
22 —————————— Issue #127: Heroez: Save the Chimpanzee. Save the Wurld.™

AA “excuse me, BRIAN, but \’m going to have to WARN you once AGAIN that you are so much ‘BEEF

STEW’ SLOSHING around in sara’s SHIELD at the moment. REFRAIN from commenting on the CURRENT 

situation to the other characters. ” —B.A. Felton, KODT Issue #48, One Ring to Fool Them All

Moving Out by jolly r. blackburn

\ need to pick

up the HUBCAP

OF SHAME...

hey, 

PETE...

huh...?

what was

that?

my HUBCAP OF SHAME.

\ need to get it 

BACK from you...

-peck a da--peck a da-

check SQUIRRELY’s bed roll

beneath the SHELVES in back...

\ think he was

usin’ it as a

CEREAL BOWL

the other day.

tappa-datap tap tap

-sputter- a CEREAL BOWL...?!!

aaaah DAMN, pete -- \ just had it RE-CHROMED.

yeah, 

yeah.

sure...

whadda you want

it for anyway?

meanwhile BACK

at the GAMES PIT...

coz \’m FIXIN’ to HANG it around 

someone’s NECK -- that’s what for.

whoah!!

no foolin’?

who the hell are

you aimin’ to GIVE it to?

well...

that would 

be a TOSS UP.
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*Voyagers: The 1982 sci-fi series about a time-tripping Phineas Bogg who ‘repaired’ time. Not the Star Trek series “Voyager”.

AA “you’re PARANOID, bob. he ALWAYS takes his NOTES with him when he goes to the BATHROOM. ever

since that time he came back and CAUGHT you ‘looking’ for a PENCIL SHARPENER behind his screen and

taking CRIB NOTES.” —Sara Felton, KODT Issue #123, Hard Headed Woman

but it’s between 

GORDO and STEVIL.

yeah...?

what’d

they do?

eh...

long story...

they’ve been at each other’s

THROAT ever since stevil

put KILLER JUSTICE in a 

CRATE and FEDEX-ED 

his ASS to URUGUAY.

gordo INSISTED

stevil’s character

REIMBURSE

KILL-JAY

for the 

AIR FARE

back home...

\ haven’t seen

GORDO so upset

since they CANCELED

“VOYAGERS.” *

stevil’s REPLY

was via REGISTERED

“letter bomb.”

took out HALF of

downtown NEW MUNCIE.

now it’s an ALL OUT

war between the two.

damn. and \

MISSED it?

oh -- you’ve been MISSING

a LOT of things recently, old man.

that’s what 

HAPPENS when you

don’t BOTHER

showin’ up 

for the GAME

anymore.

\ mean HELL -- it’s 

been THREE WEEKS.

-peck a da--peck a da-

hey,

\’ve

been

BUSY.

ryyyyght -- doin’

“SPRING INVENTORY”.

sure.

come on, pete... give it up.

word gets AROUND.

everybody KNOWS you’ve been...

-crackle-

grey lady...

grey lady...

this is RED

LEADER.. COPY!

yeah, yeah,

HOLD

that

thought,

nitro.

q

RED LEADER!!

this is GREY

LADY -- over.

be advised..

the “HERD” is in

position -- about

to MOVE out.

roger that,

RED LEADER.

what’s your ETA?

we estimate

45 minutes --

REAL TIME...



AA “fact is \’m SURE \’m not alone. c’mon guys… 

SHOW OF HANDS!! who here has LEARNED their LESSON?”

—Dave Bozwell, KODT Issue #124, If Not for the Bullet
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\ am sending

the encrypted

COORDINATES for

the RENDEZVOUS

POINT....

NOW!!

oh geeze...

will you

LOOK at

THAT...?
he’s in 

DEEP.

COORDINATES

received, 

RED LEADER...

roger that, 

GREY LADY...

\ am MOVING

to the

RENDEZVOUS

point..

GRANGE ROVER, 

LITTLE JACK,

MANGLER,

\ want you guys on FAR

POINT -- low profile.

EYES OPEN!!

roger

that, red

leader.

little

jack’s 

on it!!

BROKE ARROW...

you’ll be on CLOSE

ESCORT with me.

\ want you with

WEAPONS readied

and at FULL magic points.

shadow my

MOVEMENT

keeping a 

2o foot

anti-AOF

distance.

shadow move-

ment set at 20

feet -- roger

that, RED

LEADER.

hot damn...

these guys are GOOD.

looks like \’m going

to get my 500

G-PEES worth.

THORSON, MILO,

you two 

will be on

FLANKER DUTY.

anything enters

our PERIMETER,

you WASTE IT!!

copy that,

RED LEADER --

gimme FIVE

to move into

position.

we’re on a SCHEDULE

-- make it in THREE.

BADGER,

GRIM AXE...

the leaves the

two of YOU to

BRING UP

the rear.

nothin’ inside

the PERIMETER.

badger

moving

out...

okay, GREY LADY...

nothing for you to

do but SIT TIGHT.

eta 42 minutes

twenty-four 

seconds...


