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Few comics have had as loyal a readership as The Adventures of Captain Jack. The
news of the cancellation of the book generated only a few letters—but those letters
that did arrive were heartfelt.

So when Mike Kazaleh discovered that he had a hole in his schedule—just long
enough to put out a 24-page comic—I leaped at the chance to publish a special follow-
up story that would showcase the continuing adventures of Jack and the crew of the
Glass Onion.

Mike was quick to point out that insofar as Captain Jack would not appear in
the story (the ultimate humiliation: having been written out of his own series!) he
didn’t know how to bill the story. What you see on the cover is our compromise.
Mike, however, decided that the least he could do was put a little bit of Jack in the
issue, so he let him introduce the story—and, when the main story ran a few pages
short, he brought him back to sing a song as well.

Anyway, I'm proud and pleased to present the continuing adventures of our two
lovebirds in this issue of Critters. And I'm also happy to present a special all-Jack
letters column, beginning with a fully-illustrated submission from one ‘‘Lookit the Cat.”’
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[MORE LETTERS ON PAGE 24]




H, GRoLP. THE CAPTAIN HERE.. | DON'T WHILE \ ADMIT \T \S NOT UNUKE
ACTOALLY APPEAR \N) THIS SToR Y, TOSSING A CTARVING Do G A RUBBER
BUT (WY OFFERED me THE SOoR

BONR, \T'S BET-TER THAN NOTHING , \NNIT?
OF DO\WNG WHAT WE \N TUE BUSINESS
REFER- (o A A “kecarl!

AT ANY RP(E | THE "RecAPrY (¢ p BRIEF

..V AUESS A ooV PLACE <O BEE\N
SHYROPSIS OF THe BUENTS Ty AT WOULD BE \N "THE ADNENTURES oF
PRECEDED CUR SToRY, \N oDeER CAPTAN IpaK! 5., TUAT'S wneee
T© EAMULARAZE THE NSW READER TANCST COMES \N. SHE MeET(S
AND REFRESH THE M=pMoRY OF

HERMAN. THEY LG HT, ClLeARLY,
e oLO.

THEN ARE MEANT CoR CACH oTUER.

AND so

WHSE6 WE VAUE THE CoONFRonNTATION
WETH ME. R\NGTAIL, AND ITANET COMES
WITH US. SHE meets "gul"

\ COMMIT & DISGRPLCEFUL AT BETWEE S
4's 11 412, AnD A A RETOLT, ERMAN
\N\SSoE
#HT  RERMANIS ALTER-EGS WO

PND TANET ALK OUT ond M. WAS
\ AeAR? | WASNS? wWoulP\T Do
DIERYonE BOT mE KNOWS AQouT. AN GOooD 1o MENTION THAT MBS
Yo SAW Him Flost \N#d. TueY OF OUR. PREUIOUS \SSUES ARE
PAY 'CepasBlet (N ]G, D\O | STILL ANAWLARLE?
MENTN ADAM ?




TM Toises of the city disturb the silence of the night. Each
Sound & human dga_nta og its owrt\- The gg\dwcli\;g}l\( of an

% - A gunshot. A bedy £2lls inan alley. T 3
ot an ambul%'\oe pierces ¥ aﬁi_ Y. The siren

..But T digress As it happens, our ctor ens

T fother St iment TR SR LSRR e
heroes gre a after a nigrht’
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OO,

\T'S ©oVGH,BUT
" WHAT Do wWou
[\ SVGGeST we vo?

WENE ZeEN \N TW\S PLACE A GEX AN APARTMENT, TUAT'S
WEEK. TODAY. WE CAN'T sTaY WHAT W €<WOULD Do !
ANY LonNGeR ! ‘
\ NOW
[ ]

PG We
A‘\‘A\\T GO‘\’ e

HoU KNOW KO HARD T \S T GEeT

A FoB \N THIS -ToWN . HANENYT We

BEEN LooK\NG? (TS JUST LuCKY
1 COULD WORK THAXT DAX on THE

We COULD S BY
TSR - HWANG ...
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GO AHEAD AND LAVGH! TH\S PLACE \S £ALL\NG TO B'<S
AND (T!'S GOt RO SHOWER. OR FLUSH To\LET o cuen
A PROPER CEILING! I'M JUOST WAITING FoR THE oWNER
OF TH\S DUMP TO SET FIRE To \T FoR THE \WNGURANCE
MONE V! SEE \F (T's STILL EUNNY WHEN ye're
A CovP\E oF CHaRCOoOAL BR\QLEeTTeEg !

OKPY, OKAX ! (
POINT TALEN!
usten, \\Je GoT
$315 wiTH ME
R\GHT now.

So \LeT's Get VS OW\ | HERMARN... LOYTHYOU
SO METH\NG To EAT. L GoT ALL THE STRENGTH
WE'RE GoNNA NEeED INEEO...We'LLEA\NND
OVE STRENGTH TO SOMETH\NG ToOAY,
GO Jog HLUNTING \ NS LO (T

QOUV KNOW.
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SBY, MAN...CAN ' HELP US 0LUT7 LWE
TRYINA GEY US A BOTIUE oF CoFFec...
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- AND WHAT MAKES You THINK HE\ZEG! "‘"“‘;‘3 AL\ TwE Qo&eﬁ
WE'VE GOT ANY MONEY, HUH?!? we GoT ‘—Lb uii-t&?-\'sz\’ < Yo

AW, COME Or, WAMBONE |
DON'CHA THINK AT LEAST
THEY GoT A ROOFE , /4
SICR. THE\R neADsS?
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OM, GO NO- \T'S NOT THAT AT
ALL ... HOW COULLD 1B ? V('S
TOST THAT \T'S.....

1 dont know what you wanted,
| o what you might expect~~

A

1€ my logic be
(—‘z\a\\?\f ‘,c

-please tell me
what's, corvr .
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OFC Yyour feet You'll be cwepk,
without uoorrg\j notr Mass\eft

To see the grand view,
From khe tower of my castle.

The kervible dragon,
So greentimmense ~

-
p——

-is Mmthe past tense. 57) .



Our \wes , a2k times,
Ma‘ﬂ kewm qud-,z W\w\dav\e' \(
or evew abuvrden, perhaps Fraught with pain.
. I / Let me state,

For the record ~~
=7\

Our crosses we wust bear
-~

[ I

But with wiany hands

\ ¢ many hearts,
/ wﬁzﬂ ¢
1€ naught but 7 ol

0
The kagk ts <

nd T'm sure
2 you'\\ agree~~

-Thak kuhe clichés oF fickion wown't Welp you 6r me.-
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LET'S Go See wHaT s/
MO BE \T's A FieZ/
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SOME GQUY DIED \to THE PORWO
THEMATRE... HEART ATCACK. ..
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WHY, {eS. WE DO NEED WELL TWo PeoPLe
N BPACT. THE BOSS (S oPENING A NeEW
LARGER <ToRE POWNTOWNA...
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\"T'D BE GREAT \F RoL GWMS
COULD STALT TODAY....OF

Q THUAT OO SconN?
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T TURNED OUT T2 B OVUR WE GOX prd pONARNCE ON) OVR SALARY,
LUCKHY DAY AFTER ALL, DADNMT VT 7 AND T©MORROW AT LUNCH, W
CAN GO APARTMENT HWUNTING...
BLT TEN\GWT,\ SVGGETWE
FT\RD A moTel To ged DoWN \N.
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HoO SA\D A
MTHEV
HWERM ! ‘
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WELL FRESHEN-UP | GET US some
SUPPER | THEN we cAN GRAB
OVR CLASES . WHADLAYA Sp ?
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DN, ExCUsE me,
PLUYT WR'D L\Ke

THATILL 8 FIUE BOCKS Foe PAY \D ATUANCE . YoU AND “ouR

l THE FIRST HWOUR | SHOTY, |,  WOIFEY HAUE A GooD TIME oL,
=
‘A V83
/ <
(i N |

ST / T}\a noisec of the cit
‘ Q yé \\\‘\\\ A 2 distu;b tkz sile.ngé’_\g?

Y. the night.Each sound a
ﬁj 4
=
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The siren of an ambulance
pierces the 2air.

I‘b is here that we dyawthe

curtain on sur Mmige en

scéne, for tnis is the
Page that says
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UH ... TS NeXT... .

T s e v
TS 'A oG \ LeARNED
CROM. MLODBELLY....
‘g T GEES SoMETHWNG
NN L\KE TWis.......
>

Early one morning the sun were shinin', o — ‘ 7
Tt sure didnt shine koo long. ~_5

Rolled ovtta bed an ook a \&ak,
Gok dressed aw Wrote this song-

The pipes are old and the plaster's cracked,
' fall on me T Fear.

The Voices of Hre mean old taxwmen
A ringin' in My ears.

w I émbbea A \ar, for ko ée‘t Some {am,
pot dre jan~ wWerent there no mere.

when somethin' ingide made mg scream,
Unock wy coffee on the Floor,

1+ taste like Qlue,.-..
woobward Avenve /




We wwz warvied when we Cirst met.
Scon wed be Aiworced.

We Split the property down the \ine,
And T rode of € on WYy horse.

She wenk of € Lo Bufcalo.
And T went o palm <prines.

T wever did like plowin all that snow,
She hate how Sonny Beno Sings.

T Lok a lick Cromn my postage stamp, @‘ WQD,

It split wmy head in halF

when T khink about all these days,
Lord Knows T have to (augh.
And She would too.....

Woodward Avenve !

gmpires kumble an' wor\ds collide,
The wartians \and at dawn.

gut z#ll T want <o know s why
There's Flamingos on the lawn .

The planes will Fly an' the bombs will drop,
All life will end Tn days.

The \%V\dlol’d, he don't send no heat,
So I set my roomn ablaze.

And all {le boys down in Waghington,
Sowc\aq will have no ghoes.

We don't always get what we deserve,
Alkhough weve paid some dues.
Feel sad an' blue....

' -_— . — 7 WooDWara A\)evxue./
= . — =
_— ZZ '
ﬁ % ) g 7 . .
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But that were w the yeskerday,
My Mawmory's So Faint.

Somekimes it's hard for we to tell
what it i< an' what & aink.

Now T spenad my days sikttin' on the porch,
MY mouth dont say a word.

Rockin' an' starin' I Lake 2 hit,
From MY brown bag of Tluander bird".

My children don't come rovnd no more,
k

Theyll pull My pPlug one day.

\ 2 LY Bub T aikt got a cent o \eave,
S So my corpse wWill have ko lay

< kk—sbv onthe avenue.----

%} \m wood tzfa Av.ev\ue, /

MY MOM SAHS Wou GULVS
ARE ALL COMMUNASTS. ...
.SHE'S FROMTHE F.B.T...

SoM, mamal AN THIS REAMN g THE END 2"
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FANTAGRAPHICS

<l F1SSION CHICKEN

J.P. Morgan's fighting fowl battles a bewildering array of
irritating foes—and all he wants to do is be left alone!

P.U. Evolcraft. the Ether Bunny. and the
sinister Vortoxians (Marketing Experts
From Outer Space)—these are just a few
of the enemies that make life miserable
for Fission Chicken. the nuclear-
powered, egg-spawned bombshell.

After a long and much-applauded career
in the pages of Critters, Fish (as he’'s
known to fans nationwide) explodes in
the pages of his very own regular comic!
Written and drawn by J.P. MORGAN,
with a back-up series by Kyle Rothweiler
and cover colors by Brad Foster. this
comic will tickle your wishbone! (And
watch out for THE FISSION CHICKEN
COLLECTION VOLUME ONE this falll)

Send me the following nifty-keeno Fission Chicken stuff:
01 Fission Chicken #1 for $2.25

O A sub to Fission Chicken #1-4 for $7.00

The following issues of Fission Chicken-contaminated name
Critters for $2.25 each, except where noted:

O#15 0#19 O#20 O#21 O#24 O#27
O#28 0O#30 O#32 O#33 O#35 [1#36 address
C1#39 (all-FC issue) O# 23 ($4.25) O# 38 ($3.25)
Allow six to eight weeks for delivery. Foreign orders add
10% for additional postage. And don't forget to keep your city state zip
sunny side up!

Send orders to FANTAGRAPHICS BOOKS, 7563 Lake City Way, Seattle, WA 98115

All artwork © 1989 John P Morgan



Mister kazALent
'S Been AWHILE o2

IN CASE 4o VE FeRGOT TgN)
Y™ MARC CRA\SAFULLT,
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AwWAY AT HIGH SCHoo L AT
THE PRESENT.....
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[LETTERS CONTINUED FROM INSIDE FRONT COVER]

Dear Mike,

Noooooo!! Bigboffo-smasho-finale!!
Don't do it, Mike! Don’t kill the Cap-
tain! I can’t live without my favorite
humor fix. Oh well... I will still be
loyal to your endless wit and humor. I
haven’t written you before, but “When
Is a Dog. . .Not a Dog?” got my typing
blood moving. I had a similar experience
when I was young. Your short was very
moving. Love the way Janet and Her-
man’s relationship is consummating (oh,
nasty word). Beezlebub was really try-
ing to put his foot or spiked tail into
things. Adam’s a real card, gets me roll-
ing every time. I liked the way you got
Jack back in play; he was starting to be
just a background figure. I wish you
great success with Ralph Bakshi; the
Mighty Mouse series is my favorite
Saturday morning cartoon. Fantazma!!
Well, my wife is looking at me like Janet
eyes Herman, so I gotta go. Take care
and may the ink and the ideas flow clear-
ly always.

Hail funny animals!!

Martin F. Tray
New Britain, PA

Dear Mike,

Sayonara, Cap’'n. Damme, but I loved
that book!

Best line in the issue: “Let’s face it,
it's not easy for someone to accept the
fact that he’s capable of hurting
people’. . ” Shudders run up and down
my spine at that. . .

Is it the truth? Well, only for people
who are worth knowing. There has been
a trend—maybe it’s older than any of us
combined, but it always seems recent—
for comics stories to be more grisly,
gruesome, and truly horrible than in the
past. Albedo #11 had a terror of a back-
up story, which had the most God-awful
three-panel depiction of a torture-murder
I've ever had the misfortune to see in an
illustrated story. (I can’t call it a
“comic”. . .) Now, Albedo is one of my
favorites, and I'll buy it as long as Mr.
Gallacci has the ability to ship it out. It’s
good. But that back-up story, I dunno,
it seemed to me a celebration of some-

one’s capability of hurting people. There
was the depicted hurter, the torturer, and
the real hurter, the artist-writer. It’s as
with so many other of our “capabil-
ities.” They don’t seem real until they’ve
been exercised, maybe. (It’s said that
no one really believes that knives are
sharp, until they’ve seen their own blood
a-dripping. . .)

The pain in your story, though, does
show: it's honest pain. Growing pain.
I’ve loved watching these folks grow up.
Herman’s sudden and catastrophic
tance of himself is heroic. Janet's abil-
ity to come to terms with "Bub probably
helped Herman; the actual healing was
probably done in “Love Me, Love My
Bub,” so that today’s bittersweet denoue-
ment is a logical denouement. A happy

| one, too.

I think I see a “what-if”’ at the bot-
tom of page 21, when Janet and Herman
come back into the room where Herman
is. They all look at each other, and there
is an unspoken plea in Adam’s eyes. But
it’s the wrong plea. He's saying, without
a word, “Hey, stay, please, and help
me?” I wonder, though, if he had been
a bit more of a rogue, and has asked,
again without a word, “If you're going,
take me with you. . . just a way?”’ Might
they have! Collateral? The mob? Jack’s
wrath? But Adam’s too gentle, too law-
abiding. (It's those damned Asimovian
laws. ..)

I was sorry, naturally, to see Jack and
Adam unhappy together. Jack will like-
ly always be unhappy; he’s chasing the
wrong end of the rainbow. Readers have
consistently asked for more
on Jack. What's he really like? Who is
he, under all that hostility and 0il? Only
with this issue did I finally figure it out:
we don’t need to know who Jack is. . .we
don’t want to know. He's background.
He's gravity, or the faster-than-light bar-
rier. We'd be as well off with cute tech-
nical specs 'for the ship—with cute
“Marvel” style cut-away diagrams of
shunts and ducts and converters—as we
would be wit any real, deep knowledge
of this dude. (Oh, fuck it, I'll mention
Brecht again: Jack is like Mother
Courage. He won't learn. I'm uncertain
of whether it’s that he can’t learn. But,
most importantly, for the story you've
told, . he shouldn’t learn. That’s what
makes him him.)

The last two pages, of course, are as
cheerful and tender as any in comics.
The nudity might be arousing, except
that the pose is so chaste. They aren’t
there for their bodies; they’re there
because they’re about to embark on a
trip. They’re going somewhere. . .start-
ing tomorrow.

I'm amused, because it seems that
you’ve rung a change on the old cliche.
We've seen, in movies, etc., the hero and
heroine in bed (or, more usually, in the
bedroom) and the hero “notices” the
camera—the audience—and does the
same thing Herman does. Makes a
gesture; the frame irises in, and the
lovers are left to their privacy. You could
have done the same thing by having Her-
man draw down a curtain. But, instead,



with the extra bit of wit and insight that
have made this comic more worthwhile
than a good 97% of the rest—better,
even, than perhaps 90% of the good
black-and-whites (where the talent really
is, these days)—you did it this way. You
left us out of it—avoiding the easy, “cute”
character awareness of the reader—and
let Herman handle matters as was best.
You know, I really do love those two.
Well, et in terra pax, and thanks for
the ride.
Best wishes,
Jefferson P. Swycaffer
San Diego, CA

Dear Mike:

I’'m not one who writes letters to
comics (out of the many I do enjoy,
I've only written two previously; one
to Love and Rockets and one to Lloyd
Llewellyn), but having bought and
read issue twelve of Captain Jack
yesterday, I had to sit down and send
you a note.

I've been a reader since early on and
have made the effort of catching up on
all the back issues and tracking down
the new ones as they come out. In
fact, I found issue twelve on a spur-
of-the-moment decision to check out
a comic book store in North Miami
I pay irregular visits to. Fortunately,
Captain Jack hasn’t been as difficult
as some others I've tried and am still
trying to collect.

Issue twelve was, for me, a sad one,
comparable with the feeling you get
when an old friend moves away and
you're left wondering when and if
you’ll hear from them again. (I exper-
ienced the same problem with Lioyd
Llewellyn; thankfully, it’s returned,
albeit temporarily). I'm hoping when
you get settled in your metaphorical
new house, you’ll drop us a line via
another issue of Caprain Jack.

Here’s hoping we get to hear from
you soon and wishing you good for-
tune in your further adventures and
endeavors. Thanks for what you’ve
given us so far and what’s to come in
the future. It’s been a lot of fun.

Sincerely yours,

Greg Harris

Miami, FL
PS.—What do you think of the
possibility of a graphic album collec-
ting the twelve issues of Captain Jack?

Dear Mr. Kazaleh:

This is in memoriam of your
famous and most excellent comic. I
must admit that I was initially put off
by the prospect of what I thought
would be another ““funny animals in
space’”” book. I was convinced by a
friend who followed your comic faith-
fully to try it. I admit I was wrong.

- Your style is reminiscent of the old
early ’60s Hanna-Barbera cartoon
shows I spent so many early Saturday
mornings with as a child. Your treat-

ment of your subject matter is far
more mature than Top Cat or The
Flintstones ever was, which I also
appreciate. I am glad that Hermy has
re-integrated with his little devil self.
I’'m sorry that there won’t be a comic
in which your readers can follow him
as he learns to deal with himself as
a whole person once more. I'm also
sorry that Mister Jack won’t have to
deal with Adam’s angst at being used
as collateral.

For a while, anyway.

Anything more than this would be
superfluous. For all you’ve given to
your comic, and for all I've gotten
from it, thank you. I hope that it is
not too long before Captain Jack sees
print once more.

Sincerely,

Allan D. Burrows
Mississauga, Ontario

Dear Mr. Thompson,

I've never written Critters before,
though I've followed it from #1. I have
written to Captain Jack, and gotten
both letters printed, though I don’t
know if it got so few letters that he
printed all of them without bothering
to read them. However, upon the
demise of the Captain’s book, I can
no longer write in, and am thus join-
ing the vociferous horde stating a
desire to see anything from the pen of
Mike Kazaleh in the pages of Crirters.
I see in #37 that the Cap'n is slated
for the summer and am looking for-
ward to it.

Charles E. Roe
San Angelo, TX 76904

Okay, that’s it for this time around.
For those who would like to follow the
Sfuture adventures of Mike Kazaleh, be
aware that while Mike did not end up
working on the Roger Rabbit rhea-
trical short as I semi-announced a few
issues back, he did pencil the comic-
book adaptation of it, which will be
released as part of a Roger Rabbit
graphic novel.

After collaborating on an upcoming
Dr. Seuss special produced by Mighty
Ralph Bakshi, Mike has moved on and
is currently working on the Fox Net-
work’s The Simpsons, featuring the
Matt Groening-created family from the
Tracey Ullman show. Mike has read
the first script and tells me it’s tremen-
dously funny, so keep your eyes peeled
Jor the show—it should be a winner.

And Mike Kazaleh completists will
want to pick up this summer’s Usagi
Yojimbo Color Special, which features
Mike’s first coloring job over another
artist—a dandy chromatic treatment
of a Freddy Milton ‘‘Gnuff’’ story.
(And the rest of the issue, written and
drawn by Stan Sakai and colored by
Tom Luth, is pretty hot stuff too.)

—KIM THOMPSON
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Story”
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