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DAvE gIbbONs // pAt MILLs // MICk McMAhON // JOhN WAgNEr 
bEN WILLshEr // hENry fLINt // kEvIN O’NEILL // rOb WILLIAMs
LuCA pIzzArI // sIMON DAvIs // MAtt sMIth // MIkE hAWthOrNE

48 pAgEs Of 
sCI-fI LuNACy!

INCLuDEs frEE 
DIgItAL COMICs!

free
thrill-power?
there ought 
to be a law 
against it!



SCRIPT
UNKNOWN

leTTeRS 
TOM
FRAME

aRT 
MICK
MCMAHON



2092. EXPEDiTiON SHiP ‘THE ATTiLA’ 
REACHES THE FRiNGES OF A SOLAR SYSTEM 
WHERE NO HUMAN BEiNG HAS EVEN BEEN.

OR SO iT SEEMED.

FRONTiERSMAN 
7484 - THiS iS ATTiLA 
CONTROL. HULL LOCKS 

ARE DiSENGAGED.

YOU 
ARE FREE TO 
MAKE YOUR 
DESCENT.

SWEET.

THE NAME’S AJAX 
BLOODTHiRSTY - THAT’S 
RiGHT, BLOODTHiRSTY.

BY NAME, BY NATURE. 
BY DEED POLL.

I’M A FRONTiERSMAN - AN 
EMPLOYEE OF THE WESTERN BLOC 
ALLiANCE. RESPECTABLE-iSH.

WE ASSESS NEW PLANETS THAT 
ARE UNDER CONSiDERATiON 
FOR COLONiZATiON...

AND DiSPOSE OF ANY NATiVE 
LiFEFORMS JUDGED TO BE 
‘DiSAGREEABLE.’

THAT’S THE PRiCE OF 
REAL ESTATE FOLKS - 
WORTH KiLLING FOR!

EENiE, MEENiE, 
MiNEY, TULSE KANON 

RZ 450! COME TO 
DADDY!
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Yo yo yo, I’m 
da boy called 

DR SiN.

Supernatural 
horror, THASS 

my thing!

You KNOW the 
ladies love my old- 
school groove.

Saved da 
world so many 

times, got nuttin’ 
to prove.

But let 
me PAiNT you a 

picture, there’s 
a NEW danger 

comin’.

THE BLOOD 
RAPTURE! I rap 

atcha...

... a 
terrifying threat 

to da whole 
human race.

Hence this 
psychic message 
coming directly 

to your... 
erm... face.

Oh God...

What a 
really horrible 

dream.

Sin Tax. 
Love.

We’re at Radio One. 
Loads of screaming 

girls outside. No doubt 
rabid due to your 

morality-destroying 
rap ways. I fell Asleep, 

Lisa. Hangover 
dreams. Think I 
threw up in my 

mouth.

Hangoverrrr. 
Lisa. Babe. I 
can’t do this 

interview.

Just smile and 
repeat “I am an ARTiST” 
over and over. They’ll 

think you’re eccentric. 
Or medicated. Either’s 

good for press...

Alright, ladies? 
Yeah, I smile and act cool. 

Smile and act cool. 
Smile and act...

HEED MY 
WORDS NOW, 

SiN TAX!

Oh God...

YOU... 
ARE AN 
ARTiST!

Charmer. 
If you will be out 

clubbing til 4am the 
night before press. 

Come on! Time to 
meet your moronic 

public.
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... SO THE 
SHAMANS WERE 

SENT FOR TO TRY 
TO HEAL CETHERN. HE 
WAS IN A BAD WAY, 

WITH HIS GUTS HANGING 
DOWN TO THE 

GROUND.

THE 
FIRST SHAMAN 
EXAMINES HIM, 
‘HMM... YOU 
WON’T LAST 

LONG.’

‘THEN 
NEITHER WILL 

YOU,’ SAYS CETHERN, 
AND PUNCHES HIM IN 

THE FACE SO HARD 
HIS BRAINS COME 

OUT HIS EARS.

IN THE 
SAME WAY HE 
KILLS FIFTEEN 

SHAMANS. SO THEY 
SAY TO HIM, ‘IT’S 

NOT A GOOD IDEA 
TO KILL THE 
SHAMANS.’

HE 
REPLIES, 

‘IT’S NOT A 
GOOD IDEA 

FOR THEM TO 
TELL ME BAD 

NEWS.’

THEN FINGIN, 
THE KING’S PERSONAL 

HEALER, STUDIES CETHERN’S 
WOUNDS FROM A DISTANCE. 
‘WHAT’S THE OUTLOOK FOR 

ME?’ CETHERN ASKS.

‘\ SHAN’T 
LIE TO YOU,’ SAYS 

FINGIN. ‘\’M AFRAID 
YOUR LIFE IS COMING 

TO AN END.’

EVERYONE TELLS 
HIM, ‘YOU’D BE 
BETTER OFF BATTERING 
YOUR ENEMIES AND NOT 
YOUR SHAMANS.’

‘SO IS 
YOURS,’ SAYS 

CETHERN, AND PUNCHES 
HIM ACROSS THE 

ROOM.
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