PUT AwaY YourR EgN q,Rove!
THERE ARE OTHEKR, MoRE
PWERTFUL WAYS To DEAL
WITH CREATURES LIKE THESE.
ONE.MUST TRY Te REASON
WITH THEM... TO APPEAL T©
THER FINER INSTINCTS...

PID You BRING

THE BEADS AND
TRINKETS....7
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WQIIY Wood replied to my gushing fan letter with a
half-page typed note. "Don’t become a cartoonist.
Become a plumber or an electrician. Cartoonists have
nothing to look forward to but social security in their
old age” What did I know? It was 1979 and I was a
senior in high school. I thought he was kidding.

I took the sacred document, my Wally Wood letter.
to school to show Mike Kazaleh. I lost it on the way
home. On another occasion, I showed Mike his first
Underground Comix, Mr. Natural #1. You see, I discov-
ered Mike Kazaleh.

No, no, just kidding. Until then, Mike had lived and
breathed animation, watching everything possible on
Saturday mornings as a youngster, and later review-
ing with a more critical eye as a teenager fixing TVs
in his pop’s repair ship in the afternoon. His idols were
Bob Clampett, Chuck Jones, Bob Clampett, Tex Avery,
and Bob Clampett, as I recall. Of course, Mike had
drawn for as long as he could remember.

I was strictly a comic book man. I had gorged myself
on Marvels from 1972-1977 (there were still plenty of
Kirbys and Sterankos to acquire through trades from
the kid on the next block), when suddenly an unex-
pected thing happened: I outgrew them (or maybe
they turned shitty: I give the benefit of the doubt). So
I began exploring Underground Comix, as soon as [
was old enough to buy them, as well as Moebius and
the Metal Hurlant school, Eisner's Spirit. back. back.
to EC and beyond to the looming past, for inspiration
and example.

As the Eighties rolled around, Mike and I had a
strange influence on each other. I suppose when it
comes right down to it, and if the truth were told, Mike
and I couldn’t stand each other’s guts for more than
short spaces of time. I guess it was the sense of “cul
de sac.” the sneaking feeling that all the good stuff
had happened in the past and certainly wasn't hap-
pening now, that somehow bonded us together. The
theatrical cartoon short, for all practical purposes. no

longer existed; the Undergrounds were drying up; Mad

had been under the pedestrian Al Feldstein for cen-
turies it seemed; and Stan Lee had long ago put his
creative children up for adoption to foster parents.
There wasn't much cause for hope in those days. The
Heavy Metal movie was unwatchable, The Fox and the
Hound not much better, and Ralph Bakshi the un-
disputed genius of the swamplands that animation
had become. Even Chuck Jones's new "Duck Dodgers”
for George Lucas was a disaster. This was the field
that Mike so desperately wanted to be a part of.
Prospects didn't look too much better for me. The
trips to the comic shop that I would con Mike into (he
had the Chevette) were fruitless to say the least. The
new alternatives from Pacific (formula: 3 pages Dave
Stevens—29 pages crap) and Eclipse (who would
perfect this formula to: Dave Stevens Cover — 32 pages
crap) were — ahem — disappointing. I would literally
stand in front of the huge Marvel/DC rack for half an
hour sometimes, like a couch potato staring at a test
pattern long after Prime Time had gone off the air,
scanning the titles for something. anything worthwhile
enough to read. to enjoy. to learn from. . .any sign of
creative life! Nothing. Mike, who had purchased a
couple of Herbies or Help!s a couple of hours ago, and
had patiently stood there, watching me do this to
myself, would finally take my hand and gently lead
me next door to Wendy's. It was all over but the crying.
[Continued on inside back cover]
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THIS sHIP/

LET'S SLST SIT BACK
ND gENJOY THE RIDE 7 HAHA / YEAW, HE SURE
o' HAPPY JACK SURE\S 1S... \T'S NoT.
OFTEN WE GETA

EASED ABoUT THIS TRIE
HE?

1SN'T HE? JoB LIKE THIS..

N o
! 7O THAT
LITTLE GUYAGAUN?

_ngu CHUMPS'LL NEVER KNow)

TALKING | HAD To Do 1o GET
TUIS GIG/ So | WANT THIS TO
GO NICE AND SMeoTH ,DIG 7/







WHAT W THE BLANKE TY-Blamk
Ao s
ko TH Hely Tl

THAT SHFTE6 777,

A, VER WIRES ARE
CROSSED AGAINS

WELL BovS,
1S RUUNEDAND THE

SHIP DOESN'T Lok,
TOO GOOD EITHER.--

THERE'C A RESTAURANT
UP AHEAD, CAPTAIN...

Qe Yo GOYS THINK
You CAN STay oV T
OF TROUBLE WHILE |
TRY To FiK THE SWIP?

| QON'T WANT You To
mmm{_s
TiLL

COFFEE
LGET BACK ! IS THAT
UNDERSTOOD?




Hiva SISTER. WHAT
HAVE You GoT To
DRINK 1N THIS JowT?

BUT SoFT/'TIS AVISIon 6F LOVELINESS
WHICH CROSSE'S MY PATH THIS Day/
GIVES ME WeARY ol' CIRCUTS A CHARGE!
TELL ME CHARLIE... WHAT Co YU Ko/
ABOUT THIS FLOWER?

WE HAVE EXPRESSS,
CAPYCLING, CAFE MINUTD,
MOCHA TAVA, , TAVA TavA

AND CARRIBIAN CRUNCH.

JEEPERS cREEPERS!

1t WUZ KINDA HOPING

| could GETACUP
OF (WEFEE...

THIS IS REALLY ACLASSY
DUMP, YU KNOW THAT 7/
HEAR THERE'S GONNA BEA
POETRY READING TOMIGHT..

LODK, CHARLIE..
Do ME A FAVOUR
WiLLYA?




| PRAY FOR TUEE
ORGANIZATION -

SURE! ANYBoDY
CAN GO ON
STAGE !




C'MON ! Don'r BE
RASHFUL  GET UPAND
KNOOK ean DEAD f
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o 4

silight moment
By merment... ~

"Billy went From
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total fight ,and
found himself

back in the |,
war asqlh...

Hey! s areovy!
ATRCOLY PROFOUND
STATEMENT OF THE -
WAR SITUATION. ...
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JUST WUNPERRAR /
| HAVE NO 1IDEA SUcH
LOVE IT COULD MAKE

FROM A ANDROID/

Hew! jzzaT A
LAVA Lamp*?

-FINALLY GoT
THE BLASTED SHIP
BACK, 1N ONE PIECE!
IT'S TIME WE GOT
THE HELL OFFOF...




AND... HEQ/ WHERE'S
ADAM 7!7 [ THOUGWT
LP Him NoT To....

DONT TELL Mg ..
LETME GUESS...
THE INHABITANTS
OF THIS CHARMING
BATOF DIRT HAVE
DISCOVERED THE
oF THE
LAYVA LAMP...

IF You AND MR- R ™
HERE

Look ! | Don'T BVER
WMAT ANYOKE TE> MENTION

LAMP* TD ME AGAIN,
EVER/\S THAT CLEAR?/

! WE PICKING UP
STRANGE i
MONITOR! Vbl e

WP Blow T LF




- Bhere are many theories abovt what hapens to the waves from our radioand television basadeasts. Some say nothing at all.
However, there are these who believe that they have simply drifted out into space,only o be recieved hunah—edstF qearsmzxtez by the...
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o
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WELL, SO LONG GANG!
BE SURE To LOOK ME
UP NEXT TIME YbU'RE
INTHE GALAXY /

STELL YA WHAT M GONNA Do/
VLl SNEAK PART of MV CARGO
FROM m¥ SHIP AND YOU CAN

HAVE IT FREE! HOoNESTLYS




LooKIE! HERE'S
THE INVDICE/ ('LL
TelL THE Boss
THAT HE ForGoT
To PuT €M ON
THE SHip/

Z000 TELEVISION

| DONT KNOW YeT ADMM BUT JusT THE
SAME , GET THATCRATE MED TO THE SHIP/

wEp! 1 GOT THE
N\ PINK SUP DASDY !

EVER HEAR OF THE
PLANET "SiARTI" 7

O, CAPTAIN! DID
U EVER HEAR
ok THE PLANET

SIART I

Q%gmm :
IT's 1 THE GALAXY _ g

OF RASTAR" AND THEY
ARE ABOSOLUTE L MAD
FoR Tee vee !




YEAH, | KNow ! ITS THE
SAME SToRy WITH HENRY!
HE JusT S1TS on) HtS ARSE
MLDay ! WE'VE NoT GoT A
CRUMB T EAT IN THE PLACE.

So WHAT'S
NEW WITH You,
DeARRIE 7

~SAME oD THING { THE
CRATER'S GOWG ALL To HELL!
-SEEMS ALL GESRGE'LL Do ANY-

MORE 1S WATOA RE-RUNS of
EARTH SITUATIon ComeDIES...

Yiknow, wele Dole
NOTHING WITH VR
EVENINGS BUT (aTey
"PETTYCoAT JuNCTIoN ¥/

OH, BY THE WAY My GEORGE SAID
HE WAS GOING ouER To YOUR PLACE
To WATCH "GILLIGAN'S 1SLANDY

BUT CARLOS, PLEMSE!
| PROMISED MoTHER
SupeERIoR THAT I'D
oMe P WITH A
sLat

ANACHHNE 7
AEASING NIGHT ™/

HENRY/ | 7k 115
-_ TIME YoUAND | HAD A
A

WHO'D EVER THoOGKT
SHE'D BecoMe A NUN P/




PEFET! TS GonE ! HENRY?/

LEFT To eAT!

(75 BEEN MONTHS SINCE | HENRY/ pio vou ves. wmat ,
WOUVE GONE_FORACHING FOR ; SNDRX' kel sy = & ',
FOOO/ THERE'S NOTHING ‘ Z g

A= =/

SAY, woedA RUN INTA
THE KITCHEN AN' Fix US
A COUPLA SAN'WITCHES

LCAN'T STAND T
ANY LONGER! THE Time

IS AT HANO & CAST oFf \

THE SHACKILES ofF ok

OUR SPOTIER RERORTS
THE (RAFT 1S LANDING
Dotk IN QECTOR FIVE

GOLLY SARGE! AV aLien
CRAFT |5 HEADIN® FEr Us /




! THINK WE cOGHT To
WELKIDME
THEM ToN'T Yoo 7

NOT FRIENDLY7Z/ DoN'T BE
ABSURD... THEY'RE JusT

A TAD OVER-ZEALSUS, T ...

bl"!ﬁégf‘

2 t-_‘?: g_,‘l

o TAM- RA- L NG

DON'T
TEE VEES
AROUND HERE.

“TEE VEES 7! Yoo
MEAN TELEVIS{ONS/
WHY Ao... | DON'T...

I GLAD vbu ASKED/
WETH N THAT 8K 1S
A SHIPMENT oF THE

FINEST 19 INCH...

SON OF AGUN SANS T/
ALREALY THEYER Were To
BUY OUR pMERTHAMDI\SE /

CAN THE TaRGeN
FPs ! WHATCHA

GREETINGS AND
SALUTATIONS! ALLow
ME To INTRoDUCE

MYSELE, | ...

W DEAR poomAN ! ARE
You SUGGESTING THAT
T WoLD B CARRYVING
TELEVISION SETS 7HA!




Tee vee! 11 \s 1o Lavan !
| WOULDN'T (WANT 7o SELL v
A TELEUISION FoR THE...

-nw STAY ore 1/

WHAT 1'D LIKE T©
SBUT You WANT KNo) (S o) DAD THAT
KNow WHAT'S ReaLLy I PI' CRATE HAPPEN To FALL
BUGGIN' ME? Do tou? A APART LIKE THAT?/
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“ZONE” BY MIKE KRAIGER

“ENIGMA FUNNIES” BY GARY FIELDS

“THE HOLO BROTHERS” BY JIM ROHN
“BOB MERCENARY” BY JAY GELDHOF

and
DAVE HARRISON
BROUGHT TO YOU BY
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IT'S THE PULSE POUNDING ¢
SENSES SHATTERING * MIND
BENDING ¢ BAT FISHING -
BOJEFFRIES SAGA BY SPI
NE WARPING * ASS KICKING
» NOSE WIPING * TOE SMA
SHING * SHIN SPLINTERING
ALAN MOORE AND THUMB
BREAKING ¢ EYE GOUGING e
THROAT RIPPING * EAR SPL
ITTING « HEART STOMPING
STEVE PARKHOUSE APPEA
RING IN THE FLESH STRIPP
NG RETCHING ¢ THI

| 4=z INTIRE NER
o AORT CIRCU
= BRUISING ¢ JOI
G « DALGODA 8!
INDING *NOSTR
e KIDNEY DAMA
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CAPTAIN JACK AND THE CRewW IN:

“ﬁénore the roan
behind. the curtain/”

-W.O. ©Z,
IR GEE CAPAIN!vsN'T i
B\ T AROUT TIME You
B TolDus wHeRE WE
ARE o7

YEAR, WHATS THE
BiG SECRET,SIRY

DY 23004,692 87314 MILEST

 {OvaRD JoumsoN's

TURN RIGHT AT EXIC 23—
N 3 N

. |ﬁf, = ’_'#i'

~}—»""’ .. OL' Jack WAS BeEN
SUMMONED BY A vERY
GREAT AND Rl-tﬁRFU‘——
WIZARD /

WELL,Bovs 1'LL
TELIYA. \ GOT A
RD\O MESSAGE
LAST WEEK...




-SEEMS HE'S HEARD ABOUT WHAT N
T KEEP US
A TOUGH BORSCUT SALESMAN |AM! &!ososé’(EEINgg,
CAPTAIN !

-CAYS
HE'SGOTA
B\G DEAL
COOK ING!

VAR pHO IS HE?
~NITKO THE MIGHTY ?
-PETOK THE PSTENT?

HE LWES oN THAT
PLANET UP AHEAD..




THUAT LOOKS LKE THE
LANDING PAD CAPTALN..

HeY! WHAT “THE HECK
KIND OF ScENERY
po YoucaLL THIS 7

PLEASE, ADAM! LET'S
NOT BE RUDE! WE'RE <>
GUESTS ON THIS PLANET/ /A@
IM SURE ©SUR WOST

HAS A GRAC
NE—LCDM% Fgé) Uss.

e

4.3







Aw, Heex | AND
NO FREE GAME
ETHER !

ggind sound Bound =



JeePERS, WwHere | | woure ono
ARE WE,CAP7 ME, GET OFlg?r

gL T

HELLOD, WHAT'S, HELLO! UELLO!
T™a”2 auesTs! WELCOME! | AN VoODLES f
VZARD of PooTWATCLE/

YoU MUST BE THE CAPTAW ! GLAD T'see
Wal WHAT'S NEWT Hows TRicK ST HA?




YESSIR | THAT ONE. WOWED EM N PIrsBURGH /
BIG LAFFS! THEY KNEW oL' DEoDLES WaD A
HAND IN IT! AND SPEAKING oF HANDS ... .

Someroby SEZ To
ME "DOoDLES" ye

SEZ "HAVE You EVER
HAD YouR PALM READ
7" KZ “Yepwm /"

HE SEZ "WELL, WHAT'S wiTH

THAT LiT(LE AlUMiInNUM SIDING

ALL OVER Yourk HANDS?" |

SEZ WE GOT TIRED ofF REPAINT- J—\

HAW, THAT’S
A RILLER!

ING 'EM RED EVERY SPRING /'

~You oKAY CAPTAIN 7 WHeooor! coMe THis
WAY , GENTLEMEN /




PERHAPS YouU'D CARE To
PISCUSS (ToVER A
GAME oF Peol., CAPTAINT

.- SO WHEN HEAVENS To geTsy!
o wE GeT DoN'T BE so FoRMmaL!
DOWN To

BUSINESS”

S .. co THE
g\g{ HIS mzmo|.:‘;'r\s{§nt 3 UNLESS OF COURSE STAKES

"7 MY WERE H\GH ENCUGH. .........
SIR, | CCOLDON'T THINK

&F ENGAGING N SUCH
BLASPHEMOVS ACTIVITY...

20

ou MAY BREAK

MR. JacK.....



THATS A KILLER/

HA HA HA WA BA HA HA

ST
"y

e
N\ V)




OH,GOD/ | CAN
STAND [T/ HOO/




THERE! Sopio BarL! solip coe!
'D LIKE TO SEE YoU PULL SoME -

THING Now You ReEFUGEE FRom
A SOHNSON-SMITH CATALGUE /

Now THATS
AXILLER!

Haw , awj
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HEY, 1 Know ! ow ' BouT A
ST GAME oF CANASTAT

)

NO DISRESPECT INTENDED YouR. So PLEASE
DOODLESHIP, BUT LETR JusT , DBRRLING :ifgg&?s
DISPENSE WiTH THE FRIVOLITIES
ANDGET DowN Te CASES ./

WHY CERTAINLY LAD! THE WIZARD o Lt E e AR
| S :
BUSINESS HASN'T BEEN Too GooD SELLANG TUEM B FRENDS

LATELY, So | STARTED A LITTLE

NOVELTY ComPANY! | MAKE EXPLO-
DING NECKTIES,INFLATABLE L.C.BMS
GLOW~IN -THE - DARK MUCILAGE , GPRULC
FLAJOURED ONIONS, THE WHOLE BT/

RELATIVES , AND EVEN NEGHBaURS!

T BT T AT N e

WHY DON'T
vbu ook
AT OUR

BROCHURE!

é
!




-~ DIDN'T TELL You aBovT

OUR. FREE GIET INCENTIVE

PROGRAM / JUST LASTEN
TS Tws/

HE DRAGGED ME ouT To
THIS BOOBY-HATCH so
1 COULD SgLL NOVETES

NOW (F You gEToNLY
Two-HUNDRED aN' TWELVE
OTHER PEOPLE Yo SELL
YoulLl RECIEVE TS
SOLAR. POWERED FLASHUGHT!

BUTWATA MWNNIT !
You DIDN'T HEAR
THE BE ST PART/




[ LETS SCRAM THE VELL OUTOA ueze}

PEFORE ANYTHING ELSE WaPPeENS !




THIS 1€ JUST ABCLT TWE
FUNNIEST TUING (Ve e:val
sEEN IN MY wHoLe LiFe! m
LAVGHING MY SocKS ofF/

Hooo!/

THATS A
KILLER/

Next Issue: “/-\NOTHER SATUEDAVNIGI—IT" ‘
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[Contiued from inside front cover]

Little did either of us realize when we became room-
mates how truly incompatible we were; that one day
I would lose Mike's cat (temporarily). or that he would
cause me to miss the first twenty minutes of Citizen
Kane in Ann Arbor, both grounds for justifiable homi-
cide. Nonetheless, our apartment, in the building that
had seen better days. in the city that hed seen better
days. that Mike and I shared with aspiring cineaste
Brian Gabel, was, in a way, a refuge from the present.
where a couple of self-taught artists created their own
school, regardless of the prevailing mediocrity. Here,
Clampett and Jones still directed six shorts a year in
blazing IB Technicolor; here. Harvey Kurtzman still
presided over Mad comics. On 625 Madison Avenue,
Stan and Jack churned out the Marvel Comics group,
Crumb was still tripping on Haight-Ashbury and fill-
ing up his sketchbook. Wally Wood was in his prime,
filled with youthful enthusiasm. and notions of self-
destruction would never-ever occur to him. It was
Berlin in the Twenties, or Storyville at the turn of the
Century. or Picasso's Montmartre, or Eisenstein's
Moscow. or Woody Allen's Manhattan. or any period
of creative flowering in history. and it was all happen-
ing now, as long as the bulb in the projector burned.
as long as the staples held the illusion together. Did
I mention Liverpool in 19607

We were a couple of undiscovered geniuses who felt
unappreciated by the world, who felt that the major
improvements in American Popular Culture, and for
that matter, Art in general. had passed them by.

In all fairness. some good things had managed to
filter in from the present: Spiegelman’s Breakdowns,
Griffith's Zippy. Sim’'s Cerebus, Quagmire's Cutey
Bunny, The Comics Journal, Love and Rockets #2, Alex
Toth's Bravo for Adventure, Chet Brown's Yummy Fur,
David E. Boswell's Reid Fleming, World's Toughest
Millanan, and who could forget the Bonzo Dog Doodah
Band providing the background music? Of course,
Mike's list might be a bit different.

Despite the fact that Mike's interests often over-
lapped my own. there were considerable areas of
enthusiasm that were exclusive and sacrosanct. Occa-
sionally. we would attempt to influence one another's
artistic development directly. a foolhardy endeavor,
to be sure, which would have the disastrous results of
hurt feelings. bruised egos. and a paranoid sense of
rivalry. I would tell Mike that caricature and humor
were fine, but anatomical study and academic draw-
ing were vitally important, too. He would counter that
any yo-yo could copy reality. | insisted that Kurtzman
could draw realistically, where Mike could not; he
accused me that I couldnt draw funny.

Now, between average roommates, there is enough
tension, if it goes unchecked. to escalate to global
thermonuclear war. But this was simply too much. I
was damned if I, the self-taught master of Neal Adams
feathering, was going to live with someone who
doubted that I coud draw funny if and when I felt like
it! And so, I filled a good sketch book and a half of
funny sketches, just to prove to this dilettante my facile
versatility and range.

The only problem was that these were the dopiest,
sappiest, saddest sort of cute and cuddly type of
sketches you ever laid eyes on., the stuff we associate
with Harvey or the Star line; bullshit, in other words.
Mike had me dead to rights; I couldn’t draw funny to
sowe my soul.

[ scurried back to the heroism, the melodrama, the
=m==o=y that was my sole skill. Trapped by the con-
m==oos | had strived to perfect, I found my medium
= sxzression totally expressionless. With a sense of
wtes o= ooy and a sort of savage lashing out, I pushed
& =l %= t=e max: | employed overkill. Every muscle

defined, every pose dynamic beyond all physical laws.
every arm flailing, every leg four miles apart. Bulge
upon bulge. mass upon mass. heroic proportion dis-
torted beyond all recognition.

Brian blurted out the words, "Megaton Man!” and
we all laughed for a solid twenty minutes. The rest
is history. and it's all Mike Kazaleh's fault.

But this is supposed to be about Mike.

Whereas | was content to finance my cartoon moon-
lighting with restaurant dishwashing, Mike always
had a stronger sense of ego in regards to his chosen
profession. He was an animator, by God. and he was
going to make a living off of it! No more pop’s TV store
for him! How he ever scrounged up animation work
in the Motor City I'll never figure out, but he did. He
got himself a commission to do a thirty-second TV ad
for a local construction company which Mike would
produce, direct, and animate, although Brian often
assisted a good deal. all on a shoestring budget. shot
on 16 mm in the apartment or in Brian's parent’s base-
ment. Occasionally, I would paint cels. He landed a
string of such jobs. and. although not exactly Bob

Clampett, they were a damn

sight more ambitious than the

b 1 ; Sil.'!ﬂ you see on Suturdu‘_y mor-

A ~, nings these days. The kid had

7 the knack.

s But he never could get far

*  enough ahead to finance his

own short. But the problem was

deeper; Mike is above all a

perfectionist (in a sloppy. slap-

dash sort of way —no. no. just

kidding) and he didn't feel he

had ideas that were good

enough for a cartoon. He was not a writer. he would

complain. So. he contented himself with producing

two and three page underground-type strips. which
is an eminently cheaper testing ground.

Now. how Mike wired it all together. I don't know.
because I moved to Wisconsin. so | wasn't there. All
I know is that one day I got a Xerox copy of Captain
Jack and his Crew of the Glass Onion in the mail. Jack,
and Adam, and Herman, and Beezlebub were —my
God! real and palpable characters — with motivations
and hilarious stories—and all that stuff from that
fabled apartment of ours, no. 14, lived on in those
panels! And | knew, and he knew [ knew, and I knew
he knew [ knew, and he knew I knew he knew | knew
...that he could write!!!

Of course, it would be wrong to read Captain Jack
as some sort of compromised animated cartoon.
because somewhere along the way, Mike had gained
a mastery. as well as respect, for the very different
comic book medium! Just like I had gained a mastery
and respect for humor (good Lord — choke!). . .

Now. Mike lives in Hollywood, working in the big
leagues of animation, and doing the Captain for
Fantagraphics Books (Denis Kitchen'’s failure to pick
up this series is a shame he will just have to live
with— God knows I tried to reason with the man).
Anyway, two miserable aspiring cartoonists from
Detroit are now two somewhat less miserable real-life
cartoonists. The present may not be the past, but it's
the only show in town.

What Mike's aspirations are at this point only time
will tell; allow me to predict that Mike Kazaleh will
be on the forefront of funny for the rest of this century
and well into the next, whichever medium he works in.

Me. [ know when I'm beat. I'm gonna be a plumber
or electrician.

—DONALD SIMPSON
Princeton, WI
1985
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