEBUB AND BELIAL, BEING HEARD
NOW FROM UNDERGROUND BY A SCORE
OF CREDIBLE WITNESSES NOW LIVING. I
MYSELF DID NOT MORE THAN A FORT-
NIGHT AGO CATCH A VERY PLAIN DIS-
COURSE OF EVIL POWERS IN THE HILL
BEHIND MY HOUSE: WHEREIN THERE WAS
A RATTLING AND ROLLING, GROANING,
SCREECHING, AND HISSING, SUCH AS NO
THINGS OF THIS EARTH COU'D RAISE UP,
THAT MUST HAVE COME FROM THOSE
CAVES THAT ONLY BLACK MAGICK CAN
DISCOVER, AND ONLY THE DIVELL
UNLOCK.

REVEREND ABIJAH HOADLEY, 1747

Wilbur Whatley was born the second of February, 1913. This
date was recalled because it was Candlemas, and because the
noises in the hills had sounded, and all the dogs of the countryside
had barked persistently, throughout the night before.

THE
DUNWICH
HORROR

by Breccia

general store.

knew nothing of him till a week
afterward, when his grandfather, a
half-insane old wizard, spoke to a
group of loungers at Osbomn’s

¥ i KEER WHAT FOLKS THINK--EF BoY
His mother, Lavinia Whatley, had | & B M R ol ONIT LooK IR RSTRIN®
no known husband. Neighbors | § YE EXPECK.

EF YE KNOWED AS MUCH ABOUT THE HILLS AS T In fact, the mother seemed strangely proud of the dark, goatish-looking infant. In

PEW, YE WOUL DRIT AST NO BETTER CHURCH

WEDPPIN' NOR HER'N. <OME PAY YEW FOLKSLL

Hemz ACHILD O LA\.’NNY‘S A-CALLIN' ITS .
ATHER'S NAME ON THE TOP O’ SENTINEL HILL.

the spring, she resumed her customary rambles in the hills, carrying the
swarthy child.

HEAVY METAL 17



On Hallowe’en, a great blaze was seen at midnight on the top of Sentinel Hill.
Silas Bishop mentioned having seen the boy and his mother, entirely unclothed,
running up the hill an hour before the blaze was reported.

Wilbur's growth was phenomenal, and no one was really
unprepared when, at seven months, he began to walk
unassisted.

Wilbur commenced to talk at the age of only eleven months. In the About 1923, when Wilbur was a boy of ten, a great siege of carpentry
village of Dunwich, he was soon disliked even more decidedly than his went on at the old farmhouse.
mother and grandsire. Dogs especially abhored the boy.

In the following spring, old Whatley noticed the THEY WHISTLE J'Eé‘r IN TUNE WITH MY On Lammas Night, 1924, Old Whatley's
growing number of whippoorwills that would come zmugﬁw KETC%“%E’&&E%TES* breathing told of an end not far off. From the
to chirp under his window at night. He told the K}MOW TS A-GOIN' AOUT, AN' PUN'T CAL- vacant abyss upstairs came a disquieting
loungers at Osborn’s that he thought his time had N‘-‘_#E% }OMMG'%%,E, ,:; ETHEQN%YBQO;-?G suggestion of rhythmical surging.

N

almost come. ME ER NOT. EF THEY DEW, THEY'LL
;EEP UPA-G\I‘NG:!N AN LAFFIN® TILL




E SPACE, WILLY, .MDRE OPEN SPACE, SOON. YOU G GROWNS--
Aumr GROWSE PASTER. OPEN UP THE GATES TO YOG =
SOTHOTH WITH THE LONC'J CHA T THAT YE'LL FIND ON PAGE
75| OF THE COMPLETE TOW... FEED T REGLAR, WILLY,
AN' MIND THE QUANTITY...

BUT PON'T LET T GROW TOO
FAST FER THE PLACE, FER EF
IT susw ARTem ORrR %T"-,'-

NS
YO(E! -SOTHOTH, IT‘S ALL CNER
AN' NO USE. ONLY THEM FROM
BEMONT KIN MAKE IT MULTIPLY
AN' WORK...

Throughout the next years, Wilbur treated
his half-deformed albino mother with a
growing contempt; and in 1926 the poor
creature complained to Mamie Bishop of
being afraid of him.

Then speech gave way to gasps again, and
the whippoorwills followed the change.
When Dr. Houghton finally drew shrunken
lids over the gazing eyes, the tumult of the
birds faded imperceptibly to silence.

THEY'S MORE ABAOUT HIM AS T KNOWS THAN I KIN TELLYE, That Hallowe'en, the hill noises sounded louder than ever, and fire burned on
meQET Mﬁnr&sugzvaléqg f?&‘r\ﬁi{. TgUPNE‘\Ev Sentinel Hill as usual; but the people of Dunwich paid more attention to the
rhythmical screaming of vast flocks of unnaturally belated whippoorwills that

seemed to be assembled near the unlighted Whatley farmhouse.




People generally suspected him of knowing something The following winter, Wilbur set out for the Library of

about his mother's disappearance, and very few Miskatonic University at Arkham to consult the

approached him now. His height had increased to more hideous Necronomicon. He admitted to the librarian,

Whil dbiy st 5 G than seven feet, and showed no signs of ceasing its I]}e erudite !-Ienry Armitagg._ that he was looking for a
- s development. kind of formula containing the frightful name

could quite be certain. None
of the countryfolk seemed to
have died—but poor Lavinia
Whatley was never seen
again.

Yog-Sothoth.

During the summer of 1927,
Wilbur repaired two sheds in
the farmyard, and began
moving his books and effects
out to them.

Dr. Armitage looked over his shoulder Nor is it to be thought that man is either the oldest

and mentally transiated such monstrous or the last of earth’s masters. The Old Ones were,

threats to the peace and sanity of the the Old Ones are, and the Old Ones shall be. They

world: walk serene and primal, undimensioned, and to us, MR ARMITAGE, I CACLATE I'VE GOT TO
unseen. Yog-Sothoth knows the gate. Yog-Sothoth L‘“{‘ﬁ@*é’“eg?% ':2@%,35; %;g%f
is the gate. Yog-Sothoth is the key and guardian of CONDITIONS THAT T CAN'T GIT HERE, AN’
the gate. He knows where the Old Ones broke %é‘g gsu.éh:qgngMLg FF*‘-O LELARESS

through of Old, and where They shall break
through again. Of Their semblance can no man
know, saving only in the features of those They
have begotten on mankind. Great Cthulhu is Their
cousin, yet he can spy them only dimly. la/
Shub-Niggurath! As foulness ye shall know Them.
They wait patient and potent, for here They shall
reign again.

Without saying anything more, he rose and strode Early in August, in the small hours of
out of the library. Armitage heard the savage the third day, Dr. Armitage was
yelping of the great watchdog. awakened suddenly by the wild, fierce
cries of the savage watchdog on the
college campus.

WAL, ALL RIGHT, IF YE
FEEL THAT WAY ABAOUT
IT. MAYBE HARVARD
WON'T BE S0 FUSSY
aAs NEW BE.




Among the gathering crowd, Armitage saw
professor Warren Rice and Dr. Francis Morgan.
The building was full of a frightful stench.

Then there rang out a scream from a wholly different \\\
throat — such a scream as roused half the sleepers of \

Arkham, and haunted their dreams ever afterward.

Some instinct wamed Armitage that
what was taking place was not a thing
for unfortified eyes to see. Summoning
up his courage, he snapped on the light
in the genealogical reading room.

Among the shrubbery,
whippoorwills had
commenced a damna-
bly rhythmical piping.




The dying thing began to mumble

without turning or raising its head. but . s
nothing in English was uttered. The i?{ih;%&%@ﬁbﬁﬂﬁ%}f_ﬁ%@rﬁ’gﬁm

syllables defied all correlation with any
speech on earth.

At that moment, the whippoorwills shrieked in rhythmical The dog raised its head in a When the dog leaped nervously out the window,
crescendos of unholy anticipation. long, lugubrious howl. A a cry went up from the crowd. Dr. Armitage
change came over the yellow, shouted to the men outside that no one must be
goatish face of the prostrate admitted till the police came.

thing. The shrilling of the
whippoorwills  suddenly
ceased.

Meanwhile, frightful changes were taking place on the floor. When the
medical examiner arrived, there was only a sticky, whitish mass on the
painted boards, and the monstrous odor had nearly disappeared.




Yet all this was only the prologue to the actual Dunwich horror. It On the morning of the tenth, everyone was astonished at the news brought by
was in the dark of September ninth that it broke loose. The hill Luther Chauncey, the Corey's hired boy. The old Whatley place had been
noises had been very pronounced during the evening. and dogs shattered, blown asunder, as if by a dynamite charge...

barked frantically all night.

And a number of Seth’s cows had been discovered in an indescribable  That night, everyone went home, and every house and barn was
condition. They were scarred with bloody wounds, sores like those the  barricaded as stoutly as posssible.
Whatley cattle had suffered ever since Wilbur's birth.




At about two in the morning, a frightful stench and the savage barking of the dogs The noise came, apparently, from the barn, and was
quickly followed by a hideous screaming and a stamping

awakened the household at Elmer Frye’s.
amongst the cattle. The children and womenfolk
whimpered, as if knowing their lives depended on silence.

The noise of the cattle finally subsided to a pitiful moaning,  The next day, all the
and great snapping, crashing, and crackling sounds ensued.  was in a panic.

Elmer then tottered to the phone and spread what news he

could of the horror.

QR Ii.--“,._
CONTINUED ON PAGE TH...




He TME: THE
END OF THE SEoND

BEWTCHED
D P AT SN
CAMAANT N THE
DEEPEST ZONES
ﬁ:fg %I%NT
SEEMS 1%

7 LeNTEMEN,
TREMfTMNm%mL
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~HE NZUNCJ -
ALO %
TRENCH THAT

LEADS INTO THE
EPTHS OF THE mo’éT%FTWS
INTERIOR
TaZR\TO?IEé
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” THe MSTER OF THE
o HUNT A‘NA\T? You,

‘ AN

¥ 1 WAS BELD P
THE t':OUNC.'L.f?.Lf
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THE FIve MEN ENTER '
GIGANTIC CAVERN...

40 THERE YoU ARE,
YO LITTLE COCKROACH
OF A PRESIDENT,
You MAD CRUEL,
RYPOCRITICAL PRES-
IDENT. YOU COME
CLAIMING BLOOD,
YOUR SHEEPS
FACE CLOTTED WITH

THE SHIT ON YOUR
DUMB SKULL .

PLEASE , GREAT

LOVECRAFTY...

SPARE ME YOUR
INSULTS, AND GINE ME

28 HEAVY METAL

GOOD Y,
LOVECRAFT,
I AMTHE
PRESI\DENT,
AND T W|SH

OK.QOX...ITS N THE
RULES... WE, H.P
LONECRAFT, HAVE
SIGNED A PACT THAT
BINDS U5 WITH THE
e Ton Wil
PF]ND A KTULU 3000

RS OLD 1O THE

tr{qﬁo'a\izm OF THE LAVA

FIELD NEAR THE TWO
Fi TREES....




50, VEFYING
Sdeﬂce THE PRESIDENG
KILL OUR <ACRED
ANIMALS /..
O LORD /.. HOW
LONG WILL THI§
CRIME GO

UNPUNISEDZ...
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b1 v AR, e
Bepeieo Chaos, most awcient of coes, THE
MISERICS Of THE WORLD JRE MULTITORM, Sve
WHILE ONE LIVES, 1H8 MBNIFESTETions o

., iy

iarls - =t

PORSISTS, 'SumReLY THORE 15
ONE CORTIIN THING TO & TOUNG, TOR T NOTHING WERE CERTEIN, 1HE
CONMCEPT OT CORTIINTY WOULDP PEVE NO MESNING."

Unpersugoer ave fiLee with poubt; Xeno z

“Thew, deie-Tonaueo Xewo, I can aive you 1he one certamty for 3,

Your poubts. That which witL REmMaiN when NOThING fLse
REMBINS, AND i% NOTHING itseLtf."




s M

Awe Xewo wewt" info 1hat prace. The waly was LONG SNC HBRD, BLTORNET ING LETWERN
YIWNING BbYSSES FND NFRROW PLICES.

THhe FLICKORING PITK WIS TILLEL WiTH HELT-GLIMPSED SPEPes, 1R oiM, PIRK,
DINOSTUR MEMORIPS OF THINGS UNDOME.

The path ORINCHED BNE WENT O iN OPP
THERE wieRE chov: 7o b MIOE

:
:
8
po
>
D
f
v




- v
& — \‘l

F

GENTLEMEN, T
REPEAT, THIS INQUEST OF
YOURS IS QUITE USELESS.
T CAN ADD NOTHING TO
WHAT T HAVE ALREADY
ToLD You!

[N}

' OU MAY DETAIN

ME FOR LIFE, IF You N
WISH. 40U MA4 EVeN EX- §
ECUTE ME IF YoU RE -

QUIRE A VICTIM TO

SATISFY YoLR
ILLUSION OF
JUSTICE

L ToLD You
BEFORE I PON'T
KNOW WHAT BECAME

OF HARLEY

WARREN /

i1
2
¥

IF SOMETHING
IN MY MANNER SEEMS
SOMEWHAT VAGUE, IT 1S
BECAUSE OF THIS GHASTLY
FORGETEULNESS THAT HAS
CAPTURED MY SOUL .

I DO NOT KNOW il A B R T MAY H eN /
WHY I WAS,AS90U TeLl PR e L g v 0 PREAM, GEAAJ%IEG?%?EE&QE
ME, FOIUl;f_D ALONE ON THE T e BUT T BELIEVE THAT THE ONLY
OUTSKIRTS OF THE MARSH  JERY by o ONES WHO CouLD TELL You WHY

i“&\%%%mpgw- D . WARREN DID NOT RETURN WITH
ADD To THE GHASTY ; N ME ARE HIS GHOST, OR THAT
STORY T HAVE (e nr: .y I THING, WHICH T CANNO
ToLD Yod e I ;i K 3 MEEERT DESCRIBE.

1 3 .‘ # Bl ) ‘ L A
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AS T HAVE ALREADY TOLD YoU, T WAS
FAMILIAR WITH WARRENS STUCY OF THE

BLACK ARTS, AND W6 EVEN INVOLVED IN
THEM OCCASIONALLY... HE HAD AN ENORMOUS
COLLECTION OF STRANGE BOOKS ON

PEMONOLOGH.AND T PEAD THOSE

OF THEM THAT WERE INA LANGUAGE

ACCESSIBLE TO ME--BU
~ . THOSE WERE FEW IN
N NUMBER COMPARED
TO THOSE WRITTEN
IN STRANGE
TONGUES. .

¥ AS FOR THAT
DEVIL- INSPIRED '
BOOK THAT HE CARRIED
AROUND N HIS POCKET-- : :
MU FRIEND ALWAYS, REFUSED gg%
TOREVEAL ANY OF (T izl
CONTENTS TO ME. ' '

WARREN HAD ALWAYS DOM-
INATED ME. AND T WAS
EVEN A LITTLE AFRAID OF
HIM...BUT NOW, T AM
AFRAID FOR HIM BECAUSE
I ASSUME HE HAS EXPER-
[ENCED HORRORS WELL
BEYOND THOSE T AN
IMAGINE.

ONCE AGAIN, T MUST
INSIST THAT I HAYE NO CLEAR

IPEA OF WHAT OLUR PURPOSE WAS
ON THE NIGHT OF THOSE TERRIBLE
EVENTS, BUT [T WAS [N SOME
WAY RELATED TO THAT OLD
BOOK, WRITTEN IN INDECIPHER-

ABLE CHARACTERS, WHICH HE

HAD OBTAINED FROM
THE INDIES...
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A YoUR WITNESS SAYS THAT HE = = WE WERE (N THE RUINS OF AN
& AW S NEAR THE GATES OF ; R ANCIENT CEMETERY, HIDDEN BENEATH
¥ GAINSVILLE AT (1:30, MAKING OUR \¥ S e THE DENSE GROWTH OF SOME UNWHOLE-
WAY TOWARD THE CUPRESS SWAME TN SOME VEGETATION AND B4 THE Re-
THAT IS PROBABLY TRUE, BUTALL  J# R : PUCNANT MISTS THAT SEEMED
I CAN REMEMBER IS A CENE /14 N, TO RISE- FROM THE CATAQOMBS
THAT MUST HAVE TAKEN ol s 5 B OF THE NAMELESS
\. PLACE WELL AFTER i - 3 B e DEAD...
- MIDNIGHT.

M FIRST
AWARENESS OF My
OWNPRESENCE IN THAT
GHASTIY NECROFPDLIS WAS : _
WHEN WE STOPPED BEFORE AN OLD> Vil
ED TOME HOW THE FLESH OF )
CERTAIN BOPIES RETAINS (TS
FULL FIRMNESS THROUGH
THE AGES...

DES
AND BecAN TO DIG LP THE
GRASS, THE ROTTEN TREE
TRUNKS, AND THE <o
HEAPED (1P ACAINST AN
ANCIENT SEPULCHER.., -
VA

Y FINALLY, BY
RACKING (T, OUR CoM-

WHEN WE HAD CLEARED BINED EFFORTS

RFACE OF THE HEAVY
2‘,‘%@ DOOR OF THE <EPUL-
CHER, WARREN TRIED TO
LIET (T, 8UT (T WOULDN'T
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ONCE THE STONE WAS LIFT-
ED A DARK OPENING WAS RE-
VEALED, FROM WHICH [SSUED

MIASMIC GASSES SO LOATH-
SOME rﬁg.qw\e LEAPED

SPVEALLD THE Top

OF A ELIGHT OF STONE
STAIRS DOWN WHIC
TRICKLED AN ODIOUS,
SUBTERRANEAN
LiQuie.

THIS 15 DEVI'S R TR

WORK , CARTER, AND '
I DoUBT WHETHER ANYONE
WHOSE SENSBILITIES HAVE
NOT BEEN TESTER COULD
SEE (TALL AND SURVINE

WITH HIS FACULTIES

INTACT. .

AFTER A MOM
- (A
] MORE EH
WE APPROACHED THE

b\ THAT MOMENT, H(S TONE
CALM AND UNCHANGED,
DESAITE THE TER-
RIFYING SCENE
. THAT %% RROUNDED

T RECRET HAVING T ASK
4ou To ReEMAIN ON THE SURFACE,
BUT IT WOULD BE A CRIME TO
ASK ANUONE WITH YOUR DELI -
CATE NERVES TO DESCEND HERE.
You CANNOT IMAGINE, EVEN
AFTER READING WHAT YOU
HAVE READ, OR HEARING
WHAT T HAVE ToLD Yoy, THE
THINGS T AM GOING TO 4

ENT
E AR,

PARK HOLE ONCE
AGAIN.

(e TN
WITH MU EVERY MONE -
MENT BU TELEPHONE..
L HAVE ENOUGH WIRE
HERE TO STRETCH TO
THE CENTER OF THE

| EARTH AND BACK.
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& FORAMOMENT T
Y COULD SEE THE LiGHT
OF HIS TORCH ANp HEAR
THE RUSTLE OF THE WIRE
AS T UNWOUND BEHIND
A HIM, BUT THEY SOON DIS-
23 APPEARED, AS DID HE,
3N IN THE STONE
o STAIRCASE.

IN THE FORLORN

SILENCE OF THAT CITY OF

THE DEAD, MY SOUL WAS .
POSSESSED BY THE MOST e
HIDEOUS EANTASIES, WHILE- T
WEIRD MONOLITHS AROUND ME
SEEMED IMBUED WITH TER-

RIBLE PERSONALITIES ! g

il

36 HEAVY METAL

] gy,,_‘ WHEN HE CAME TO A TURN

T WOULD SEEM THAT T DESPER -
Areuﬁ WANTED To ACCOMPANY MY
FRIEND INTO THE SEPULCHRAL
DEPTHS, BUT HE WAS INFLEXIBLE .
Bl {E EVEN THREATENED 1O ABAN-
W DON THE EXPEDTION (F T CON-
8 TINUED TO INSIST. THE THREAT
A WAS EFFECTNE, BECALSE HE
b ALONE POSSESSED THE
SECRET TO THE

FOLLOWING HIS
ORDERS, T PICKED UP ONE
OF THE TELEPHONES AND
SAT UPON A TOMBSTONE

A NEAR THE RECENTLY UN- 4R
B CONERED OPE-N‘.NG; e 1 b

AGAIN AND AGAIN
I CONSULTED MY WATCH g
B4 THE LIGHT OF My
ELECTRIC TORCH.

FOR A QUARTE
OF AN HOUR, %R
HEARD NOTHING.. _
" THEN
_ FAINT SOUNG |
T K Raiet ON
INA TENSE uou:’éNI?

CALLED TO 4
FREND N THe pher-



. T SHOT AVOLLEY OF CRAZED
WARREN, WHO ON(Y BRIEF MOVMENTS ¥ : ok QUE‘;?’EONSA INTO THE AOUTHPIECE
BEFORE HAD SPOKEN TOME S0 CALMLY, ; S /(D HEARD ACAIN THE VOICE OF MY
CRIED NOW FROM THE DEPTHS OF HrS BN (=10, HOARSE AND TINGED WITH
L O O i A NOT HAVE THE TO UEECRIBE
B AT R AN R NCIHON ST TR\ T TO YOU! NO ONE CAN KNOW
d Sr—— THIS AND LIVE !~

REPLACE THE <TON
AND SAVE YoUR-

W LENCE, THERANEW oIcE
A ReCENER. ‘
“"WARREN " : Wy,

L CALLED, 1S B
THAT Yoyz

" peeif TSI
MUWEELFE INTO THE DE
G e A e TRAT -
G:g{\{s ME. THE MURMUR FROM BELOW
ROSE GRADUALLY UNTIL A SCREAM FULL
OF HORROR CAME FROM THE DEPTHS OF
THE : "CURGED BE ALL INFERNAL BE-
70T 15 ALMOST ONER NOW..T
5 oy ~ 40U NO MORE!

PIN RESPONSE, ¥ B -

T HEARD THE i e ; 5 s )} . THAT Dip NOT CEASE

THING THAT THREW it 70 UNTIL MY AWAKENING IN

HE INTO THIS AMNESIA. Y PR i1 4 THE HOSPITAL ... T HEARD (T,

THAT IN . ¥ ; - . A ; CAST UP FROM THE MOST PRO-
retidio gl RS % FOUND DEPTHS OF THAT

CA i TE VOICE HURL- A T i CURSED AND FORSAKEN SEP-

o Wiowe © 4 N\ &= e S e ieD

MISELF INTOA ' gy | FOOL JEAREEN 15
METALVOID... 8

i i\{n A v_@(_"‘;
ART

V055

T ,

1 [ ,
./,f I

i 'ﬁd |
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‘t‘he b@@StS e AN

i SIR.SIR... Ttleq!__gg %m —
‘ﬁ? e T /lrﬁgmzo TIME THiS.
THE‘{'RET:E[JERE Y B —

| ‘BenssTii

‘\s_‘\“\ AN

_ | OON'T FORGET.. ECirs
; ; : 3 WITH BACON.. %NN‘-‘I"—
TAKE CARE OF MY B, SICE UF, PEASE
GEORGE ... ACTUALLY,
INCASE T EGCAPE
AGAIN TH‘% Tine...




HEAENS !
S
IRE-
cOE...E(ERY
NIGHT (TS THE...

,r
: A
nei o, ’e

Y24
* A




AGAIN AND AGAN...THE
ETERNAL COMBAT
ACAINST THE BEAST...

Wl WE MIGHT SAY |
o PN THAT MAN HAS WONC
ONCE AGAIN,
EH, CEORGEZ P

.\,
e
i




M NAME 156 HOWARP PHILLIP WINGATE. WHILE T AM
WIZiTINC-: THEéE. INES, SOMEWHERE IN BROOKLYN,
INA SOLIP GARF:ET WITH THE RAIN POURING POWN
OUTSIPE, T REMEMBER THE TIME T SPENT PURING
A CERTAIN PERIODP OF MY LIFE IN THAT SAP ANP CELE-
BRATED TOWN OF ARKAAM (NEW ENGLAND)..,

THE SCENES THAT UNROLL FOIZTHWITH FEE.MAIN EN(-:;I?AVED

IN MY MEMO:N IN THE MOST MINUTE PETAIL
I WOULPD PR TO REMAIN SILENT ABOUT 'rmas TRAGIC :
EPISOPE OF M‘i‘ vowru WHICH PEEMATURELY AG:EI? MELT
WOULDP PREFER, ABOVE ALL, TO FORGET, BUT I KNOW
THAT NOTHING CAN PUT AN ENP TO MY TOI?MENT UNLESS,
PERHAPS, IT BE PEATH ITSELE...

A FRIEND HAD SPOKEN TO ME ONCE OF ARKHAM, THAT

NEW ENGLAND TOWN Asour WHICH STRANGE STORIES ARE
TOLD, WHERE STRANGE CULTS WORSHIPPED ON CERTAIN
NIGHTS IN THE NEAREH’ uu.

IT WAS (N THIS MOST APPROPRIATE ENVIRONMENT THAT T
oecu?ep TO WRITE MY BOOK, AND ONE NIGHT, IN e.EPTEM-
BER, (939, T PRESENTED MYSELE AT 212 COLLI

STREET, WHICH T HAD DECIDED TO MAKE MY RESI-
PENCE WHILE IN ARKHAM...

ITALL BEGAN ON THE PAY THAT T ARRIVEDR IN ARK™-
HAM...T HAD PUBLISHED THE CREA oF
SALEM AND oV %

TOWAN, TWO PARTS OF A THREE-VOLLU 4":TI'JDY
PUBLISH BY VAMPIRE PRESS IN NEW %’
PREPARI TO BEGIN WORK ON THE THIRP VOLU

‘l" a,:'r’ "f Rt WA

~':‘.'.'1/

o ——
e
—
—
]
Sy
—

/]
(]

E

AU

|
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MY LANDLADY WAS A MRS, RADCLIFFE, WITH WHOM T

STRUCK UP A FRIENDSHIP VERY QUICKLY. T TOLO AND, IN FACT, THE NEXT DAY, HAVING WALKED FOR TWO HOURS
HER ALL ABOUT MY PENCHANT FOR THE OCCULT THROUGH THE STREETS OF ARKHAM, T FINALLY ARRINED

AND THE BIZARRE, AND SHE TOLP ME ABOLUT A
CURIOUS SHOP ON CRANE STREET, o NHERE ' %58 CRANE STREET, IN FRONT OF THE STRANGE

T COULD FIND BOOKS AND CER-

T MUST ADMIT THAT SOME
PEEADFUL SENSATION, A HEANY
SENSE OF UNEASE
TOOK ME A5 T CRO%-SED THE
THRESHOLD OF THAT POOR
THE STORE WAS PLUNGED IN
SEMIDARKNES S, FROM WHICH
EMERGED AN UNS-ELIEVABLE.
COLLECTION OF MONST
STATUES, GROTESQUE ANDP
LUGUBRIOUS OBJIECTS, AND
STRANGE-SMELLING BOOKS..,

UT WHAT MAPE AN FLESH THEY FROZE, AS IF T HAD < I I FELT HiI5 GAZE UPON
EREEP \A{."“HAT M%DE ME S PRISED THEM WITH SOME TER- ME SEVERAL TIMES BE-

TREMBLE ALL OVER, WAS THE | R\BLE SECRET, AND THEN, FORE HE LEFT AND DIS-
LOOK THAT THE TWO STRANGE 'H SECOND LATER, THEY -SEEMED‘ APPEARED DOWN CRANE |
CHARACTERS WITH THE f] TO REGAIN THEIR COMPOS STREET..
SALLOW FACES CAST UPON BH THE MAN WITH THE [?A'RK e.m%éae e
ME...  WANDERED PAST T
SHELVES FOR A Fi EW MOMENTS
LIKE A SILENT VAMPIRE...




SUBSIPED AND WERE
OF COMPLICITY.

. SENSE
E AT WE 5 NIGHT TALKING ABOUT
CRHOLE COT % A STRANGE HOUSE 4 WORLD, OF UNDSOONER-
LOST IN THE MISTS NO TH OF THE CITY... i ABLE BOOM‘:': ANP OF LOST CITIES.. HE STA
ME WITH HiS. PROPIGH
WEBKG THAT FOL

Hﬁ EXPER TS AT
WAG- INVITED TOB#E

L ALL NIGHT IN THE
WINPOWS !

AND THERE I ACTED AS HIS AS-
-GIGTANT r-*eeuue A MIXTURE OF
HORR ND FASCINATION FOR
THE DIABOL'.CAL EXPEELMENT
OF PR, TENKINS... T SAW THIN
THAT, TO THI4 Doy, MAKE ME
TREM

AMONG THE COLLECTION OF DOC-
LW\E:NT% AND MANUSCRIPTS, T
ERED A LeA'rueuz~soumo
K OF NOTES CONTAINING
CURIOUS CRYPTOGRAMS AND
COMPLEX FORMULAS THAT FIiL-
LEP ME WITH DREAD..

THAT WOE DN'T ﬁ%

.Ln% FURTHER "é“' Fogsv

NESs T T 'ﬁm

el in
TENKINS'S

I ENTERED
OFFICE...
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Hou LeFT THE OF ROOM AGAIN. . BURING, THE
|
PASUIE R"%ggmt i A F-'.EE' I WAS FOUND AT DLSK ON DAY, -;am-;res: VISIONS OF
: & AT _ : HIGH STREET, HAGGARD BLACKHOLE H uNTED MY
gﬁl. LY : LN AAY. AATN AND MUTTERING INCOM- MEMORY... AT NIGHT, TER-
FLEE...TO FLEE THE BLACK PREHENSIBLE WORDS.. RIBLE NIGHTMARES ASSAIL-
EEEE 085 SE T THEN LED ME BACK TO MY EP
Asout SED ROOM ON COLLEGE STREET,
Wap CH WHERE THE GOOP MRS.
; g RADCLIFFE TOOK CARE OF
. ME THE BEST SHE COULD.
I WA= DELIRIOUS FOR
THREE DPAYS, AND THEN,
LITTLE BY LITTLE, T RE-
GAINED WY STRENGTH...

IT MUST HANE BEEN ALMOST TWO WEEKS =
SINCE T HAD LAGT SEEN DOCTOR JENKINS, B aos R e

WHEN ONE NIGHT, AROUND MIPNIGHT, THE

SOUND OF THE TELEPHONE AWOKE ME A EY A BAR S. T msw

WITH A START... ; HAN WI-N T FATAL N HT =

I FELT A SENSE OF FOREBODPING THAT T e B T

WAS ABOUT TO B VISITED BY A CATAS - i CRA AL Ry R

TROPHE, AND T THOUGHT OF HANGING UF FEW SCRAPS OF PHRASES HEAD IN 1 HANDS, NOT

FOR I ALREADY KNEW WHO WAS ON THC’—_ [ ING TO HEAR ANY

OTHER END OF THE LINE... TUHE VOICE ND OVER..

DOCTOR JENKINS DRONED owNousL.\{ IN R fémv YES, POCTOR JE KING

A e ot T oo e D% mg%ér e
SPERSED WITH S0BS AND MOAHlNCa WHu.H FaR.... | uNNAMEABLE

WERE IMPOSSIBLE TO UNDERSTAN ; =

& B0 ey

e |

'-7-*..*-.




PO YOU LOVE GASPAR FRIEDPRICH, MASTERZ

BE QUIET, ZACHARIAH. THIS 1S5 NOT
THE TIME FOR ABSTHETICISM. MY
PENDULUM SWINGS TOWARD THE
ORIENT. IT DELINEATES THE WAY
8; FORBIPPEN KNOWLEDGE FOR

THROUGH THE AEONS,
THE NECRONOMICON

AT LAST, T WILL KNOW THE PARKEST OF
SECRETS... THE ULTIMATE TEST...
AT LAST, TO LOOK UPON THE UNNAMEABLE/
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A STRANGE CLAMOR ALERTED Us:WHEN THE MISTS LIFTED, WE SAW AT LAST, UPON A LAKE, THE ABODE OF ALL DEMONS...

THE WINDPING CANALS, STINKING AND FOUL,LEP
Us TOWARD THE CENTFER OF THE CITY...

PHNGLUI MOLW'NAF
CTHULU R'LYEH
WOAH'NAGL FHT)

UPDENLY THE STENCH AND THE NOWSE
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o, NO, cerTAINLY NOT/

FOUR
TWO AT MIPDAY,
AT NIGHT#”




Love’s Craft

Something is waiting for you in the dark.
Isn’t it? Something slouching

Among the shadows of the furniture.
Holding its breath among the ticking clocks,
Or crouching

Just outside. pressed against the black glass,
Something hungry and cruel and cold

As a wind that shakes the door,

With a soft heavy step that creaks the floor.
Silent and quick and suddenly sure

As a razor slash,

Isn’t it waiting for you in the dark”

You're waiting for something in the dark,
Aren’t you? An explosion

Of bright red rage behind your tight shut eyes.
A wave of fear burst from your ticking heart,
An emotion

Just past your grasp, untouched, unsatisfied.
Something awful and true and old fad
As a hawk’s fall on a dove,

Or a stallion’s lunge of mindless love,
Awful and free and wrecklessly wise

As your suicide,

Aren’t you waiting for it in the dark?

HEAVY METAL 49
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THE HOUSE TO WHICH H.P

DEWSBURY HAD RETIRED

WAS HIDDEN SOMEWHERE
OUBIPE ARKHAM.

DEWSBURY'
MASTERPIE

OVER THE YEARS, HE
HAD PERFECTED HIB

AN Ayl

AS HE WAS FOR <oMe Bl THAT NIGHT, STANDING
= © N BeFORE L5 COM-

MSTERIOUS, .
) il L1 PLETED WORKS...
Y. CHALAND § L. CORNILLaN
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T
T _Y'S

oS
FRIEND Tt

B8 COULD NO E
| THE REPULSION

ND DISGUST THAT
ﬂle ARTISTIC EN-

NORS INSPIRED.
PRAGING THROUGH

I VE-
E‘foﬂégm-ro PAY HIM
AViSIT..

AWARE OF A STRANGE

TERED THE LARGE

HOUSE, 50 COLD
AND SILENT...
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T WAS ONERCOME BY A MIX-
TURE OF FEAR AND CURIOSITY.
I DECIDED TO UNRAVEL THE
MYSTERY.




T HAD ALWAYS KNOWN

DEWSBURY. AS

R
THE UN

AN EXTRAORDINARY
FORCE HAD
PIERCEDA WALL
IN THe CELLAR OF

THIS ANCIENT
HOUGE...
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STUDENTS
WE WERE ROOMMATES.
CoM

\ tL N
e RAEREY S 2
a0 'Q.c g %
AL Stat TR
%o honpy i ) haaye RS D

™

ONE MORNING, DE
RETURNED FROM O
OF HIS NOYAGES COM-
PLETELY METAMOEPPJI—
(ZED. HE RAD C’/&lm ED
SOMETHING THAT HE
COULD NOT P

RIBE...
SOMETHING THAT HAUNTED
HIM CEAGELESSLY. HE BE-
CAME OBSESSED, AND
THENCEFORTH HAD BUT
ONE AIN: TO TRY T?fNV

THE FORM OF THE

AGAIN, 50 HE COUL

MAKE ME UNDER-
STAND.

ING

THE HOLE OPENED
UPON A CRYPT.




THE STRANGE LIGHT DREW ME 12256151’ IBLY FORWARD. WHEN T WENT TO EXAMINE THE IN-
TERIOR OF THE WELL, I STOPPED PEAD IN MY TRACKS: WHAT T SAW WAS MORE HORRI-

BLE THAN ANYTHING MAN COULD IMAGINE !

AT THAT MOMENT, THE LACK OF UNDERSTANDING
THAT HAD ARATED S DISAPPEARED. PEWS-
BURN HAD AT LAST SHOWN ME WHAT HE HAD SEEN--
IN THAT SENSE, MY DEATH HARDLY MATTERED.

THE ENDP
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STEALTHILY, LEAPING FROM
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THE ROOFS
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IN THE HILLS AND

WITH THE BLAC

L
NTED

ZED THAT THE VI
IN WHISPERS HOW THE

AGE FOLK WERE RIGHT
KINGDPOMWS OF THE DPEADP
WERE NOT UNKNOWN TO
CATS, ANI? HOW THE OLP-
E<T AMONG THE CATS
MADE THEIR WAY,

WHEN THEY RECOUR
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WING
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THIS TIME,
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THE BOUNDING OF THE
CATS THROUGH SPACE WAS
VERY SWIFT, AND CARTER,
SURROUNPED BY HIS
FRIENDS, DID NOT 4EE
THE HUGE, SHAPELESS
THINGS THAT HIDE,
CAVORT, AND ARE EN-
GULFED IN THE ABYSS,,,

THEY MAPE READY
TO TAKE THE GREAT
LEAP THROUGH
SPACE, WHICH
WOULD CARRN THEM
TO THE HIGHEST
ROOFTOPS IN THE
TEREESTEIAL
COUNTRY OF
PREAMS...

ABONE THE WILD
PLATEAU AND OVER THE
JAGGED CRATERS, AN
INEINITE SEA OF CATS
COULD BE HEARD,
RANGEDP IN PERFECT
ORPER...

THE ENP
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Metallic Brothers:

I just saw Alien, and I must say your enthu-
siasm is firmly based, and shared by myself
with conviction. Not since the initial release
of Angry Red Planet has a SF movie had
such tremendous impact on me. What excel-
lent work. Jaws? Coma? Marooned?—baby
spittle! Star Wars? 2001? Close Encounters?
—teenage doodling! Alien is a display of
dedicated creativity from the hands of profes-
sional artists. May all their purses be deep
and heavy, henceforth and hereafter.

Admiration ad nauseum,
Michael Sages
Dallas, Texas.

Dear Editor:

Today Alien opened in Houston, and I'm
afraid 1 was terribly disappointed in the
film's construction. As it progressed. Alien
began to remind me more and more of those
old, grade B science fiction movies of the
fifties that used to appear on ''Weird" or
**Creature Features’....Well, I have subscrib-
ed to Heavy Metal since it began, and I've

64 HEAVY METAL

had no reason to complain about the quality
of anything in Heavy Metal because most of
it is very good science fiction. But, Heavy
Metal did back something that was not adult
science fiction or even a very carefully craft-
ed science fiction thriller. John Boorman’s
Zardoz was adult science fiction. Flesh
Gordon, X-rated, was yet another. Alien
was, well, perhaps the best well-kept secret
“*lemon’’ picture ever produced.

““In Space No One Can Hear You
Scream.”” On Earth you can scream, as
everyone hears you scream: ‘‘Rip-off!!!"”
And I suppose Peter Finch, in his last film,
Nerwork, said it best: It is high time for the
long-abused ‘‘adult’’ audiences, the *‘silent
majority’’ who work hard, toil in the vine-
yards, pay their bills without complaining, it
is high time for this movie-going majority to
stick their heads out the windows and rell the
science fiction writers, writers of Hollywood
so intent on producing ‘‘nine- or ten-year-
old’ adult science fiction movies with just
oodles and even more oodles of Star Wars
special effects, *‘I'm as mad as hell and I'm
not going to take it anymore!!!”’ Not at $4.,
not at $5, not even at $6.

Henning Fernstrom
Houston, Texas

Fellow Creatures:

It is with much interest that | note the
appearance of the illustrated story “*Alien™
in your May magazine. It is with equal
interest that I find the book Alien readily
available for purchase in my local bookstore.
But whose story is it? Your credits are for
Walt Simonson and Archie Goodwin. The
novel 1s by Alan Dean Foster. It says on the
book that the story is by Dan O’Bannon and
Ronald Shusett.

As every fan has the right o think of
himself as a potential writer, so has the
media the need to give credit where due to
the creator of an idea. Please give credence
to this request for a clearer background as an
encouragement to future creative attempts in
the field.

Michael R. Menard
Fayetteville. N.C.

Dear Michael:

Here's the scoop: Alien first appeared as
the screenplay by Dan O’Bannon and Ron
Shusetr. Alan Dean Foster wrote the novel-
ization, and Simonson and Goodwin the il-
lustrated version. The novel and the illus-
trated story are both based on O’Bannon
and Shusett’s original screenplay.—The Eds.

2

/‘/‘(I EA 7

S0, KANE, HOW Do You
LIKE LIVING WITH A FACE
HUGGING HAND CREATURE
ON YoUR FACET?




FROM A LOST LAND OF DRAGONS, A LEGEND TAKES FLIGHT

DRAGONWORILD

A NEW EPIC FANTASY BY BYRON PREISS AND J. MICHAEL REAVES

L
‘

A 560-PAGE FANTASY EXPERIENCE WITH OVER FIGHTY PAGES
OF ILLUSTRATION BY AWARD-WINNING JOSEPH ZUCKER

‘Dragonworid goes far beyond the flashy pyrotechnics of contem-
porary fantasy and fantasy illustration. Joe Zucker is a superlative and
original illustrator, and he reveals an astonishing gift for infusing a
richness of character into his pictures, which do justice to Byron
Preiss and J. Michael Reaves’ compelling story.”

— Maurice Sendak

A limited, hardcover edition of 1,000 copies of Dragonworld may be
ordered through the accompanying coupon. Each copy will contain
a signed, hand-tipped bookplate. Regular 6” x 97 trade paperback
edition will be published in September by Bantam Books.

Enclosed is $15.95 + 95¢ (postage and handling) for a signed, hard-
cover edition of Dragonworld. 1 understand that the book will be
shipped in October 1979. 10-79

Name

Address

City, State, Zip

Orders and checks should be addressed to
Heavy Metal Books
635 Madison Avenue New York, N.Y. 10022
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There is so little time to set down a record of
these events, which began so very long ago. | must
commit to writing a recollection of my work and
leave it to my colleague, Peter.

Two thousand years are many generations to
man, though a mere fortnight in the time of the
Old Ones; but now the time of revelations is at
hand. The Great Ones will again reign, and I alone
hold the key to vague and secret visions of dim
gulfs beyond this world, gulfs of memories lurking
in an infinite time when man wasn't a glimmer of
thought in the mind's eye of the Creators. | now
alone have in my possession the book that holds the
solution to the puzzle. and all the Runic symbols
have been translated. revealing the hidden way
across the void, through time and space, to the
multidimensional worlds. For twice a millennium,
these words have held the Other's worlds at bay
and kept the secret of Their lost eons within Their
own realm. | alone have the secret to the door that
holds the Great Old Ones in prison, and the key to
the gateway, and | shall be the one to release Them
from Their bonds!

The hour draws near, and | must be concise in
my account.

It is unfortunate that most of humanity is too
restricted in mental vision to consider with patience
and intelligence those phenomena felt by only a
few psychologically sensitive individuals. The
well-known research scientist H.P. Lovecraft
wrote:

The most merciful thing in the world is the

inability of the human mind to correlate all its

contents. We live on a placid island of ignorance
in the midst of black seas of infinity, and it was
not meant that we should voyage far.

Quite possibly it is merciful to keep the human
beings who occupy this planet ignorant of their
surroundings, but 1 feel that man was meant to
voyage far! Men were meant to be gods, them-
selves, not to grovel like insects before some
invisible deity. Men of vast intellect know that
there is little distinction between the real and the
unreal, and that all things appear as they do only
through our conscious and subconscious mental
images of them.

I have been a dreamer and a visionary ever since
my childhood, a time of loneliness and solitude in
which | leamed to develop my keen eye for the
truth. It was a time well spent, pouring over the
ancient tomes that filled my uncle’s library in that
chateau in the heart of the Black Forest, sixty
kilometers south of Stuttgart, where I came to
reside shortly after my birth. I never knew my
parents. My mother died while giving me life, and
my father was killed six months before 1 was born.
The precise cause and particulars of his death I
have never been able to ascertain, and to this day
they remain a mystery to me. Whenever | queried
my uncle about those events, he merely stated that
there were some things that I was not meant to
know.

Close by my childhood home lies a dark. wooded
hollow that held no special meaning to me in my
formative years, but Time, that enemy of all
creatures on this planet, played a cruel and vicious
trick on me, and it was this specific area that would
bring me back to my home many years later.

In my youth I led a sheltered life and knew little

of the outside world,
political conventions of our time, and consequently
I was quite ignorant when the word **depression”
was first mentioned in my presence. | didn’t take
much notice when the supply of oil for our lamps
and stoves became scarce and later nonexistent, nor
was | concerned by the loss of our servants. The
day that really started me on my blackened path
was the day when my uncle informed me, in the
presence of two uniformed men, that I had been
chosen by the government to spend an undeter-
mined length of time in one of their youth camps.
My uncle, now shackled by poverty that provided
little above the level of dire want, had been
prevented from maintaining his estate in its pris-
tine splendor and was forcing his closest relative to
join the Nazi ranks.

I was suddenly and brutally taken from my
sheltered world into one of strife and horror.

The physical world is very cruel, but not half as
cruel as the beings who occupy it. This was the
lesson I learned early in Berlin, while becoming a
young officer. Because of my superior intellect, I
acquired knowledge at a tremendous pace and made
a fast climb through the military ranks. But my
very superiority made me the subject of almost
constant harassment by my fellow students. Also
my naiveté about social standards was a hindrance.
and | was forced to defend myself with my only
weapon, my intellect.

Thus | rose to high rank faster than the others.
Upon reaching the age of adulthood, I was awarded
the title of lieutenant and released from the youth
corps, adomed with medals and honors. Then it
was a simple matter for me to rise even higher,
putting the ranks of captain, major, and colonel
easily within my grasp.

The elevation of my status was very important to
me at this stage of my life, for rank gave me the
power | desired above anything else. But rank
brought to me something that I didn’t want: respon-
sibility. 1 still sought a certain solitude, but it
became impossible to attain as my duties became
more and more time-consuming.

Then, in 1939, I found myself in a war of
grotesque proportions. 1 waded knee deep in the

blood of my fellow human beings, and witnessed

atrocities the nature of which I find impossible to
blacken the pages of this ledger with. The war was
a hell ending in an afternoon of cataclysmic disas-
ter. It would be my last battle, and I would return
home again to the Black Forest, but not to attend a
welcome-home and reunion.

My uncle had died, and his chateau had been
awarded to the state in payment for back taxes. 1
had been sent to establish a field command in the
mansion, which was now but a skeleton of its
former self. Of the entire structure, the library was
the most intact. The shelves were almost bare of
books, and the roof had acquired a hole that
allowed the rain to pour in, ruining the carpet and
hardwood floor. 1 found some candles in a desk,
and by their light we formed our battle plans.

We made the chateau our base of operations in
hopes of preparing a defense against the approach-
ing allied forces. In the dark, wooded hollow of my
childhood raged a battle of tremendous violence. |
held my small command in the house for three days

let alone the social and

and nights, but on the afternoon of the fourth day,
the allies overpowered our army in the hollow.
They advanced without finding me and my few
surviving comrades in the cellar beneath the
mansion.

The next day we stole from our hiding place and
left the estate. The black woods had run red with
blood, and the bodies of hundreds of dead men
covered the ground.

We slowly made our way through the forests to a
hospital that had once been a schoolhouse, outside
Stuttgart. Needless to say, I was shocked to find
that I had been in a state of near coma, and that the
march had actually taken us over several weeks to
complete, though the trek had seemed like no more
than a few days to me. During that time, the war
had come to an abrupt end, and I was no less
surprised and pleased to leamn that the army as |
knew it no longer existed.

In the bed next to mine was a man who had lost
both arms at the shoulders in a mortar bombard-
ment. Yet, he seemed ecstatically happy. ‘*We just
received the news,’’ he cried. ‘‘Hitler has killed
himself, and the Devil has departed with him!
Germany is free from the evil at last!"

I didn’t have the heart to enlighten the poor soul.

As 1 lay there recuperating, the words of the
mutilated soldier kept ringing in my mind. *‘Hitler
is dead, and the Devil has departed with him."" |
saw the horrors around me in the tiny hospital, men
dying and disfigured from war, and I kept wonder-
ing if this had to be. Why doesn’t man have control
over his fate? Why must we serve unseen gods, and
grovel like slaves our entire lives?

And there was something else, a passage I had
read in my youth, that kept flowing in and out of
my thoughts, something I had read in my uncle’s
library. These words seemed to temper my spirit
and give me a new strength, the realization of a
new purpose to my life. The words began to
become clearer, seeming almost to spell out in my
mind:

In his house in R'Lyeh dead Cthulhu waits
dreaming.

Although my purpose wasn't totally defined, my
soul was reborn in the knowledge that I had to
examine the old books and parchments that once
graced my uncle's house. The quest took me to
countless libraries across Europe. | became a pro-
fessor at a university in Austria, which allowed me
to amass enough money to buy back my ancestorial
home.

It took fifteen years to acquire the money to buy
back the chateau, and within that time, I made one
of the three important discoveries I was destined to
make in my life. 1 had come upon a rare find, a
handwritten, Latin translation of the Necronomicon.
It had been sent to me by a former colleague who
had taken a teaching position at the University of
Heidelberg. How he came upon the book, 1 do not
know, for it was sent to me with only a hand-
scrawled note proclaiming that [ should be very
interested in the contents of the package.

I spent all my free time pouring over the text,
and it was one evening in my small study at the
university that I stumbled upon the location of the
gateway. My translation was certain, and the more
involved | became in my investigations, the more |

THE ALCHEMIST'S NOTEBOOK

by David Hurd and William Baetz

“The Alchemist's Notebook," by David Hurd and William Baetz, is an excerpt from the novelization of the upcoming movie, The Cry
of Cthuthu, from Paramount Pictures (to be released during the summer of 1981).
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verified my conclusions. Many so-called antiquar-
ians have theorized about the gateway's location,
some believing it to be in Malaya, while one
resident professor at the Miskatonic University in
America has gone so far as to place it exactly in a
group of nineteen islands off the Malabar Coast.
Another Japanese investigator said it was in
Burma, on the Plateau of Leng, guarded for ages
by the tcho-tcho people and their guru. Another
Asian scholar stated that it is near Africa, just
fourteen miles off the Skeleton Coast. But I alone
know the true location of the great dimensional
prison where the Old One has been forced to dwell,
and | have located that dimensional gateway to the
realm of N'Kai, outside Stuttgart, in the Black
Forest of Germany!

Upon acquiring the finances necessary for my
physical comforts, I retired from the teaching
profession and took up residence in the once august
chateau. The proud house was a painful sight. The
ancient tower of the library was torn and open to
the winds, and the central framing of the house was
crumbling under the slow, yet mighty pressures of
time.

I boarded up all the openings but one, which I
left for an entrance and exit. |1 had little need of
money, for the house was paid for, the forests
yielded an endless supply of firewood and meat,
and the surrounding vegetation provided many
roots and herbs to sustain me.

Now twenty-five years have passed, and in that
time | have left my estate but twice. The first
departure was only a week after I settled in at the
manor, when I made a brief journey to Heidelberg
to make arrangements for the transportation of my
many books and research notes, as well as the other
articles needed for my lifelong pursuit.

My second excursion didn’t come until five years
later, when | made a long journey by train to the
coastal town of Bremerhaven, where | was to meet
with a sailor who hailed from the New England
port town of Innsmouth.

I met the man outside his dingy hotel on the
waterfront. He was a strange person, who stood
and carried himself in an almost deformed way. He
couldn’t have been over five feet in height when
standing erect, but of this I cannot be certain, for
he always stood slightly bent over and stooped-
shouldered. When | first approached him, he spoke
to me in jerking, almost watery tones. Although I
found this person utterly revolting, [ pressed on,
because | had been assured, through my correspon-
dence with the Guild of Black Magicians, that this
being possessed one of the five missing Dead Sea
scrolls: and this particularly rare find could possibly
be the key to the gateway.

We went inside a bar next to the hotel to
negotiate over schnapps. The establishment was
dark and full of assorted groups of sinister-looking
figures whose features were lost to me in the dim
light and smoke. The noise of laughing and shout-
ing was grating on my sensitive nerves. After five
years of solitude in the Black Forest, a crowded
barroom was like a visit to hell for me; and if my
quest had been of any minor significance, | would
surely have stood up and run from the premises.

Two of the many prostitutes found their way to
our table and began to solicit our favors, but I
shook them off. They sneered at us, calling us
‘‘queers,”’ and the bile rose in my throat. One of
the girls looked down at my companion, who
averted his head so she could not make out his
features. She seemed to give a little shudder, and
then she and her friend quickly sought other
customers.

The whore had been correct in finding my
associate's features to be shuddersome. His bulging
eyes seemed almost to glow in the dim light of the
bar, and at one particularly heated point in our

conversation, | thought that they would ejaculate
from their sockets. His lips were thick and his face
was very pale, almost repulsive with its loose skin
and flab.

My money supply being low, I tried to appeal to
his sense of humanity, and ended up by making a
false plea for science and mankind. I explained to
the strange gentleman that my purpose in obtaining
the scroll was to enlighten the world with the
knowledge that could be acquired from it. The only
response | received from him was a swilling of his
liquor, a process that was most nauseating, because
when he drank, his large lips curved in and became
a slash across his face, giving the impression that
he was lipless. After he emptied the contents of his
glass, he glared straight at me and uttered a series
of unintelligible sounds that ended with the phrase:
“*‘Moron, | want the stone..."

I had in my possession what | considered to be
nothing more than a good-luck piece, a small star-
shaped stone that my family believed gave the
possessor some imaginary protection from evil. My
uncle had told me legends of this relic, which he
called the Ancient Star Stone of Mnar. It was said
to have been over six thousand years old, having
been handed down through countless generations of
my family; and it was for this reason I didn’t care
to use it as a bargaining tool.

But it was obviously the only item of exchange
the seafarer from Innsmouth cared for. so I was
finally obliged to offer it to him. To my utter
astonishment, the creature eagerly snatched the
stone from my grasp. My astonishment increased
when, for the brief moment our hands touched. |
noticed the fine webbing of skin between each of
his fingers: and the cold and slimy feel of his skin
made me draw my own hand away in reaction.

I watched this person from Innsmouth hold the
star-shaped stone in his trembling hand and stare
with bugging eyes at the rough-textured surface.
Then, before I knew what was happening, he
slapped down a long metal tube and, bounding
from the table and upsetting his chair, literally ran
from the bar with the stone still clutched in his
hands.

My first impulse was to open the tube on the
spot, but common sense and the knowledge of the
pirates and criminals all around me overcame my
eagemess, and | stood and walked calmly from the
dark establishment. 1 headed back to my own
room, which was located in a more residential
section of town. Upon arriving, I wasted no time in
uncapping both ends of the metal tube. From
within was emitted an odor of dank sea air and
dead oceans, which almost overpowered me. Roll-
ed up inside the tube was a thin, yellowed piece of
parchment, which I made haste to remove. The
scroll emerged from the tube unharmed and intact.

Upon a quick but careful scrutiny of the ancient
parchment, I knew my search had ended. This
document wan't only a likely prospect for the key
to the gateway, it was the key in every sense of the
word. In lieu of a better term, this scroll was a
“‘blueprint’’ for the construction of a most incredi-
ble device. Horizontal and vertical bands of hiero-
glyphics formed a border on all four sides of the
scroll, and at the center, in perfect clarity, was a
detailed drawing of the machine.

My enthusiasm would have been overwhelming
had it not been for the strange, gnawing feeling I
was harboring at the moment. The reaction of the
man in the bar had been very strange indeed, and I
couldn’t help but feel a pawn in a much greater
game than [ could begin to know.

In my remaining years at the chateau, I dwelt
apart from the outside world, but I did not dwell
alone. In that now singularly evil-looking wooded
hollow that had at one time held for me the
memories of a happy childhood were hundreds of

unmarked graves, wherein lay the last remaining
vestiges of my fellow soldiers. If a human being
lacks the fellowship of the living, he inevitably
draws upon the companionship of things that are
not.

For a while, I went about naming them, and
when weather permitted, I would sit amongst them
as | had years before at my lecturn in Austria and
discuss my research problems. Through the years
we became great friends, they the classmates and |
their instructor,and thus I didn't feel the least
uncomfortable in asking them to give up the only
possession remaining to them in this physical world.
You see, it was about this time that I was experi-
encing one of my most difficult problems. | was
attempting the construction of the machine, which
consisted primarily of gold, silver, and small
mirrors.

The mirrors were no problem. for the chateau
walls were adorned with them, and I had time to
fashion tools and learn to cut the glass to the exact
specifications of the plan. Only a small quantity of
silver was needed, and I owned an old silver teapot
that provided more than enough of the precious
metal.

The gold presented the problem. The ma-
chine was predominantly gold in its construc-
tion, and there was none to be found anywhere on
my estate or the surrounding grounds. The thought
of seeking employment in order to acquire the
money to purchase the gold was totally distasteful
to me. My solitude had become very dear to me,
and any contact with the outside world, no matter
how temporary, was an unbearable thought.

It was at this moment of despair that | tumed to
my friends for help. I put the question to them,
and, being such close friends as we were, it was
not considered rude of me to take something they
had no further use for. It took several months to
extract all the gold from their teeth. Finally, I
removed the gold bridgework from the right side of
my own mouth, both as an act of good faith to my
friends and to acquire the last bit necessary to
complete my task.

Three years elapsed in the construction of the
device. I cut and shaped hundreds of pieces of
mirrored glass to obtain the five pieces | finally
used on the machine. My uncle’'s woodbuming
stove would glow red hot, sometimes being used
from sunup to sundown. | fashioned a small kiln
within the oven, and melted the silver and gold to
fashion the various components; and many times |
had to melt the articles down a second, third, and
even fourth time before the proper molds could be
achieved.

Once the machine was complete, a wave of
depression came over me unlike anything I had felt
since the war. Although my version of the ancient
device was built to perfection, it still lacked two
important parts, the likes of which I could not
decipher from the plans. I again tumed to the Guild
of Black Magicians for guidance. | made an exact
copy of the scroll containing the plan, and mailed it
to my correspondent for advice.

As the weeks passed,l began to question the
wisdom of my actions, but my doubts were allev-
iated when one moming there came a knock on my
door and [ was greeted by you, Peter, carrying the
carved, wooden box under your arm. The carvings
on the box were similar to those of ancient Hyper-
borean hieroglyphics I had seen in the Book of
Eibon, but the combination of symbols was un-
familiar to me. You can imagine the wonder and
utter amazement I felt when, after my brief con-
versation with you and a quick scrutiny of the
contents of the box, I found that you had produced
the missing components.

I broke out an old bottle of brandy | had been
saving, and after a few hours and several drinks, |
brought you up to date on my research, and you
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in tum informed me of your activities since our
brief correspondence a few years before.

As the evening passed, | became careless with
my emotions. So long had I been starved for
human companionship, that our relationship flow-
ered in that one evening of drunkenness. Soon I was
eagerly agreeing to a part-time association with
you, and we even went so far as to make a pact on
paper, decreeing our determination to resolve the
mysteries of the universe.

The months that followed were the happiest |
had known since childhood. You would visit for
short durations, and we would exchange notes. |
still felt that in no way was my beloved solitude
being violated. Although you moved to neigh-
boring Valsbach, your business would keep you
away at Stuttgart for weeks at a time. Peter, you
were always candid in discussing your business
matters, and I did not care to delve into your
professional life.

It was during the span of one of those weeks that
I made the third discovery. The strange hiero-
glyphics that decorated the box that contained the
components to my appliance had taken on a curious
appeal. They were in no way decipherable by any
of the writings in the Book of Eibon, nor were they
similar to those that appeared in the diagram | had
acquired from the Innsmouth sailor. I had a feeling
that their translation would open new vistas in my
research.

It was quite by accident that I finally discovered
their meaning. There were few books left in my
uncle’s library—one in particular that had never

held any appeal to me. It was Berlitz's Ancient

History of Britton. The volume was written in
English, in which 1 was well versed, but | had no
desire to acquaint myself with that subject, until
one afternoon when I knocked the book from its
shelf while searching for another volume. When |
reached down to pick the book from the floor, I
was shocked to find the same hieroglyphics adom-
ing an open page! After an excited examination, |
found the symbols to be Runic in origin, and I
further learned that they had been carved ages ago
on the figurines at Stonehenge.

With the aid of the Berlitz book, I was able to
translate the symbols in only three days.

The first part of the translation was familiar to
me, but the second section, though following
similar poetic lines as the first, was totally new,
and lifted a veil from my eyes.

The translation read:

In his house in R'Lyeh dead Cthulhu waits

dreaming.

The second verse read:

Beneath the Earth in lightless N’ Kai, Yath-Notep

lives imprisoned.

After nearly forty years of collecting threads of
information on the Commorium Cycle, N'Kai, and
Cthulhu, the fabric of the studies was finally, and
for the first time, beginning to weave itself into a
pattern. Even that immortal passage from the
Necronomicon took on a more profound meaning in
the light of my investigations:

That is not dead which can eternal lie,

And in strange eons even death may die.

Cthulhu waits dreaming. Yath-Notep lives. They
both remain, eternal.

But what was Yath-Notep, a name unfamiliar to
me? It had to be one of the lost Old Gods of
Hyperborea, banished with Tsathoggua and the
others by the Elder who caused the Great
Cataclysm. Yath-Notep could only be the missing
link in the two cycles, but the intent of such a deity
clouded my imagination.

Through the generations of research and cere-
monial incantations, could the cults of the Ancient
Ones have been appealing to the wrong sources
when attempting to find the link between the
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dimensions? When the third and last line of hiero-
glyphics on the ancient box was translated by my
hand, the transparent simplicity of it all was a
shock to me.

With this translation, I now hold the secrets to
unlock the gateway. The others have been fools to
profess that they knew the time, the place, and the
secret. | know that it is here and now, and I shall
stand next to the Masters as They again reign, as
They conquer by fear this world that is rightfully
Theirs. 1 will be the most powerful of men, and
even the Chief Council of Nine to the Guild of
Black Magicians will kneel at my feet and worship
me as their savior and king. The new time of the
Great Old Ones will begin soon, and I shall be the
one to lead Him forth from the dimensional prison
in which He has been forced to dwell for the eons,
imprisoned by the Unknown Elder One who took
heed of the pitiful cries of the ancient races. The
world will be ours, and the way will be littered
with mankind...pitiful man!

The entire conflict between the Great Race and
the Ancient Ones became clear to me, along with
the incredible fact that a single Old One had
escaped the terrible wrath of the Elder Beings when
they banished the Ancient Ones from our universe,
long before the first timid mammal was born; one
who yet lived to haunt the Elder Beings...and that
was Yath-Notep, fierce demon god of Hyperborea'

The ancient lands of Atlantis, Lemuria, and
Hyperborea became decadent and worshipped evil
until the Elder who watched our world was forced

to take actions against these races. To punish them,
the Elder Being caused the Great Cataclysm and
sunk Atlantis and Lemuria beneath the oceans and
ice. Hyperborea was destroyed by earthquakes and
great bursts of fire that erupted from the bowels of
the earth itself. It was at this time that the minions
of the Old Ones were sent to the inner dimension of
black N'Kai to dwell in hell until the Elder Being
took pity and released them.

The Unknown One of the Elder Race used this
machine. the wonder that | now possess. to im-
prison the Old One. And, as it was captured, so
shall I open the dimensional gateway and release
the great dark thing to cry out to the multidimensional
planes to the Ancient Ones. First shall come the
minions: Dagon and the Deep Ones, Yibb-Tsill and
the Gaunts of Dark Night, Yig and his serpent
children of Valusia, and all the others. Then shall
follow the six Old Ones, Themselves: Cthulhu.
foremost of the Old Gods on Earth; Azathoth, most
powerful Ancient One.who blasphemes at the core
of infinity; Yog-Sothoth, the all-in-one and con-
queror of the space-time gate; Shub-Niggurth, the
black goat of the woods with a thousand young:
Hastur, the unspeakable; and Ithaqua, the wind
walker. They shall come again to regain Their
thrones!

It is a great risk that I take. Will They favor me
to stand beside Them in Their new domain, or send
me into a black murk of screaming slavery with the
rest of the human race? But without my aid, They
must remain prisoners of Their fate for eons more,
and perhaps for etemnity. And what if, after some
undetermined length of time, They were to find
Themselves thrust back once again behind those
dimensional barriers? Would They not need my
assistance to battle the Elder Beings and release
Them again from the prisons? Yes, I feel that | am
valuable to Them, and that They will make me a
new Lord among Their timeless deity. I shall be
immortal with the Old Ones, and They will let me
rule over this planet. Nothing will stand in my
way! | hold the secrets! I have interpreted that
which the Elder Being has written! 1 know the
powers behind the machine. I know the scientific
secrets that come from the time of the Elder Race
on Earth, when they lived here in Kadath, a
metropolis that once covered the entire world.

The Great Race came to our world from beyond
the stars. They found that the universe was beauti-
ful and promising, but that it was ruled by their
adversaries, the Old Ones. The Elder Beings knew
that if this universe was ever to be inhabited by
new life, first the Ancient Ones had to be banished.

The Great War followed, wherein the Old Ones
were defeated and the Great Race could enjoy the
beauty and wonders of our time and space. Eventu-
ally they came to dwell on Earth, a particularly rich
planet with incredible potential. They brought with
them many races from other worlds and times, and
among these prehistoric creatures. man evolved.

The Great Race left the world to man and the
others. and only one Elder Being remained behind.
It is said by some that He still lives, existing on the
Plateau of Leng in Burma. It was this being who's
wrath at the world caused the Cataclysm, and it
was by means of the machine that he opened the
inner dimension, to imprison Yath-Notep and His
minions.

Through placid ignorance, man remained earth-
bound. As I mentioned earlier in my account, it is
my opinion that men were meant to be gods. But
these snivelling creatures will wallow in slime and
squirm in slavery as subjects to the Great Old Ones
when | release Them from Their bonds. No longer
will I be forced to view man as he abuses this
world!

All these thoughts rushed in on me in what was
to be the most lucid moment of my life. My brain
reeled in giddy elation at the third deciphered line



that lay before me. The words caused this series of
thoughts to come crashing in upon my mind, and
the pattern came together. There, impossible as it
may seem, was my destiny laid bare before me.
My translation was correct, and after checking it
with Berlitz for the third time, my hands trembled
so that I could scarcely hold the paper it was
written on. I set it on the table before me, and sat
down to ponder my fate.

You see, the last translation read:

Mu’ Lor Imprisoned Yath-Notep.

Only Mu’Lor can release the Ancient One

from the tomb.

Mu’Lor was the Elder Being who found Yath-
Notep and sent Him to black N'Kai. Only Mu'Lor,
the Elder One, can open the gateway and set Yath-
Notep free.

. And sure as my name is Heinrich Muller, so am
I a descendant of Mu’Lor, the unknown Elder One!

To people lacking the clear and distinct vision I
possess, it might seem that these writings were the
‘ravings of a madman, but is it not so that there are
legends older than man? How then did we come by
them, if some intelligent force apart from man
didn’t convey them to this world? Of course, man
has transformed them and molded them to conform
to his own notions of the universe. Yet, the ancient
writings still exist and the age-old legends of man’s
early history, vague and unconnected as they may
seem, remain everlasting through the generations.

But for all the ages of man, there have been few
who knew the truth, the ones who dedicated their
entire beings to the discovery of the power and the
truth....the secrets of demonology and **Satan,’” as
man so foolishly labeled It. If the world knew, or
even had the slightest conception of the different
dimensions and worlds beyond ours, it would
welcome the imaginary devil it has created, with
open arms.

Those dark brotherhoods consisting of alche-
mists, sorcerers, and magicians who worked and
fought through the decades for the power and truth
are all pitiful failures compared to me. The know-
ledge of Yath-Notep's existence is mine alone, and
with this knowledge my power will be built, and
when the time is at hand, I will open the
gateway. -

Such was the direction in which my thoughts had
carried me nearly a month ago, as I began to set the
stage for my final act in this world.

I received a letter from the Guild pertaining to a
recent seminar about my studies. | believe these
fools take delight in disagreeing with me at every
turn. Now they chose to argue about the time of the
Cosmic Elations. They say the time will be in the
fall, on the night of Satan and His hosts. | proclaim
that it will be upon Midsummer's Eve, and the
fools will soon know that they are wrong.

I decided to test my theories. One evening, I
made everything ready in my cellar laboratory
beneath the chateau. The powders burned fiery
orange in the clay um, and the machine gleamed
yellow in the light. It was only one meter in height,
and rested easily on top of an old, wooden table.
Never before had I dared to activate the device, nor
had I even attempted to place the two artifacts in
their matching receptacles. But now the two pieces
were in place, and I reached out to pull the serpent-
handled lever—exactly like the one used so many
decades ago in ancient Hyperborea by the Elder
One to put this machine to its horrible and devas-
tating use.

There came a sudden humming and vibrating,
and the mirrors began to spin and turn at odd
angles. The device needed no fuel or electrical
power to run, and | doubt that I will ever know
what powers fed it. The mirrors spun faster, and
the vibrations were not unlike the drone of thou-
sands of bees. The glass began to reflect the light

from the burning powders in the umn, causing -

orange fingers of light to streak about the room and
make strange patterns on the rafters of my subter-
ranean laboratory. )

I was wearing the traditional robes of the Hyper-
borean alchemists. In awe, 1 stepped forward and
began the incantations and geometric signs that
were called for on the scroll. First | chanted the
traditional words from the Book of Eibon, as
spoken by the countless sorcerers throughout the
ages; then | began the ritual from Britton, as
practiced by the magicians of old England. I listed
the Great Old Ones and voiced salutations to each
in tum. My voice boomed loudly in the vaults
below my home, and at times it would seem a
tempest raged forth from my lips to shake the
supporting timbers. Dust cascaded down all around.

Soon, a sensation came over me as if | was
observing these events from afar, and not actually
participating. I saw myself raise my hands to the
heavens, and heard the succession of words I knew
so well echo back to me: ‘‘Kiah...Kiah...Rignum
Azathoth! Kai...Kai...Rignum Hastur..."" and the
rest.

I formed the nine angles with my hands.
**Kraken . . . Poiseiden . . . Sabazios . . . Typhon
... Dagon . . . Setheh . . . Xicarph . . . Cthulhu!™

But I was careful in my experiment not to utter
the name of Yath-Notep, for this was only a test,
and Midsummer's Eve was still a month away. It
was not yet the time, and I shudder to think what
might have happened had 1 completed the
ceremony.

I stood there and took the experiment to those
limits, and soon | was rewarded with a taste of the
powers | commanded. The cellar filled with a
brilliant light, and the mirrors glowed with the
approaching power. Then, I saw a gray-green mist
begin to form on the floor of the vault. The very
earth shook, and | saw the form begin to take a
hideous shape. The mists began to glow green, and
I felt the ground beneath my feet begin to swell and
rupture. The form was taking a different shape. and
I knew I was about to set free one of the servants of
the Old Ones. I was about to unleash a shoggoth!

The shape began to filter up past the rafters and
actually through the ceiling. 1 knew that if I
continued, the gateway would open and release this
thing into the world. But it was not the time!

I watched the shape and the beams of light from
the machine as they both fed off the stars in the
cosmos above. I could actually see past the house
and into the night sky as the power grew upon the
starlight.

Suddenly, there came a cry of impending fury
from the creature that was taking form. The sound
was so immense that [ screamed in mental pain
along with the thing. The cellar was filling with
other shapes, and mists were oozing from the floor.
The minions were gathering—shoggoths, night
gaunts, pilot demons, serpent men, ready to come
forth and make way for their Master.

But the time was not right!

I had to act before I lost my senses. | began to
actually feel the repulsive, jellylike substance of
the great shoggoth as it lurched from below. The
thing was trying to stop me from sending it back! I
literally fell on the table, almost upsetting the
machine, which was glowing as if red hot. As I
touched it, I expected to be bumed, but was
surprised to find it was cool and solid. I pulled the
lever on the device and fell to the floor. Im-
mediately the room was plunged into darkness. The
fire in the urn went out as if a gust of wind had
entered the chamber, and the rays from the stars
ceased as suddenly as they had come.

An incredible horror came over me. I was
plunged into total blackness and could not see if |
had acted in time to send the creatures back to the
prison dimension.

I remained there on the floor for a long time and
listened. There came no sound but my own violent
breathing. Presently 1 stood up and groped around
in the dark until I found a box of matches.

As the light flared, I quickly looked around the
chamber. I found everything to be as it was before
I had begun my experiment, with one exception.
On the floor, beneath my feet, was a long, thin
crack that extended three- quarters of the way across
the room.

Several days later | was visited by you, Peter. |
did not tell you then of my test, nor did 1 say
anything about my certainty that the time was at
hand. I did not want to tell you, Peter, of my
intentions, until I had opened the gateway. I
wanted no one to try to stop me, and there was
something about your manner that I did not trust.
Forgive me, my friend, for now that the gateway is
open and the confusion is past, I know that you
have found your way to my home and found this
ledger. Now you, too, know the truth, and you
may join me on the throne I now possess. We will
make this world right, together, and no one will be
as powerful. The Old Ones will rejoice and leave
us to rule our planet while they regain their
command over the vast universe. The human race
will be our slaves, and we will command them to
live as we choose.

Somehow 1 felt comforted in keeping Yath-
Notep a secret from you, Peter. Still, | suspect you
knew more than you let on. But now all is told, and
I am going to complete my task tonight, and open
the gateway.

I know that I must have a stronger will tonight
than I had on that night a month ago, for I must not
let the horrors of the moment of revelations over-
come me again. They will last only for a short
time, and then will come the joy of standing next to
the Masters and taking my rewards.

I have maintained the machine and made all

necessary repairs. Suprisingly, I have not seen you
since your last visit two weeks ago. This doesn’t
disturb me, however, for solitude gave me the time
necessary to prepare everything for tonight's
rituals.
- Everything is now in place. The machine is in
position and all the components are present. The
powders are in the urn, ready to be ignited, and I
shall don the robe once more.

This time the incantations will be complete, and
I will call Yath-Notep to come forth from His
chamber, and set loose his master, Cthulhu, who
will call out to the Ancient Ones, shattering Their
astral bonds and bringing them back to our world.

It is late and I feel the power building. I can hear
the calling from the cosmos. I havn't much time
left. My heart is pounding fast with anticipation
and excitement. Oh, may | have the strength to
face the onslaught of tonight’s final ritual!

The hour is almost at hand. | have very little
time to note more, before | descend to my laborato-
ry below. I have donned the alchemist’s robe, and |
have the books of words. My hand shakes as |
write.

1 will take this ledger with me to the cellar so |
may make accounts of my last minutes as a mortal.

(Author’s note: The rest of the account of
Heinrich Muller was vague and very hard for us to
translate into English. The following is all we
could make out....)

It is done. I have again completed the ritual.

The machine is working.

That hole...Oh Lord, that hole...those things
coming from...

What have | done...

I see it now, it has taken form. It is a hand...
a giant hand and it is pointing down at me....

HEAVY METAL 73



b 4 ? ? They saw that the trail ended—or rather. reversed-—where the Whatleys

1 e : =i A used to build their hellish fires and chant their hellish rituals on Hollowmas
 The DUNWICH HORROR

CONTINUED FROM PAOE 24

Thursday night at about three A.M., all the party telephones rang  There was no longer any house, and amongst the ruins nothing living or dead
tremulously. Those who picked up their receivers heard a fright-mad could be discovered. The Elmer Fryes had been erased from Dunwich.
voice shriek out, ““Help, oh, my Gawd!"" ... A hastily assembled group

of armed men trudged out to the Frye place.

In the meantime, in Arkham, the curious manuscript of Wilbur Whatley  He fortified himself with the lore of cryptography: and, on November 26,
had caused much worry and bafflement among the experts in languages: 1916, the first passage he translated proved to be highly disquieting.
the old ledger was finally given wholly into the charge of Dr. having been written, as he remembered, by a child of three and a half:
Armitage.
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TODAY LEARNED THE AKLO FOR
THE SABAOTH, WHICH DID NOT
LIKE, IT BEING ANSWERABLE
FROM THE HILL AND NOT FROM
THE AIR. THAT UPSTAIRS MORE
AHEAD OF ME THAN | THOUGHT
IT WOULD BE, AND IS NOT LIKE
TO HAVE MUCH EARTH BRAIN.
THEY FROM THE AIR TOLD ME AT
SABBAT THAT IT WILL BE YEARS
BEFORE 1 CAN CLEAR OFF THE
EARTH, AND | GUESS GRAND-
FATHER WILL BE DEAD THEN, SO
I SHALL HAVE TO LEARN ALL
THE ANGLES OF THE PLANES AND
ALL THE FORMULAS BETWEEN
THE YR AND THE NHHNGR. THEY
FROM OUTSIDE WILL HELP, BUT
THEY CANNOT TAKE BODY WITH-
OUT HUMAN BLOOD. THAT
UPSTAIRS LOOKS IT WILL HAVE
THE RIGHT CAST. I CAN SEE IT A
LITTLE WHEN 1 MAKE THE
VOORISH SIGN. | WONDER HOW 1
SHALL LOOK WHEN THE EARTH
IS CLEARED AND THERE ARE NO
EARTH BEINGS ON IT.

Moming found Dr. Armitage in a cold
sweat of terror and a frenzy of wakeful
concentration. He had not left the
manuscript all night.

T T R

Saturday afternoon he summoned Rice and
Morgan to the library for a conference.

STOP THEM, STOP THEM! THOSE
WHATLEYS MEANT TO LET THEM IN,
AND THE WORST OF ALL IS LEFT! TELL
RICE AND MORGAN WE MUST PO SOME-
THING--ITS A BLIND BUSINESS, BUT I
KNOW HOW TO MAKE THE POWPER... IT
HASN'T BEEN FED SINCE AUGLUST,
WHEN WILBUR CAME HERE TO HIS
PEATH, AND AT THAT RATE...

He spent the next five days and nights with Rice and Morgan,

copying diagrams and formulas from strange and terrible
volumes. Friday moming, the three set out for Dunwich,
arriving at about one in the afternoon, and learned immediate-
ly of the horror and annihilation wrought by the monster.




There were rumblings under
the hills that night, and, once
in a while, a wind would
bring a touch of ineffable
fetor such as all three of the
watchers had smelled once
before. Whatever was down
there in the glen was biding
its time.

hour later, a confused babel of voices sounded down the road.

IT WOULP BE SUICIPAL TO TRY
AND ATTACK IT IN THE PARK.

AGIN, AN' THIS TIME, BY DAY/ ITS AOU

[ OH, M GAWD, MY GAWD, IT'S A GOIN' i o
AN' A-MOVIN' THIS VERY MINLI.TE !

Armitage saw that the time for positive
action had come.

SOMETHIN'S HAPPENED UP AT !
THE BISHOP'S FARM. WE ALL
HEARD 'EM ON THE PHONE

LINE ! OLD SETH WAS SCREAMIN,
AN' CHAUNCENY AN' SALLY. AN’
THEN THERE WAS A TURRIBLE
CRASHIN' AN' A WHOLE FLOCK O'
SCREAMIN'. SCREAMIN...

|'r‘4 INVISIBLE, BUT THERE'S POWDER
N THIS, SPRAYER THAT MIGHT MAKF;
IT SHOW UP FOR A SECONE. TS A
FRIGHTFUL THING, BUT IT LA,N' AS
BAP A5 WHAT WILBLR WOULD HAVE
LED IN,IF HE'D LIVED? %&)
LEAD THE WAY TO BiSH M/

WE MUST FOLLOW IT, BOY",'- T 1%
THING 15 A THING OF WIZARDRY, BUT
I THIMNK I KNOW THE F!IC:HT K! D
<SPELL TO MAKE IT PISAPPEAR

OF

ot st =i an e




(8 SO A o AEE

THERE'S A GHORTC,UT ACROST THEQEWER HERE,
WADIN' THE BROOK THE LOW PL

CAE
AN' THE TlMBE? LO‘T BE

AN' CLIMBIN

After surveying the ruins of the Bishop's house, all tumed instinctively to the line of
horrible prints leading on to the altar-crowned slopes of Sentinel Hill.

The germ of panic seemed to spread among the seekers. In the
end, only the three men of Arkham ascended the mountain.

E.\AWU‘AL&':IGHT\' THE GRASS AN' BUSHES £

A-MONIN'' IT'S A- GOIN' urs LIKE—

CREEPIN'—UP TO THE TOP... HEAVEN ONLY
KNOWS WHAT FUR!




There was an instant's flash of gray cloud — about the size of a moderately large building...
Then...Great God Almighty! An abomination such as the eyes of man had never beheld!

Arriving at an elevated peak, Armitage adjusted the
device that would allow him to spray the magic powder

on the monster.




Without warning there came deep, cracked, raucous vocal
a singularly irregular rhythm quite unlike sounds unlike any ever born from a human throat.

As if they were unaware of the terrors  The whippoorwills began piping wildly, in
around them, the three scholars began to
chant a rhythmic incantation to lift the  that of the visible ritual.

spell

From what black wells of fear or
feeling, from what unplumbed
gulfs of extracosmic conscious-
ness or obscure, long-latent
heredity were those half-articulate
thunder-croakings drawn? And
among them were indisputably
English syllables!

The men of Dunwich were nearly asphyxiated by a lethal fetor. Dogs howled in the distance.
green grass and foliage wilted to a sickly yellow-gray. and over field and forest were scattered
the bodies of dead whippoorwills.




The vegetation never came right again. To this day there is something queer
and unholy about the growths on and around that fearsome hill...

e RS

-

T

Grave and quiet, the men of Arkham came
slowly down the mountain in the beams of a

aava : 1 BUT WHAT WAS (T, ANYHAOW, AN
once-more brilliant and untainted sunlight.

' HAOW-
EVER PID YOUNG WIZARD WHA‘TI..E.Y
CALL IT AOUT O' THE AIR IT COME

FROMZ

THE THING 15 GONE FOREVER. IT WAS
N IMPOSSIBILITY IN A NORMAL OI?LD

rr WA6 LIKE ITS FATHEE—AND MOST

IT HAS go e BACD HIAM il:l 6OME-

IT WAS -WELL-IT WAS MOSTLY A KINDG OF FORCE THAT DOESN'T

PART OF SPACE: ONE THAT ACTS AN
OTHER THAN THOSE OF o e e eH

APE-S IT’:'»EI.F B‘?EAW‘.'-
OUR SORT OF NATUR INGS LI
RACE _;L‘Se\b\_fr!af:lg c\?VCE)I'\NIG ;‘?J‘SLET IN—TAN&IBL‘\\' TOT}\*;IP% L KEAWAT Wy E.‘-\N
T C E I& ANDP BAST F
THE SAME REASON AEWILBUR—BLITSI'?QEAT HG 2 IT HA 6 P
E ow

GREATERE SHARE OF TH EoRT

You NE DN“I’ Asic
WIL.SU ALLED [T OUT OF THE AIR. HE PIPN'T CALL [T nﬁﬂs N
TJ‘/CF? BUT IT LOOKED NORE LIKE THE TA‘L'I-‘? TH #EDIQM'
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L GRAILWAR §

RICHARD MONACO _

IHlustrated by

wd McCaII ]ohnslon
N 7

The Grail War. Parsival, now in his mature years, is established as one of King
Arthur’s most noble knights. Yet the brutal murders of his wife and children force him
to interrupt his search for spiritual freedom, and again take up the sword. What ensues
is a passionate, enthralling saga—a worthy sequel to Richard Monaco’s bestselling
Parsival. Illlustrated. A Wallaby Book, from Pocket Books. Now on sale
everywhere.




N ALL OF HUMANITY, THE IRES FOR
I »@Aﬁ'ﬂmz N ArRIED ommv Aw
TEN, 700, THE PECULIARITIES OF
s/za.-s Far..r.ou/pnrr:e -s

5”’!’27 TOOTH WITH AN UNEXPLAN-
INPES., CHOCOLATE MARSHMALLOW /ICE
‘arﬁg_;ﬂ AMD MORWEGAN WO“EN ALWAYS AROLSE THEIR PEEFPEST

o

UT WHILE PROVIDENCE ASSIGNS A SWEET TOOTH 70 SOME,
THERE ARE THOSE WHOSE taTISNOTAs' FORTLUMATE.

F aV‘Y THE 7 ACO, ?W.Emr P!/J‘VGENT PEOVOLONE,
THE GE‘..:T SALAMS, O THE MOS7T EYE-WAaTERING ONIO,
Wikl PO. AND ONLY THE MOST m;ﬂfONATE VS, HARTEL WOWEN s
beﬁgl.v Sﬂ?HFY THE CARNAL ‘ 7= O f( MHE HOT—SPICE LOVER. 8UT
TERS BREA B8& uxENED TO THE SWEETEST
2 #45 BEEN BEST PESCR.
O COMPLANED T#M@H [= LY/
g’;ﬁrEVEg OFFENI = mrz{{-e SLRELY N?T Wﬂgﬂéﬁg
N 7HE MOLTHSE NATURAL OPORS WiTH THE L INGERING grs%up
R 2OBE% Vi e Tadrcrrar, Gaer ot A 2B

L OF ch‘#rﬁd%r 7o rx/: Sm oF |

ONE MEALY-, =L, M
NAME P NORHAN EOLOLAM.
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THE TREK TO HiS
TINY, ILL-KEPT

OME, T HE
WAITED UNTIL HE
IN HI
KITCHEN, WITH A
GLA IN HiS
HAND

IT FEALLY WASN'T
BAD AT ALL. HE

THEN ANOTHER

THE MAN POINTED TO A GROLIP OF BOTTLES AND INFORMED
NORMAN THAT THEY CONTAINED A RATHER EFFECTIVE LONVE
POTION ... AND THEY WERE FOR SALE.' FEELING NOT THE
LEAST B'T FOOLISH, NORMAN PULLED OUT HIS WALLET, BOUGHT
SEVERAL BOTTLE<S OF THE ELIXIR, AND HEADPEDP HOMEWARD

SUPPENLY,
NORMAN WAS
HESITANT TO
PEINK THE STUFE
CONSIPERING (TS
UNSAVORY AND

PEEAM OF ALL
THE WILG POS-
SIBILITIES OF A
LOVE POTION
AND, THROWING
HIS HEAD BACK,
GULPED

POWN THE
PARK LIQUIR

AT THE LOCAL
WATERING HOLE



THROUGH THE FOUL L AND
PENSE FOG OF TH%E—
FILLED BAR, NOEMAN WANPEREDP
UNCERTAINLY. THEN HE SAT POWN
NEXT TO.. HER.

HER m EYES GLEAMED LIKE TWO
FINEL ISHEP Mﬁw SET IN THE
SHAPELY G| THAT ER '
PARK LC%E DDR‘AP‘ED

HE IN

PERS, BUT COLIL

NeRaE

TRE<S ﬁEl? =
CDNEFEL THE
5 FULL TO
OF BEAUTY.

BEL A
P A VISION
\Y

S~
-
r//

e T R *
1), | 1)

:k N ‘-«\ T
-y _‘ )

By

ONCE INSIPE HiS APARTMENT, NORMAN
EMPORARILY LEFT HIS BELOVER IN
ORPER TO PREFPARE THE COMING

MOMENTS OF PASSION.




CAREFULLY, NORMAN COMBED HIS_ SHAGGY HAIR. HE WAS BEGINNING TO LOSE SOME OF THE CONFIDENCE INSPIRED BY THE LOVE POTIC
AFTER STARING AT HIS FACE IN THE BATHROOM MIRROR FOR SEVERAL LONG MINUTES, NORMAN PICKED UFP A HALF-FILLED BOTTLE
THE MYSTERIOUS ELIXIR AND BEGAN TO PRINK.

. TV

A

ﬁgw '\t, 5o 3

i

«.AND THEN FELL TO THE FLOOR, TOTALLY
UNCONSCIOUS. IT WAS NOT N N
ROPOLAM WHO STALKED INTO

THE BEDPROOM THAT

NIGHT.
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AN, T ‘555
INSICE OF
. WHAT WiLL T poz"

NORMAN CAME UP WITH A PLAN. THAT EVENING, HE APPROACHEU
APEADLY BAND OF CUTTHROATS WITH A PROPOSITIO

WOULD PAN THEM WELL TO DISPOSE OF THE cus?ssp

PEAMON FROM WITHIN. THEY WERE MORE THAN HAPPY TO
HELP A "BROTHER'" FOR A SMALL FEE.

\

[} "u.'fi'.'.'wmw )

i' L ‘gl’? e
v iy il

ig'i

“WHAT WILL T POZ WHAT WILL T.../"

T NORMAN'S PLACE, e MEN PROPUCEP A
NG O &e&% Plu.‘;. WHICH NORMAN
Dcw‘;qﬁﬁ WLL x: TO SLEEF AND RELAX, wm
HE Gﬂm um~ & M

THE MORNING, NORMAN'S
lﬁszs GONENE'ALONG

e RN S,
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NORMAN THOUGHT FOR A LONG TIME BEFORE HE CAME UP WITH A NEW
ﬁ’g{!h# Lf\lci!_fl..‘fm\‘EE WORK, NORMAN NEEDPED BAIT--

LY

CLEOPATRA THE BELLY DANCER ARRNEDR WITHIN THE HOUR.

SHE HAD NEVER PEVELOPELR A GEEAT LIKING FOR
SHE MOVED ; AMAN,ANE T WAS ONLY AFTEE_RECENING A PROMISE

L J = g 1 OF CASH THAT SHE AGREEDR TO

AROLUIND THE ; MOROUS SERNICES. AFTER NORMAN
APARTMENT, f . ’ HAD PROPUCED THE MONEY AND CAREFULLY COUNTED IT
LIFTING HER - : OUT, SHE STEPPED INSIPE, TOOK OFF HER COAT, AND
lﬁ%af&f%% gt ; 5 PEGAN TO DANCE AROUND IN A MO<ST AROUSING WAY.

HER BODY IN
A LAscCINIOUS
MANNER, ALL
THROUGH HER
DANCE, SHE
gAD BEEIEN
wﬁEN %JE

:HAT‘& WHEN




THE DEMON SCREAMEDR HORRIBLY
AND TURNED AROUND 1T MADE
FRANTIC LEAP FOR NORMAN'S
THEQAT. NORMAN SWLUNG THE AX
ONCE MORE ...

IN THE WEEKS THAT FOLLOWED, NOEMA

FORC:ET ALL THAT HAD HAPPE g

POTIO N THE 'rorl.r_-':r AND E<

LIFE. IT WASN'T LONG

STREET ONCE MO
DOLAM WOULD FOREVE

THE BEAUTIFUL WOMEH OF-‘ THE

LY

X \...mv IT WAS ONER.
: . ;

N DI
E POUR
UMED
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e THE AGONY COLUMN

HOW LONG HAD T WANDERED WITHOUT puR- | IN MY BRIEF BOUTS OF [IT ALL BEGAN JUST BEFORE CHRIGT-
POSE, AND WITH NO DESIRE BUT TO HIDE | LUCIDITY, THE MEMORY | MAS (T STILL REMEMBER THE. WORDS
MIGELE [N THE SAD STREETS OF THAT | OF MYMISFORTUNE WERRY CHRISTMAS" STENCILED ON THE

ACCURSED CITYZ AN HOURZ ADAYZ TWO | WOULD RECUR, TO FURTHER | MIRROR), IN A LOCAL BAR, ON ONE: OF
DAYSZ OR EVEN LONGERZ...

THE MANY QUIET, LONELY NIGKTS $0
TNPICAL OF MY LIFE. T WAS GLANCING
OVER A NEWSPAPER, AMUGING MY-
S5ELE BY READING THE Pee«;;.)NAL-
NOTICES, THE "AGONY COLUMN ..

ONE OF THE ENTRIES AT- WATER ! SOME PAPER,
TRACTED MY ATTENTION. ANENVELOPE  ASTAMP,
WHYZ T DON'T EXACTLY KNOW,
FOR THEN'RE ALL THE SAME,

REALLY, BUT I PECIDED TO

IN MERE MOMENTS, T HAD
COMPOSED A CONCISE
| | LETTER...

L HAD TO ENCLOSE A PHOTOGRAPH. T
1 [KNEW WHERE TO FIND A PHOTO
MACHINE ON A NEA 51'5&1..




T SMILED M BEST AND PUT IN FIFR CENTS..._| [THE LIGHT FLASHED FOUR TIMES, BUINDING ME EACH TIME..-
- e : - et os| BT 85 3 8 4

No! N \

AND A FEW MINUTES LATER THE [T SLIPPED LON'T

PICTURE SLID OUT OF THE ONE IN THE fnﬁ\?&oﬁiﬁ
EMUELOF‘;: %ng T
LETTER IN THE SE L@'@?&‘E
MAILBOX. || | TDONT HAVE

FEW PAYS WERE
OVER ALREADY!/

THREE OR FOUR PAYS LATER, T Re- | [OR THE FIRST TIME RESTRAIN MWSELE AN 30
c”eu?eo AN mewpéAz... g = m‘mﬁﬁg EE‘W BURST FOR M_
| o LETTER WRITTEN - A
BY AWOMAN.I HELD
(T, UNOPENED,
AGAINST MY CHEST
FOR SOME TIME,
AND THEN T
OPENED (T...

P R
..WOULD BE PLEASED

TOMEET YoU THURS-
DAY NIGHT AT 7:00 IN
FRONT OF Te WALL
WITH THE STATUES IN
THE...ENCLOSED IS
M PROTOGRAPH,
BLAH, BLAH...

s TR




DURING THE TWO PAYS THAT PRECEEDED THE MEETING, MY EXCITEMENT | | HOW SHOULD T APPROACH
WAS UNBELIEVABLE; AND T WAS TREMBLING, WITH BUTTERFLIES INMY || THIS clRLZ

STOMACH, WHEN T ENTERED THE LARGE PARK, THE LOCATION OF OUR

MEETING...

[T DON'T ReALLY
i HANE AN EXPERI-
ENCE IN THIS AREA...
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THE CLOSER I GOT, THE MORE T
WANTED TO RUN AWAY...

UMM...SHE™ ENEN PRET-
TIER THAN SHE LOOKED IN
HER PICTURE...BUK UF..




THE TWO EVIL-DOERS BUNDLED THE GIRL |NTo A VAN THAT WAS WATTING CLOSE BY...

=
ONE * S
AND NOW FOR THE

OTHER FOO

HOW LONG T REMAINED UNCONSCIOUS T COULD NOT SAY | BESIPES, I WOULD HAVE PRE-

FERRED NEVER TO HAVE
!-:Kfﬂfft;#._sur T WAS FOR SEVERAL HOURS AT LE—'A‘;T... hiiprtiaglaniifne g




I COME NOW, COME NOW, CON-
A GHASTLY SCENE APPEARED BEFORE MY EYES... WHAT REMAINED § 4 OMeE KO, CON-

OF THE YOUNG WOMAN LAY DEAD UPON A SORT OF MONSTROUS
OPERATING TABLE.

A, WE NUST PROCURE OUR GUINEA
P15 BY WHATEVER METHODS WE CAN...

.IN SHORT, WE WILL UsE
YOU AS A SCAPEGOAT...

| LET'S GO..NO TIME TO
| WASTE! Bes|DES, AFTER

- | THIS INJBECTION, YOUR
NO, NO...1T 1 You wHo WILL BE | LAWNER CAN BEASILY GET
ACCUSED OF A SEX CRIME //!/ You PUT AWAY ON P&r{cuhf
] ] i
AT WORST, [T WILL B2 oug [IL /R GROUNDS...HAHA! . .

(15 AL ke Laee g/ B THAT'S BeT TR THAN GOING
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Proven best ininter-
galactic tests, Heavy
Metal T-shirts of
100% cotton out-
lasted metallic fibers,
6y x°. French-cut
sleeves allow full mo-
bility in any gravita-
tional field. Bold
Heavy Metal logo,
flocked to the thick-

inthe darkestre-

ness of fine industria
carpeting, stands out"

s

gionsoftimeand/or .
space.

DEPT. HM 1079

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

H you do not wish 1o cut the coupon in
this ad, but do wish 10 order, please print

, Address

Enclosed please find my check or money order.
Please send me __ Heavy Metal
T-shirt(s) at $6.00 plus 60¢ per shirt.

Black § MD LD
Red S M LO

Name

o — —— — —— T e e B R | NS SITI | uee——

Available on Planet
Earth only by mail
from Heavy Metal.
Black or red, small,
medium, or large. Six
dollars each, plus

# sixty cents for post-
age and handling.

The Heavy Metal
T-shirt. A winner, by a
knockout.




In celebration of Halloween... .
A caldron of ghouls and bugaboos from Moebius,
Druillet, Suydam, and others.

Plus: hobgoblins, bogies, and villainous
ne'er-do-wells.




