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ke, THE AMAZING SPIDER-MAN.
i ) w ﬁv \ T

BUT YOU, MY FRIEND, SAN
NEVER KNoW ME AnE

Ti5 EXASTLY HOW T
WANT IT.

FROM THE PAY T FIRST DREW BREATH, T
ALONE. SEPARATE. WITHOUT LOVE
FAMILY. WITHOUT HOPE.

THE AMAZING SPIDER-MAN® Vol. 1, No. 397, January, 1995, (ISSN #0274-5232) Published by MARVEL COMICS, Terry Stewart, President. Stan Lee, Publisher. Michasi Hobson,
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AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES. Published monthly. Copyright © 1994 Marvel Entertainment Group, Inc. All rights reserved. Price $2.25 per copy in the U.S. and $3.05 in
Subscription rate for 12 issues: $18.00 U.S.; Canadian subscribers must add $10.00 for postage and GST. GST #R127032852. Foreign: $30.00. No similarity between any
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NO REGRETS, OF
COURSE. T AM
WHAT T AM. WHAT
W) EANT

IAS M
TO BE. WHILE
You..

lgnore the burning Fever and the

paundmg in my héad. Ignore the

Throbbing musclés and the
gching bones.




w.give up the world :
and just...

2

i

. FAPE AWAYZ

%5

: ethat T
vxggg ?yrﬂ; never knew
& door., I HALY
ening in
%PY mfngd.
Like 8 Fragment of

Feeling... 3 broken
Pieee oF memory...

Must be the |
Fever. can't
gaﬂgrhupmr

Can't Zoncen-
trate.




3 W
i A+ the rate I'mgoing,
Il end up killing
MYSELF.

ALLTHESE
YEARS.




. / AL

BE EXPOSED [N

{ . I\l BomBARDED
dll 57 cosmic
‘ RAYS!

YOU COULD WIN A DRAWING OF YOURSELF AS A REAL SUPER HERO DRAWN
BY A MARVEL ARTIST WHEN YOU ENTER THE SweeTARTSs SUPER HERO SWEEPSTAKES!
ONE LUCKY PERSON WILL WIN A TRIP FOR THREE TO NEW YORK CITY TO TOUR THE MARVEL
| COMICS STUDIO AND TO RECEIVE THEIR DRAWING. PLUS, THERE ARE 355 OTHER COOL PRIZES YOU
COULD WIN, INCLUDING LIMITED EDITION X-MEN WATCHES, SPIDER-MAN T-SHIRTS, MARVEL COMICS HATS,
SWEETARTS, T-SHIRTS AND MARVEL COMICS STUDIO PINS! LOOK FOR ENTRY FORMS ON SPECIALLY MARKED CARTONS
WHEREVER YOU BLY SweeTARTSs, OR, PRINT YOUR NAME, ADDRESS, PHONE NUMBER AND BIRTHDATE ON A 3X5 CARD AND
MAIL IT TO: SweeTARTS» SWEEPSTAKES, P.O. BOX 6626, 5T. LOUIS, MO 63125, THERE'S NO PURCHASE NECESSARY, BUT YOU MUST BE LNDER
18 TO WIN A PRIZE. ENTER TODAY! YOU COULD BECONME A SLPER HERO! OFFER VOID WHERE PROHIBITED BY LAW,

‘Grand prize retai valu $6500.00. X-MEN Watch rutad value $50.95. Spiderman Tshirt rotad value $14.98. Marvel Comiios Hats retailvakua 14,00, SweeTARTS. -shitretal valus $10.00. Marvel Comics Studo

pins retad vakue $6.05. Entries must be received by August 31, 1965, nnemqmmmummmw 2. 1555 Wonars i e noshed by mll by Septembes 25, 1995 Gams cpan  fesidents o
o IS and Puarn ice, ncopt rpiyors S ot of S its advertsing agencies. Odds of winning any prize depand upon he number of entries feceived. Void whers pronibited.
msmamwammmmm&ubﬁmﬁmmmwuwrm SweeTARTS: is a registerad racemask of Sunine Brands, admsmal&mnm .




I EOULD CRUSH THE LIEE
OUT OF YoU WITH HITTLE
EFFORT. BATTER YOUR
PEFENSELESS BODY
THERE'S NOTHING
LEFT BUT BLOOPY PULE.

—~ 0 -
{ I DON'T KNOW WHY THE IDIOTS | 4 i

BOTHER ARRESTING ME. THEY'VE [} ;ﬁ.‘é;f,%n-.fp%
NEVER BEEN ABLE TO HOLP ME. ) : I PON'T LIKE IT.

WATCHING
~_AND

0 Tt
W PRISON FOR SUPERHUMAN | — W
CRIMINALS -~ PANNY \




I DON'T LIKE ‘
SNE BIT. g \
W




American Entertainment Advertisement
&

All orders postmarked or faxed by Saturday, Dec.3rd

® £

are guaranteed for Christmas delivery!

Learn how to draw comics like
the pros! Written by Stan Lee
with step by step illustrations
by John Buscema, this 160
page book gives advice on
pencilling & inking comics!
How To Draw The Marvel Way ... $13

Wolverine comes alive in this

awesome, cold cast statue
sculpted by Bowen Designs!
Serially numbered & hand
painted, this dynamic collectible
includes real metal claws!

Wolverine Limited Statue........... §140

Marvel's coolest characters come alive in these classy pins!

X-Men Icon Logo Pin 6.95

Spidey Head Pin 6.95

Wolverine Pin 4.95

Wolverine Cap (Adjustable Size) .........omcereseccnmmesens §9.95
Wolverine Boxer Shorts (Indicate size: Medium or Large)..... $12
Wolverine T-Shirt (100% Cotton - Indicate size: L or XL). $14.95

X-Men Quartz Watch (All new X logo watch) ...

.. $24.95

Hot on the heels of their wildly successful
1994 release, Fleer returns with X-Men Ultra
'95 featuring 150 all new, fully painted X-Men
cards & three levels of all super-cool bonus
cards! HIGHLY RECOMMENDED!

Ultra X-Men 1895 Album (All new - Reg. $15) ....... $12.95
Incredible 3-ring foil binder for storing your Ultra X-Men cards!

Ultra X-Men 1995 Gift Set (10 packs - Reg. $25) .. $17.95
Save money! Contains 10 packs (100 cards)! The perfect gift!

Ultra X-Men 1995 (Box - 36 packs - Reg. $90) ....... $59.95
Save more money! Factory sealed box contains 38 packs (360 cards)!

ke,

SEWIMCUIT CDESIAL

801994 Mary

. 1994 Morvai &

TAKE A
WAKANDA
WILD SIDE!

Anercon ko
it

Printed on slick, glossy magazine paper,
these 48 page full color magazines feature
the hottest Marvel babes illustratrated by
the hottest Marvel artists! Recommended!

Marvel 1992 Swimsvit Magazine (48 pages) --.......... 4.95
Marvel 1993 Swimsuvit Magazine (48 pages) ........... 4.95



MARVEL

Avengers/X-Men Pack......... $7.95
(Contains Avengers Waest Coast 101,
Avengers 368,369, X-Men 26 &
Uncanny X-Men 307! All first prints!

A $186 value according fo Wizord!

Marvels Pack | $11.90
Contains Morvels 1 & 2 feafuring
fully pointed artt All st prints!

A $27 value according fo Wizard!

Fall From Grace Pack... $10.75
Contains Doredevil 319-3251
(Note: Issue 319 is a 2nd print
All other issues are 1st printsi)
A $40 value according fo Wizard!
Man Without Fear Pack $14.75
Contains Daredevil Man Withou!

Fear issues #1-51 Al 1st prints]
A 526 value occording fo Wizard!

Spidey Torment Trode . $12.95
Spides-Mon #1-51 Todd McFarione orl
Spidey & Sabretooth ... $8.95
Spidey vs. Venom ... $12.95
Coninins Amazing Spider-Man #300
& 315-317 by Todd McForiane!
Ultimote Spider-Man ... $12.00
Contains short sfories by some
of fhie best wrilers in fhe industryl
Venom Foctor Hordcover $19.95
All pew 352 page hardeover novell
Venom Retumns Trade . $12.95
The greatest sequel of all timel

X-MEN
Mini-Series

Gambit Mini-Series Pack..... $8.50
Contains Gombit 1-41 All 1st prinis!
A $22 value occording to Wizord!

Sabretooth Pack ...

Contains Sabretooth mini-saries 1-4!
Guest-slars Wolverine! All 1st prinis!

$18 value according to Wizard!

Wolverine Evilution

...511.80

Wolverine Bloodlust ...... $5.95
‘Wolvering goas berserk! By Alon Davis!
Wolverine Blood Hungry $6.95
‘Wolverne fmeels Cyber for e frst fime! - Wolverine Trade ...
By Peter Dovid & Som Kieth! 64 pgst
$5.95

X-MEN
Besi-sellers

Fatal Attractions Pack | ... $11.40
Contalns X-Factor 92, X-Force 25 &
Uncanny X-Men 304! All 1st prinis!

Fatal Aftractions Pack I1...$11.85
Conlains X-Men 25, Wolverine 75

-~ & Excalibur 711 All st printsil!
A $25 value according fo Wizard!

Wolverine Jungle Adv. .... $4.50
Woiverine bofies Apocalypse in the
Savage Londs! Mignolo arfl 48 ps!

... $9.95
One of the best Wolvarine sfories

averl Ar by Frank Millerl 96 poges!

At by Mark Texéera! 48 pages!
Waolverine Inner Fury ... $5.95

A1t by Bl Senkiawicz! 48 poges!
Walverine The Killing ... $5.95
Woiverine n the Himiloyos! 48 pgs!

Generation X Preview ... $1.95

vs. the Juggernoull- McFarione arft
X-Men Anniversary Mag ... $3.95
Behind-he-scenes inerviews, arficies,
& photos on The X-Menl 48 poges!
%-Men: From the Ashes .. $16.95
Huge 224 pgl The epic stupgle of the
¥-Men vs. T Morlocks & Mastermind!
X-Men Greatest Batties ... $15.95
The qrecies! siories! Includes o by
Jobn Byme. Jem Les, Neol Aoms & mored

E.;"‘ AMERICAN ENTERTAINMENT - BOX 470-M27 - GAINESVILLE, VA 22065
Fax us 24 hours a day at: (703)-330-6200

Phone Hours Mon-Fri 9-6 pm: (703)-330-3500

X-Men: God Loves, Man Kills $6.95
Ona of ha best X-Men slories evert
X-Men: Phoenix Saga ..... $12.95
Ona of the best X-Men siories of all
timal A by John Byme & Temy Ausiind
X-Men: X-Tinction Agenda . $24.95
Writtan by Chris Claremont! A by
Rob Lisfeld & Jim Leel 224 pgs!
X-Men vs. Fonfosfic 4 ..... $14.85
‘The X-Men ore manipulated by Dr.

Doam info bfiing fhe Fankostic 41
X-Men Wedding Magazine $2.95
‘The wedding of Cyciops & Jean Gieyl

Typhold's Kiss ... $6.95
The sparks fiy as Wolverine & Typhaid
discover they have a lof in common!

Wolverine vs. Punisher ...... $5.95

* One of fhe best baflles ever! Jim Les ort

1. All oders pestmarked by 12/3/94
ore guoronieed for Chrisimas delivery!
2. The minimum ordar is $10,

3. Comics are "like new”, VI-Nm condifion!
4. U3 odd $3.95 for shipping. Canoda
$4.95, All oiher counfries $7.95.

5. Add on exiro $1 for insurance.
6. Enciosa check or money order.
Payment in U.S, funds only
7. Phane or fax credil card orders.
Phone hours §-6 pm Mon-Fri EST
8. For bast seleclion, order ASAPI
Orders postmarked by 12/3/94 ore
guotantoed in fima for Christmas!
After then, ollaw 3-8 weeks for delivery
We reserve the right fo update prices
& limit quontifies. Ad axpires 3/31/95,
Send $1 for o new cotalog affer then!



IVE ALWAYS LOOKED
UPON YOU AS THE LAST
PECENT MAN : BRAVE,
SELE- SACRIFICING. A
BREED WE SEE FAR
TOG LITTLE OF IN THESE
wzrzuP-rED TIMES.

OR WAS IT LOST
LONG BEFORE
THAT - BEATEN.

POWN BY AN
ABUSIVE FATHER..,
MOTHERED

BY
A MOTHER WHO
REFUSED TO
ALLOW ME TO--

PAYS.
L mrv—uFE oxz;s;s,
PERHAPS 7
AM T 5'M7LY...
WEARY Z

YOU, AT LEAST, HAVE
ALWAYS MADE THE GAME
WORTHWHILE. BUT, AS
OF LATE, YOU SEEM TO
HAVE CHANGED. BECOME
AS MUCH THE BLOOD-
anzs-rv \H@lLANTE AS

dﬂLb—ED .“EEOE-S"GIJT
THERE.

AND IF WHAT I/VE HEARD
ON THE STREETS IS TRUE
u: THE VULTURE HAS
CLEEPED WHERE THE
Risraﬁ Us HAVE FAILED..,

e IF YOU'RE
BYING -1

PO YOU REMING
ME OF A PART
OF MISELF
HAT WAS

4 LONG AGD..,
IN THE EXPLO-

YOu MAY uva‘.,Fa.e NOW...

MY OLZ ADVERSARY.
WHILE I CONTINUE To

WATCH. AND WONPER.




help i/
me... I don'tKn
where 1o TURN.

M

on Fire. And
my head... |
Feels like

it’s gonng
f .EXP.LQPE,._

I'vegotfo Fth‘:

This 18n't one ol
thosé situations

that I‘m oing fo
getoutoF withg
Fastquip...83nd 8

Few well-piaced =L R S
7 \ SO L 5AIP TO HIM—
PHAGHES: \ I\ $Y0U THINK JOU GOT A WIFE
i S\ I\ L WHO!S A WITCHZ"
i a 7 I\
¢
f

SHOULPA NEYER
TOOK THAT STUPIP
:

A AL

y % %
s

Y

Jeama




How will the Golden
Knight rescue his |
Lady from the Wicked
Barrons Castle?

: Kids! For a free
I Playmobil catalog, write
& | tousatthe address
~  below. If your letter is
| one of the first 5,000
received, we will send

. / ), you a free growth
1 chart

PLAYMOBIL USA INC. Dept M1 11-E Nicholas Ct. Dayton, NJ 0




' I'M EVERY WOMAN
u:sf_uvsnv YOU'VE EVER DREAMED
ALE, L NO EHOICE, ABOUT AND PROOLED

: = = 1& THERE, BUT T© S
<9 LOSE YOURSELF

p'é'.‘:i@ ) lNFBEEE AND

YOU UP THE £ ey 2f

HURT ¢
YOUR HAND
BEATING THE

WIFEZ

BUILT... REAPY,

\ WILLIN AND =
THANK THE LORD, PN

BOYS--'CAUSE
YOUR FANTASIES |

I PON'T ASK A LOT OF STUPID
QUESTIONS. I PON'T EXPEST
TOO MULH. I TUST WANT

TO PLEASE YOu.




: P LADY,..T Al
Y KNOW, THAT WAS GONNA BLOW

MORE FUN THAN I THOUGHT = You F RE
IT WAS GONNA BE! - S Tg’—‘r He
7

PUT THEGUN %
DOWN, IDIOT,
AND BACK AWAY

FROM HER--

BEFORE I
PISEMBOWEL
N You.




ML

P NOW TAKE THIS.
PATRONS, T/
AFRAIR, WikL

¥ IT SHOULP COVER

THE PAMAGES --T0
N YOUR ESTABLISH
\ rd

HAYE TO FENP |1
FOR THEM- i
SELVES,

YEAH. SURE.
W-WHATEVER

You sAY --




oT1o-- | ANeRYZ
WHAT 18 | | AT you?
IT?

MY PEAR, YOU'RE
THE BEST THING THAT'S
HAPPENEPR IN MY LIFE

SINCE-- .

ANP WHY WOULP T BE
UPSET ABOUT WHAT You Pie?
HEAVEN KNOWS, YOU HAVE
BOOD REASON Tﬁ; 'rglzsa.nf

THAT WAY.

I DON'T GET
IT. HE!S JUST
ANOTHER
MUSELE-
FLEXING
SHOW-OFF.
IGHT 7

YOU PON'T
KNOW HIM THE
WAY I DPO. I
POUBT IF ANY-

NE POES.




--NO BETTER I’YE ALWAYS FELT THAT, WHILE I, ON THE OTHER -=THAT I/VE LOST ALL
THAN MYSELF, BENEATH HIS MASK HAND, HAVE BEEN HIPPEN SENSE OF WHO AND WHAT

SPIPER- MAN WAE THE BEHIND THE PARK GLASSES OETAVILS TRULY 15!
CONT SAY THAT SAME DECENT ANP SELF- || AND TENTACLES OF DOcTOR :
S SACRIFICING SOUL HE OCTOPUS FOR 80 LONG 1IVE BECOME
y

MY PERSONA.

WAS IN LOSTUME.
TRUTH IS
TRUTH, MY
DEAR. / —

T e aND SO,
T (e
Pt
2@ | IT'S SLIGHTLY
EMBARRASSING...
FEEL ABOLT A
i AcTuALY SHockeD | Ao EE e N

BY HOW MLCH SPIDER-
AN HAS CHANGED. | irs A,

NEVER
EALIZEP HoW
MUCH I PEPENPED
N HIM TO MAINTAIN

A LEVEL OF
HUMANITY--

wmow-:
CAN'T BELIEVE ]
SOMEONE AS
SMART AS YOU

ARE--CAN BE S50 A
UNBELIEVABLY
STUPIP.

ALL THOSE
BB THINGS YOu

S | TNk You
3 SEE

\
(b G




3

5 R
>?O.w\ P #%Mf







Only one
+hing to do.

The masks gre oFF.

The walls are down.

I'‘mscared. I'm
alon,

How long can I keep i

running From the &

person T love most
in A

2n









' GOMA BELT
YU FROM HERE

ANP You
CANBET I'M
GONNA HAVE
A GREAT TIME

Y /
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Who are some of your favorite performers?

PerolF
Micha Espinosa: actress, torch song singer, and best friend.

< SCOTT LOBDELL Hou o eva o B 9 s
For the past several years, Scott Lobdell M§mﬁ:mm you worked on in the past?
has been quietly toiling away each month as I was head hieroglyphic coordinator on X-MEN 2099 B.C.
the writer of the UNCANNY X-MEN. This year, Is the oddast piece of clothi AR
he launched Marvel's biggest hit of the year, Ev ing. (H mftew you !
the all-new mutant book, GENERATION: X! roten. est] fotly?
Scott, who works as a stand-up comedian in Yes! K goad Jok
addition to his work for Marvel, got his startin

k 4 What’s the one thing nobody knows

I e

el WHAT THE — 7 MARVEL COMICS want o iy Uy Higrs -y Far Lac Gppeite Broadway
PRESENTS. (It's been said that Scott has Who do you ank s funny’
written more Captain Ultra stories than any
writer alive, and we can't find anyone willing to dispute thatl) As
one of the industry’s most-read writers, we just had to profile him
before he got so big he wouldn’t return our calis!

Where and when were you born?

With my mother; on my birthday.

Which Marvel would you most like to work on?
The Captain Ultra swimsuit edition.

“We've gotareal potpoumufstone; this year,” said Associate Ed:torSarm Mossoff, beam-
ing about this years MARVEL HOLIDAY SPECIAL. Sama noted that all the stories deal “with
the hoilday spirit,” and that the creators come “from all different places in the spectrum of
comics.”

The lead feature is a festive Beast/lce Man story
by Kurt Busiek and James Fry. Also included are:
a Santa-rific Silver Surfer saga by Marc DeMatteis
and Rick Leonardi; a jolly Captain America mini-epic
by John Ostrander and Tom Mandrake; a Yule-tide
Thing tale by Greg Wright and Mike Manley; and
rounding out the package is a “cute little X-Men story”
called “The Night Before X-Mas" by Karl Bollers and
Sal Thssssuefeatumawva’byﬁeorge
Perez! Samra concluded by saying that she is “real
excited” about this year's HOLIDAY SPECIAL, and that
it left her with “a warm fuzzy feeling.” Buy a copy for
yourself, and stuff a copy in your fiend’s stocking, too.
Help spread that warm, fuzzy feeling!

HULK #425, on sale this week, features a new art
team! A new direction! A new incamation of the Hulk!
Allin a double-sized issue printed on deluxe glossy
paper with a special hologram cover! According to
editor Bobbie Chase, “Writer Peter David orches-
trates the whole thing while artists Gary Frank and
Cam Smith conduct the first half, then pass the
artistic baton onto Liam Sharp and Robin Rigg. It's
amoving symphony with a shocking finale!” Sounds
Hulkerrific to us!

L AR e s Really! By J.F. Moore/Broderick/ Guest-starring Man-Thing and wRlee Lo BN
d? carpet: i il
Nording/Figuard/Albrech S AR o FoRNICIR B dnatiaicls Pty MAN MEGAZINE #10:
L #382 s Who gets the lmoaslus#zs- Morbius’s funeral

s figl
uncovers some shocking secrets.
Soihe 1 By H D ol Soulsword? By asaashleyf

Palmer! Isﬁ.%srmuenmm Ghost
I8 AVENGERS DOUBLE FEATURE #4 Ridier stalks the man whe made im

OF 4: Giant-Man faces a giant inskiB e

O e whER L o

M SEAVIS 3 BUTEHEAD I most savage ksue of alll Miss ot ISHER od! Bui sttt o

resily Surket By Mation-Grabamm By Bl bt e your ; lw\\mrmmmmxﬁm

I8 GABLE 1e: Tro Dark Ride s aver e L _——

bl Maiaf ko=l Dy Ca ool : / iu‘sqnuxmmmwm?
el ediing & Freakshow!

{8 CLAN DESTINE #4: The family that 3
I MARVEL ACTION HOUR: IRON

i Rt B Darar : =i MAN #3: lg'ﬁnqisonh&dmme
Veatie Mm“;‘mﬂ""ws soithe W MARVEL HOLIDAY SPECIAL:
-swmﬂu latiss! America
Pkl waring! H MARVEL SUPER HEROES
L} 2099 #25: I's Doom vs. Daredevil,
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)‘rKW,wHEN I WAS

ALITTLE

R aren %5

5O OUT ANP MIX IT
ik HKE THE

BUT MY FATHER

. ALWAYS TOLD ME IT
\ \ o VAN T LAPrees-
Boys OO

S prEE————
POLLIES., REA
A SWEET, SENSITIVE
CHILD LIKE ME HAD T2
STAY INSIDE--
--£LIMB TREES,
PLAY PIRATES,
DL AROUND 11 THE
b WRESTiE A
BOX AND KICK!

59,
WHADDAYA Say,
M fsrgg $upEg

NOW, DON'T
GET ME WRONG..._\
I/ M NOT AGAINST
THOSE THINGS -~

<IN FACT, T
CAN COOK TULIA
CHILD UNDER THE
TABLE... AND SEW
RINGS AROU

ND
BETSY ROSS!

P BuT I'vE
WAITED MY
WHOLE LIFE

YOU e YOU
THINK THIS
15 SOME KIND
OF GAMEZ/!

U DRop
Buu.DnN.,s ON EAGH
OTHER.,, TEAR UP
EN‘nzs GITY
BLOGKS



--AND NO ONE
Pt o Eaves -
YOu Pu YOu| L 4 5
LADY .o T
OFF...60 HOME-- A et
YOU ARE --OR WHY
YOU PICKED ME TO
MESS AROUND
WITH--

-=BUT YOU'VE

JTUST MADPE THE
BIGGEST
MISTAKE OF
YOUR LIFE!

A MAN AND TURNS HIlh
WsipE our-- L4

a1 1 i ”/

. Iive wgsted somuch pre-

cious time .. Fealing SORRY
WHAT ARE You, / For myself... HIPING From
ANYWAY-- SPIDER- W) the world——when I should
S MAN OR sPipER- )

WERE THE GUY WITH THE ANTZ /

INCREDIBLE SENSE OF

ISONS HUMOR ! S0 HOW COME

EVERYONE ALLM}‘;%;E&R;'%GE ]

INE, WHINE,
HE CARES A

ABOUT!

TELL YOU
WHAT--AFTER

STUFFING OUT

OF YOou,T'LL

PROP You OFF
AT THE
YMCA--

--MAYBE 3
THEY/RE RUNNING A \ But now... when I want
TWELVE-STEP PROGRAM \ liFe--3gil the love and

R SELF-PITYING struggle.. all the

y £ - y SUPER-HEROES! She's pleasure and pain——
3 .‘ y “hlm“\\\' Z : % \‘ more than EER«.

[ ] [T}

27






D I6oT
BACK IN TIME TO HELP
Bl YOu OuT WITH THIS,

ITTO--BUT T'VE
GOTTA TELL YA--
T

|
W --THis wasso
bl EasY I coulpvE
DONE [T IN MY
SLEEP!

MAN T
KNOW WOULD HAVE
GIVEN YOU A FIGHT
YOU'D REMEMBER--
TiLL YOUR PYING
PAY.

29
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Dear AMAZING crew,

H you'll recall, you printed my last
letter in SPECTACULAR #204, in which I
told Mr. PeMatteis that although he did
an excellent job on-the story, I was angry
at him for killing the Green Goblin, and 1
wished he hadn't done it. When I looked
at AMAZING SPIDER-MAN #389, 1
thought, "Oh, no, you couldn't stop with
the Green Goblin and Kraven, now you're
gonna kill the Chameleon, too!" When
Spidey was at the peak.of his rage;
holding that gravestone up oyer his head
with the Chameleon beneath him, T fully

expected to turn the page and see Spider-
Man crush his foe: As a result, not only
would the Chameleun have died, but for
me and many other readers, Spider-Man
would have forever died as well.

Holding my breath, I turned the
page and saw him toss it aside. Yes! I let
out a sigh of relief, which would Tater
turninto.a gasp of disbelief when I
discovered that the one behind the whole
plot with the parents was actually the
Green Goblin!

Mr. DeMatteis, within a few short
months; you have created the two comics
that have-affected me the most. I realize
that the last words of dialogue in issue
#389 were from the Goblin to Spider-
Man, but they also seemed to be from you
ta the readers as well! "Gotcha!” indeed!

4 As for the rest of the creative team,
Mr. Bagley, you're by far my all-time
favorite Spider-artist. (Thanks for the
Spidey card set, also!) Mr. Emberlin, your
inks are beautiful, and Mr. Sharen, you've
been excellently coloring this title for as
long as I can remember. Hope you all
stick around for a long; long time as you
continue to make this title the best in

Jeremy Yoder
. LeMars, 1A 51031

yw! The best title in comic-
dom! For mpliment of . that
magnitude, we'll'even forgive you for
not mentioning the topnotch editing on
this book, Jeremy! (You know how
sensitive we creative types are!) But
seriously, thanks for the comments.

We're always glad te hear that our
efforts have been appreciated.

th hl-provokmg stories in qm:e a

le. And, even though it jumped from
title to title and a variety of creative
teams, one of the most seamless. That it
was all a devious joke planned far in

~ about Mr. DeMatteis! script. I

advance by the Green Goblin knocked'me

igil like the Punisher. The world has

flat!

I've seen Spidey on a rampage
before, but never with this intensity. And
now that "Pursuit” is over, I would be
surprised if he isn't changed in a major
way. Not that T expect him to ‘send great
quantities of villains flying beyond the
sunset anytime soon, but if they don't
start to think twice before crossing his
path, they may be in too much agony to
think atall-

- Steve Parram
2920 Meridian Street
s Bellingham, WA 98225

We're glad you liked "Pursuit,"
Steve, and by now you know that that
tale was just setting the stage for the
even more shattering events going on'in
the spiderverse now -- and the
downnght amnzmg lurn of events
coming up in ASM #400! 3

Dear. Manrel,-
Re: ASM #389
Is Harry still alive? I just knew he
wasn't dead at the end of SPEC-
TACULAR #200! Did-he- take some drug
fo fake his death, or hire false paramedics
to confirmit? 1 just knew he wasn't done
torturing Pete! T should've known it was
Harry behind the Chameleon all along.
‘And speaking of the Chameleon, J.M: has
madehiminto a living, breathing person,
like he'does with all his characters. I'm
really excited about the direction this mag
leahng,'fhstslheyearofthe&pmder'
David L. Pfeil
32 DwmAvenue

‘Woodstock, NY 12498

Dav:d, we've also gnt 0 love a :

letter that gives us such a great catch

_phrase! "The year of the Spider’... we

couldn't have said it better ourselves!

all.

v ot; andi.hat's

But as for the Green Gohl'nr_wzll
that's another story — which We say no_
more about here.

~Dear Spider’s Web,
Re: ASM #389. . s

Truly amamng' T

issue!

Amazing!
thoroughly enjoyéd ' this
Unfortunately, I do have Tese:

ease,
please, please don't let everyone's favorite

web-slinger become some dark, brooding, |

And Han'y u ery dead. That
54

enough of those. Don'f get me wrong, [
think that'].M. is a fabulous writer, I just
don't think that style suits the
ol Webhead.
Spidey has always been my
favorite hero because he doesn't let
himself drop”down to his enemies’ level.
Healways had a wisecrack for the likes of
Dr. Octopus, Green Goblin, and Kraven.
T'd like to see Mr. DeMatteis maintain that
image for Spider-Man. Well, I've got to
bolt. Thanks for a great issue!
_. Tony Brandl
1617 Mehrtens Ave.
Sheboygan, W1 53081

‘We hope that J.M.'s more recent

Jssues have laid your fears to rest, Tony.

Spidey's been going through a pretty
rough time lately, but he's never become
a "dark, brooding vigilante." That's not
to say that his life's going to get any
easier in the coming months! To wit:
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TWO NEW BOOKS NO SPIDER-FAN SHOULD BE WITHOUT:
SPIDER-MAN: THE VENOM FACTOR BY DIANE DUANE
AND THE ULTIMATE SPIDER-MAN; STAN LEE, EDITOR.

|

il

DIANE DUANE

copies!

SPJdey's first hardeover novel, The Venom Fadbor brings
Spidey fogether with bestselling author Diane Duane.

Spider-Man must solve the mystery of a series of mur-
ders whose prime suspect is Venom! Plus, he must stop a
threat to the city from the Hobgoblin and deal with a
deadly new super-villain!

Each chapter features an exciting illustration by Ron
Lim and Keith Aiken. The cover is by popular science
fiction painter Bruce Jensen.

The first 100,000 copies of The Venom Factor
come with an all-new trading card. In addition,
you can get a special limited slipcased edition, fea-
turing a bookplate autographed by Diane Duane and
Ron Lim! The slipcased edition is limited to 2,000

Tbe Ultimate Spider-Man is a collection of all-new
Spider-Man short stories by top comics and science fiction
authors—one of which you've just read. Each story fea-
tures an illustration by a popular SpiderMan artist!

The book begins with a novella by Stan Lee & Peter
David that gives a unique retelling of Spidey’s origin,
with an all-new illustration by John Romita Sr., fol-
lowed by a dozen new stories by Spider-Man faves Peter
David, Ann Nocenti, and David Michelinie, plus SF
authors like Lawrence Watt-Evans, Tom De Haven,
and Craig Shaw Gardner. The illustrators include
Steve Ditko, Mark Bc:lgley, Alex Saviuk, Rick

, Ron Lim, James W. Fry,

Leonardi, Bob Mcleo:

and many more!

You can find these two at your local bookstore, or you
can order direct with the special coupons below!
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LIMITED EDITION
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f the two natures that contended in
the field of my consciousness, even if I could right-
ly be said to be either, it was only because I was
radically both.

—Rob;ert Louis Stevenson
The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde
There was a time in his life, in

younger, more naive days, when Dr. Curt

by Chr
BAC A2
Here it is! A sneak preview of

a story from the upcoming
Byron Preiss Multimedia/ |
Berkley Books “The Ultimate
Spider-Man™ anthology of
short stories about the one |

istopher Golden

Connors would have yelled “Eureka!” upon
the successful develoément of a new serum or
formula. In those days, he had enthusiasm
and humor to spare and he spread them liber-
ally among his many friends and to his new
wife and infant son.

But the Lizard took all that away.

In that reckless time, his experiments
were daring, some would even say he’d been

tempting fate. And it turned out that fate was



not amused. Since then, his body had been
mutated into the Lizard and back so many
times—his biochemistry and physiology so
completely altered—that even when things
seemed back to “normal,” Dr. Connors would
often wonder if he could ever be the man he’'d
been before.

Before the Lizard.

There had, admittedly, been times
when he thought he’d won. But of late, opti-
mism had been at a premium. In truth, several
months earlier, he had abandoned all hope of
ever completely excising the Lizard from his
mind, the Hyde from his Jekyll, the id from
his superego. But, as had happened several
times in the past, in the dark depths of the
despair which came with such a terrible
admission, came inspiration.

Twice before, due to the oddest of cir-
cumstances, he had been changed into the
Lizard while retaining his own mind. Twice
before, the mind of Curt Connors had over-
come that of the Lizard. Oh, the savage crea-
ture’s mercilessly evil consciousness was still
there, but subjugated to the mind of its host,
Dr. Curt Connors. He had even fought along-
side the Lizard’s greatest enemy, Spider-Man,
during those periods, becoming the oddest
kind of super hero—a monster with the mind
of a man.

Dr. Connors knew that in order to
protect his family from himself, or rather,
from the thing that was within him, he would
do anything. If the Lizard could not be cut
from his body like a tumor, then perhaps he

could create a serum which would once again




allow him to remain in conscious command of
his body, even after it had become the Lizard?

It was just past sunrise, and Dr. Curt
Connors paced the length of his uptown
Manhattan lab. The blinds were down, but
cracked open so that the brightness sliced in, a
fresh contrast to the fluorescent office lights
that Connors had worked under all night.
Noticing for the first time that the sun was up,
Curt went to the window and pulled the
blinds all the way open, letting the sun flood
the room. Half a smile creased his face as he
rubbed the ghost of sleep from his eyes.

Dr. Connors walked back to the table
over which he’d stood the whole night, but
took a step back when he saw the vial of
serum he had concocted. It may have been a
trick of the light, for it was gone now, but he
was sure that the liquid in th’at vial had been
almost phosphorescent. Ah, but now it was
just a sickly green, the color of Gatorade.

He lifted the vial from the rack and

stared at it for a long time. This was how it
had started, all those years ago. He was confi-
dent now, as he had been then, that he had
done all of his calculations correctly, that his
serum would do exactly what it was intended
to do. And that was the problem . . . he had
always been confident. Too often, running the
razor’s edge of scientific discovery, confidence
was little more than wishful thinking. His
experiments had gone wildly wrong in the
past, and Dr. Curt Connors had finally come
to realize that each new serum, each new for-
mula, each new test was nothing more than a
shot in the dark.

The time had come ‘round again. He
could procrastinate no longer. Taking a last
look at the way the sunlight glittered in the
greenish liquid, Curt Connors lifted the vial
and drank the four ounces of serum without
taking a breath. It tasted horrible, and when

he put the empty vial down he bit his lip a

moment and squeezed his eyes together,




warding off imaginary tears. It had been a

long time since he’d cried, his body seemed
somehow incapable of it now, but not a day
went by that he did not want to.

He laughed softly. That had been the
easy part, the serum which would enhance the
chemistry of his subconscious mind. Now the
hard part would begin, for the serum was
untested. The only way to see if it had worked
was to purposely, willingly transform himself
into the Lizard.

He didn’t want to do it, but the time
for stalling was over. Perhaps due to some
effect of the serum, his mind seemed to race
now, to urge him into action. He cast aside all
doubts, all fears, and took half a dozen steps
to another table in the lab, where a different

vial was filled with a liquid so darkly green it

was almost black, its consistency more
akin to oil than water.

He drank the transformative serum,
its thick pasty texture making it difficult
to swallow, leaving a terrible taste and a
thick film inside his mouth. He had not
even made it to the window before the
change began in all its glorious pain.

God, was it ever this bad?!?

He couldn’t recall whether in those
times when his mind had control of the
Lizard’s body, if the change in form had
been so violent; it was as if his entire

body were tearing itself apart. In truth,

grew, the scales thrust out of his flesh,
the agonizing growth of snout and tail

continued.

“YEEAARRRGGGHHHH!” he
screamed, but in his mind, the litany went on
and on, for Martha, for William, for Martha, for
William. And for the sake of his wife and
child, he resisted the urge to simply throw
himself out the fifteenth story plate glass win-
dow, ending it all, the research, the pain, the
despair. They had been through too much as a
family for him to abandon them now.

One thing was certain, something dif-
ferent was happening. In the past he’d felt
only the beginning of the change, save for
those few times he’d been in complete control.
This time, he was getting the full brunt of it,
the pain increasing as his metamorphosing
body grew more powerful, more able to han-
dle the pain, as if strength and agony were

growing together.

quite the opposite was occurring: he .



Connors fell to the
ground, shuddering and
writhing from the pain.
His hands curled into slash-
ing talons, and in his new
mouth rows upon rows of needle teeth
pushed through his gums. His spine curved,
forcing him into an almost fetal position, and
the tail continued to grow, muscle upon mus-
cle bursting forth from somewhere else. Had
he evolved or devolved, or was that even a
facet of the answer? He would probably never
know.

The pain subsiding somewhat, Dr.

Connors tried to get up, but he couldn’t move.
His eyes were open, his heart was beating, he
was breathing and he could feel the pull of
every muscle, but while his brain was sending
the mental message to stand, the body of th
Lizard wasn’t responding. ‘
Then he felt his mouth opening, his
tongue snaking out to flicker around his nose
and caress his fangs. He felt it all . . . but he
wasn’t doing it! In a flash, the Lizard was
standing, sniffing, then rushing to the win-
dow. Its tail whipped around at extraordinary
speed and shattered the glass, sending shards

plummeting toward the early commuters



innocently passing below . . . and Dr. Curt
Connors was helpless to stop it.

Rather than asserting control over the
Lizard, all his experiment had succeeded in
doing was bringing his consciousness awake,
so that he remained aware through the trans-
formation and whatever destruction the crea-
ture might wreak upon the city now that it
was loose again. Curt Connors was aware of
every move, felt every muscle, smelled every
scent, saw what the Lizard saw, but he was
merely a passenger, a witness. He had no con-
trol.

In his mind only—for no matter how
his brain commanded them otherwise, his
vocal cords would not do his bidding—Curt
screamed in rage and frustration. He knew

that if he could control the body he would cry,

as he had been unable to for so long.

The Lizard was out the window and
using the sticky resin of its hands and feet to
rapidly descend the building’s outer wall. A
camera crew of some sort was gathered near-
by. Curt was torn between the natural inclina-
tion to flee and the new urge that filled him.

Yes, he thought, kill them. Kill him.
Kill us. End it.

That was not what he really wanted,
but the thought did cross his mind. No matter,
however, for he was utterly, completely help-
less in a way he had never imagined possible.
A prisoner within his deadliest enemy, him-
self.

And he knew where the Lizard would
head—downtown, to the Village, where his
wife Martha and their son William were prob-
ably still sleeping.

Unaware of the danger that was even
now approaching. '

“Breakfast, tiger?” asked Mary Jane
Watson-Parker to her husband, Peter. He
nodded as he got out of bed and put on a pair
of sweatpants.

He knew the routine. She asked if he
wanted breakfast, which meant, “Sweetheart,
while I put some clothes on, you go make cof-
fee and eggs, toast the bagels, and get the
paper from the hallway.” Meanwhile, Mary
Jane clicked the TV on in the bedroom grum-
bling about how it was so early, Good Morning
America wasn't even on yet. Married life; Peter
absol.utely loved it.

The coffee was brewing and the eggs

were done and Peter was flipping through the



i

Times when Mary
Jane yelled, “Peter,
come in here!” He
was up and sprinting
for the bedroom
before she finished,
alarmed by her tone.

She was
pointing to the TV.
It was the Lizard,
sighted by a news
crew that was doing
a human interest
piece of some sort.
Peter recognized one
of the nearby build-
ings as the one

which housed the

laboratory of Dr.
Curt Connors.

“Oh, man,” Peter whispered. “Poor
Curt.” Louder, he asked, “When did this hap-
pen?”

“About a minute or two ago,” she
answered. “He disappeared into a subway
station.”

“Of course!” Peter nearly shouted,
smacking himself in the head, and then he
was a blur of motion as he ran around the
room hurriedly, slipping into his costume.

He knew exactly where the Lizard
was headed, and in that moment, so did Mary
Jane. She looked back at the TV and the color
drained from her face.

“He’s not wasting any time,” she said

softly. “He’s going right home.”

Peter had never crossed the city faster
in all his years in New York. In midtown there
was some fracas going on with the Avengers,
but he didn’t even slow down. As Spider-
Man, he had struggled again and again over
the years to save the lives of the entire
Connors family, and today was not going to
be the day he lost that struggle. He promised
himself that.

He arrived on the roof of the
Connors’s building and climbed down the
wall to enter through the top story into their
living room window, as he had several times
before. But this time there were bars across
the sixth floor window and steel shutters

inside them, closing out the world, closing out



the danger of the Lizard, the loving father and

husband to the people hiding inside.
Wouldn’t you do the same, he
thought, if the Lizard had destroyed your life,
had haunted your family? And yet, Spider-
Man was saddened by the sight, for the
Connors had always remained optimistic in
spite of the tragedies that had befallen them.
They had abandoned hope now, but Peter
knew that their preparations would not be
much of a real defense once the Lizard
arrived. They must have known it too, and to
Spider-Man that was the real tragedy.
Spider-Man scuttled along the wall
until he found a window which opened onto a
common hallway in the apartment building.
No time for niceties, he popped the screen in

and climbed through. In seconds, he was

banging on the Connors'’s door, realizing as he
did so that it was probably barricaded on the
other side. With no place in his heart for his
usual witty patter, he simply pounded on the
door, calling for William and Martha until
finally, there came a reply.

“Who's out there?” an angry, fright-
ened young voice asked.

“William?” he said. “It's me, Spider-
Man. Are you and your mom okay?”

“For now,” the boy answered gravely,
and Spider-Man thought how sad it was that
the child had had to grow up so fast.

“You saw it on TV, the Lizard?” he
asked, knowing the answer.

“Uh-huh,” the boy, the young man,
replied, and Spider-Man began calculating in
his mind. The monster should have already
arrived, or would arrive at any minute.

He knew almost without considering
it that the Lizard would try the windows first,
wanting to avoid the people in the lobby until
after its murderous passion had been fulfilled.

“Don’t worry,” Spider-Man told
William. “I'll stand guard.”

With that, he slipped out the hall win-
dow again and in seconds, was on the roof,
where he watched the street, surrounding
buildings, and the walls of the Connors’s
apartment with increasing anxiety.

Where was the Lizard?

It had been a mad, full throttle dash
across Manhattan, underground. The Lizard
knew every nook and cranny of the subway
tunnels, current and abandoned, and the

sewer system as well.



A captive of the Lizard’s ﬁv;a
senses, Connors wanted to
blink when the creature pulled
itself out of the sewer, but he
could not control the muscles to
make it happen. Then he was
looking up at his building, at his
home, and he knew that his family
was up there, dug in the way they
had planned, behind barricades and
bars that might buy them an extra
minute of life.

Dr. Curt Connors thought he might
go mad.

Though he could not hear any real
thoughts in the Lizard’s mind, Curt did sense
a terrible anger once the creature had scaled
the wall and reached the barred and steel-
shuttered apartment windows. But instead of
simply tearing and smashing his way
through, as Curt had expected, the Lizard
kept going, climbing up to the roof. He didn’t
understand. The Lizard was strong enough to
peel the steel shutters away like aluminum
foil, and yet . . . well, he could never profess to
having understood the monster’s thought
processes.

Curt heard the warbling of pigeons,

and
the Lizard’s eyes
darted to one side
where Mr. Cranston’s
pigeon coop was aflutter
with nervous birds. With
the agile, loping gait of a
reptile, the Lizard quickly
hid behind the coop. The birds
J shrieked their displeasure at his
presence, but settled down again

after a few moments.

What was the Lizard waiting for?

And then Dr. Curt Connors had his
answer. Over the edge of the building, exactly
where the Lizard had come onto the roof,
Spider-Man appeared. And now Curt knew
what had stopped the Lizard outside the
barred apartment windows. Spid;er-Man had
been inside, and the beast had somehow
sensed him.

And now it lay in wait, hoping to
ambush its most hated enemy, Spider-Man,
the only creature on Earth it wanted to
destroy, to devour, as much as it wanted to
kill Martha and William Connors. It was a
murderous hate that Curt could not help but
sense. It enveloped him and made him feel

unclean, filthy, less than human. -



He felt the Lizard’s muscles tense as it

was about to spring from behind the pigeon
coop, ready, at the very least, to tear Spider-
Man'’s heart from his chest. Dr. Connors want-
ed to call out, to warn the web-slinger, but it
was too late. The monster was completely
silent as it leapt. The pigeons panicked then,
and sensing the Lizard’s attack Spider-Man
leaped from harm’s way, barely escaping the
swish of the creature’s tail (of his tail, though
he didn’t like to think of it that way).

And the battle raged.

Spider-Man turned to look back down
the way he’d come, wondering how long it
would be before the Lizard arrived. His spi-
der-sense was rattling his teeth, but he
searched the roof and then back down the side

of the building for any trace of the Lizard and

10

found none. His spider-sense was a little on
the fritz, he finally decided, because though it
was loud, it was muddled, uncertain, direc-
tionless, as though the danger itself were
uncertain.

He jumped back and up, away from
the sharp-taloned attack of the Lizard. Both
the pigeons and his spider-sense had started
screaming, and he’d realized what that meant
just in time. If he’d been any slower, he’d have
had new air-conditioning in the old red and
blue tights, not to mention his lower back.
Even in mid-jump, he was forced to whip his
legs up and over his head to avoid the crea-
ture’s slashing tail.

As he landed, the Lizard charged at
him again. Spider-Man shot from the hip. His

. webbing wrapped around the savage thing




but barely slowed it down. As fast as he could
web it up, the Lizard was tearing itself free.
They traded blows for nearly a minute,
Spider-Man desperately trying to avoid that
deadly tail, testing his old enemy and finding
the Lizard, to his distress, more powerful than
ever. He was going to have to use his brain, he
decided, because a one-on-one had uncertain
results, and with William .and Martha down-
stairs, there was no room for uncertainty.

Then, suddenly, the savagery of the
Lizard diminished a bit and it seemed to slow
down, as if confused. Spider-Man’s head rang
with the aftershocks of the one time the
Lizard’s tail had connected, but he was still
alert enough to take advantage of this new
development. The web-shooters came up and
the spider began spinning; the Lizard’s green
scales quickly disappeared under a mound of
sticky gray. It wouldn’t hold him long, but
Spider-Man hoped it would be long enough to
get him back to the lab, where he guessed he
would find the serum to transform the crea-
ture back to Curt Connors.

The webbing built up quickly, it was
almost enough. Spider-Man locked eyes with
the Lizard for a moment . . . and they weren't
the Lizard’s eyes. In fact, they weren't even
vaguely reptilian. No, they were the most
human eyes he had ever seen, filled with a ter-
rible, aching sadness. They were the eyes of
Dr. Curt Connors, as if that one part of him
had not been transformed into the Lizard after
all, or had fought to change back. Somehow,
Curt Connors’ mind was in there, fighting,

slowing the Lizard’s attack.
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“Curt?” Spider-Man asked, pausing
for a moment in his efforts to web the Lizard
up. J

And then the sadness was gone,
replaced by a consuming rage, and the
Lizard's eyes were its own again. It thrashed
about, using claws and tail to tear at the web-
bing. Fearing that it would not hold, Spider-
Man moved in to grab the Lizard, but at that

second, its tail snapped free and slashed

around to drive into his stomach at seventy
miles per hour, tossing him across the roof
and far out over the edge. He slammed into
the bank building across the street and fell
three stories before he managed to shoot a
webline up onto the brick face of the building
and crash out of control through the picture
window at the front of the bank, scattering
glass and tellers everywhere.

Wonderful, he thought. In tomor-
row’s Bugle, Jonah will accuse me of bank rob-
bery.

Curt Connors knew exactly what had

happened. When it seemed as‘thm.igh the



Lizard might actually hurt Spider-Man, he

had reached out with the force of his will,
with every ounce of concentration he could
muster, and attempted to usurp the Lizard’s
control over its body. It hadn’t worked, but he
had slowed the thing down, had affected it, at
least somewhat. Enough that Spider-Man had
seen something, had somehow begun to
understand!

Spider-Man was gone now, injured at
least, perhaps worse than that, but maybe
Curt wasn't as helpless as he’d thought. The
Lizard smashed open the door leading into
the building, and pounded down the stairs.
He could expect no more help from the wall-
crawler, so Curt Connors reached out again,
concentrating as he had before. He would take
over the Lizard’s form, or at least stop him
from moving, from hurting, from slaughtering
his family. He could not. His efforts seemed
only to enrage the Lizard more.

The apartment door, 6], was torn from
its hinges and flung into the hallway. Despite
the noise, none of the other doors on the floor
opened. The barricade they had built up—

bookcases, a fold-out sofa, and an incredibly

heavy bureau that Curt couldn’t imagine
William and Martha moving by themselves—
were thrown aside as if the Lizard were
marching through irritating strands of cob-
web.

The living room was empty, but Curt
knew it would only be moments before the
Lizard was face to face with his family. He
tried with every fiber of his soul to stop the
creature, but it was useless. He fell into
despair. He would not give up, he kept trying
despite the apparent ineffectiveness of his
efforts, and yet, in a way he had given up . . .
in all the ways that mattered.

He remembered Martha asking him
once if he truly believed that, when the seem-
ingly inevitable occurred and she and William
were face to face with the Lizard with no hope
of escape, the creature would actually kill
them despite the fact that it was, in essence, a
separate personality born of his own con-
sciousness.

“Don’t you ever doubt it,” he’d told
her at the time. “I hope we’ll never have to
put that question to the test.”

Now it had come to that, and Curt



knew the answer as certainly as he’d known it
that day. The Lizard was a part of him, but to
the creature, Dr. Curt Connors was nothing
more than a prison it had escaped. Its hatred
of him was its driving passion, and if it
couldn’t destroy him, then his family, a
reminder of its human counterpart, would
have to do in his place.

The Lizard walked through the bed-
room door, which was closed and dead-bolted
from the inside, like it wasn’t even there.
Martha sat, weeping, on the edge of the bed,
but William, his beautiful son, soon to be a
man, stood firm in the center of the room, pro-
tecting his mother against the savage beast, all
of nine courageous years old.

“Go on then,” William said angrily.
“You're afraid of us, that’s why you want to
hurt us. Afraid of him, of Dad. Because you're
not him. You're not my father. Kill us and get
it over with, but you'll never be him.”

And that did it. Curt Connors was
back, fighting now as never before, screaming
in his mind, trying to get through to the
Lizard, attempting to steal even an ounce _
of control over the monster’s :
Limbs.

T h e
Lizard reached
out a hand and
rested his claws on X
William’s face, and the boy
started to cry.

No, damn you! Leave
my boy alone!

The Lizard

drew his claws lightly across William's cheek,
just softly enough so that he did not draw
blood. ;

Stop! You can't do this, you're a part of
me!

The Lizard clamped his other hand
down on William’s shoulder, and the boy
whimpered, speaking softly, snuffling,
through his tears.

“I'm afraid all right,” William
Connors said. “But I'm not as scared as you
are.”

Holding William in place with one
talon, the Lizard raised the other above his
head, about to tear the boy’s head from his
shoulders.

T will not allow this! This is my body! I
am Dr. Curt Connors! I am the Lizard!

As he sprinted through the living
room, Spider-Man could see what was hap-
pening—and what was about to happen. It
was something he would not allow. William
Connors was about to be viciously murdered
by a creature who was, in truth, his own
father. Spider-Man wondered if he had
imagined that awareness,
that part of Dr.

Connors



that he had seen in the Lizard’s eyes, but there

was little time to reflect.

With extraordinary speed he rushed
into the bedroom, tore the Lizard away from
its alter ego’s son and threw the creature
against the closet door, which sprang open,
leaving it thrashing in a pile of suits and
gowns. Without missing a step the hero leapt
on top of the Lizard and began to pummel its
face again and again and again. For once,
Spider-Man had no wisecracks to offer. For
once, the fear and anger and frustration of his
avocation was too much for him. The thought
of the danger William Connors faced, and the
scars the Lizard’s actions had already forever
left on that small, noble family drove Spider-
Man into a fury unlike any he had ever
known.

And then, in mid-swing his fist was
caught, held, by the powerful grip of the
Lizard. But the monster didn’t throw him off,
didn’t strike out with talon or tail. Instead, in
its snarling half-voice it growled one word:
“Enough!”

Spider-Man looked down at the beast,

and once again, its eyes were the grieving, ter-
rified eyes of Curt Connors.

“The serum,” the Lizard growled,
“working. Get to the lab.”

Or at least, that was what it sounded
like the beast . . . like Dr. Connors was saying.
Suddenly uncomfortable in the apartment,
Spider-Man stood, for a moment unable to
think. Then he helped the Lizard to its feet, to
his feet. He had a hard time thinking of it as a
monster when he knew that Curt Connors’s
mind was in there, that Connors had over-
come the Lizard.

“Are you okay, William?” Martha
Connors asked her son, and both Spider-Man
and the Lizard turned to see the boy hugging
his mother. Martha would not look at her
transformed husband, regardless of his ﬁewly
asserted control. Spider-Man could not blame
her; the Lizard was the great tragedy of their
lives.

The Lizard went out into the living
room, but no further. Dr. Connors was wait-
ing for Spider-Man to come along, anxious to

, be human again, anxious to begin anew the
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process of repairing his family, a process &

which was becoming, to them, the same as
breathing.

“Are you okay, William?” Spider-
Man asked, because the boy had not answered
his mother.

“Totally,” William said, mostly to his
mom, then turned to Spider-Man and added,
“He's just a big bully. Dad‘ would never.have
let him hurt me, not really.”

Then the man disappeared from
William Connors’s face, and he was simply a
little boy again.

“Dad wouldn’t have let him hurt me,”
he repeated, insistent now, as though trying to
convince himself.

“Not in a million years, William,”
Spider-Man said confidently. “Your father
loves you, you know that.”

He heard a shuffling noise and looked
up to see that the Lizard, Dr. Connors, had
been standing in the doorway of the room,
watching the exchange. He moved back into
the living room, and with one scaly claw beck-
oned Spider-Man to hurry and join him.

“Tell him he should stay away for a
couple of days,” Martha Connors said, and
Spider-Man opened his mouth to respond, to
ask if that was really necessary. But then he
realized that it was not his place. He had done
his part, had been there; that was the impor-
tant thing. The rest of the healing was up to
them.

At top speed, he and the Lizard fled
the building. Sirens wailed, growing ever clos-

er as they descended the outer wall and slid

into a sewer hole to make the best speed
uptown. Momentarily, Spider-Man wondered
how it was that Curt Connors also knew the
city’s underground so well, but decided that
was a question for another day. He also won-
dered what, exactly, Martha was going to tell
the police when they showed up.

“You lied to him,” the Lizard growled
several minutes later as they entered an aban-
doned subway tunnel. -

“Did I?” Spider-Man asked sincerely.

The Lizard was silent then, and
Spider-Man was glad he could not see its eyes,
for he was certain that they would show the
truth. The truth of life or death for a young
boy, and the heart of a family.

It was a truth he was glad not to

oo @

The preceding is an abridged version of the story appearing
in the forthcoming Byron Preiss Multimedial Berkley Books
Anthology “The Ultimare Spider-Man.”
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