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earth has just made its first contact 
with a being from beyond the stars

this is amazing! 
a giant alien from 
outer space, just 
like in the movies!

*as seen in the pulse-pounding 
pages of our previous issue!--ed.

--or 
as a 

would-be 
     conqueror…?

question 
is…does 
he come 

in peace--

humanity’s reaction can 
best be summed up by 

alex d’amico, one of the 
cosmically powered members 
of the super-team known as

archer city, 1959.

cosmically powered members 
of the super-team known as
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zorrk!

zaaash!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam !

did…did the 
big guy just open 
a hole in the sky, 

frank?
I don’t 

believe so, mark--
he looks just as 
surprised as we 

are!

but where does 
it lead, uncle 

frank?

nowhere 
good, I’m 

afraid, 
janelle.

mark--you, 
randy, and alex get 
ready for whatever 
comes through that 

portal.

janelle, set up a telepathic field 
that will allow us to coordinate our 

actions--and then I want you to 
leave here immediately.

“who knows what we’re about to face now…”

I swore to your 
father I would look 

out for you, and I mean 
to keep that promise.

I’ve got 
a really bad 
feeling about
these creeping 

shadows…

you afraid of 
the boogeyman, 

kator?

when he’s a 
hundred feet tall 

and standing right in 
front of me? could 

you blame me?

get your heads 
in the game, you 

two!

you can be 
scared of the 
dark later.
right now--
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“--we’ve got incoming!”

I don’t 
recognize these 

warriors—so 
they’re not from 
my homeworld, 

thankfully.

my secret 
remains 
safe.*

demons? 
aliens? whatever 
you nightshades 
are doesn’t matter 

much to me, but 
let’s get one thing 

straight:

nobody invades 
the united states 

of america on 

steel  
 patriot’s 

watch!

*what’s that? steel patriot 
is an alien?! it was a 

shocking revelation last 
ish--you saw it, didn’t you? 

of course you did!--ed.
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zorrk!

zaaash!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam!
bam !

“demons.”

an apt description for these inhuman 
creatures, thinks jennifer byrne, 

who’s met her share of monsters--human 
and otherwise--in her lifetime.

her mother was one.

long before she became lady 
flame, jennifer’s childhood was 
made a virtual hell on earth 
by a woman who should have 

been a loving parent instead of 
a religious zealot obsessed 

with “saving” her unwanted 
daughter’s soul.

now, it always gives 
jennifer some small 
measure of comfort 
when she can unleash 

her full power in battles 
such as this--

hey!
anyone feel like 
giving a lady a 

hand--

--or do you 
super-boys expect 
me to do all the 

work?

--while imagining her mother’s face 
on every one of these abominations.
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charge!

you heard 
the lady, 
heroes!

we’re 
right with you, 

wildfoot!
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no other words are needed—

their city, their world is in 
danger and, heroes one and 
all, they don’t hesitate to 
answer the call to arms--

--even at the cost of their lives.

and holding the front line--
--as they did in the darkest 

days of the first world war--

--are steel patriot--guardian 
of liberty-- and “formidable” 

frank foster, now leader of 
the formidables.

they’re 
tangible 

enough to punch, 
frank!

indeed, 
patriot! even 

better--

--it 
would seem 
they can be 
destroyed!
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coming 
your way, 

randy!

good job, 
jan--but didn’t 

frank tell you to 
make tracks out 

of here?

not that I 
don’t appreciate 

the help!

back 
to hell, 
creepo!

*we’d tell you what he’s 
saying, but the oniric code 
might start censoring us!—

civil-minded ed.

if they’re 
not from 

hell, randy-- 

--I’ll be 
happy to send 

them there!

or, uh, 
wherever 
it is you’re 

from…

but there are 
so many of them! 
unless the odds 
start swinging in 

our favor--
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“--I’m not sure we’ll be able to resist for long!”

wish I could 
do more than just 

throw punches. 
although my 

strength remains the 
same while I’m 

shrunk--

--I can only 
slow these 

things down so 
the others can 

finish them 
off.

the great irony 
of my life: I’m too 
tall in my normal 

form and too small 
to be really effective 

in this one.
I guess 

it’s true--size 
does matter!

damn 
it!

a dozen 
of us cut down 

already, and we’re 
barely making any 

headway!

and what’s 
his story, anyway? 
if he’s so concerned 

about mankind’s 
welfare, why isn’t 

he pitching in?

that giant, 
the maker, wasn’t 

kidding when he said war 
was coming—only 
it’s the bad guys 
who are winning!
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“we can use all the help we can get!” 

the shields 
of sekraal protect 

me from harm as long 
as my will remains 

strong…but 
I fear for the 
other heroes--

unngghh!

no! 
hornhead 
hurt lady
 flame!

GUUUHH!

captain 
hex! no!

“--who lack such 
defensive capabilities!”

their 
bodies and 

weapons are 
animated by a 

mystical fire, 
the likes of which 

I have never 
seen in 

all my years as 
mr. infinity!
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so 
behemoth 
hurt you

right
back!

thanks, 
behemoth!

I’ll take 
it from 
here!

no need, lady 
flame! not when 

this creature and 
I see eye to eye--

--about the 
means of his 

destruction!

do your worst, 
you cur, but you’ll 
never break the 
american spirit!

blast it! 
for all my bravado, 
other than stellar 
I’m the only hero 

here who’s 
indestructible!

if the tide of 
this battle 

doesn’t turn 
soon, archer 
city is done 

for!

aaaakk! 
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the heroes rally--

but never let 
it be said that 

kator ran 
away from a 

fight--

--but it’s not enough.

and yet a spark of hope remains…

“--even if it’s a losing one!”

I may just 
be a karateka* 

out of his 
league in this 
superpower 

war--

--and okay, 
maybe I’m 
shaking 
inside…

*a karate master--ed.
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it’s a 
massacre!

at the rate 
we’re falling, it 
won’t be long 
until we’re all 
slaughtered!

and yet 
there he 
stands 

impassively: 
“the maker!

“unwilling to help in our hour 
of need, even though he said he 

came to warn us!

“is he here just to 
observe--to ignore 
the chaos around him 

and simply watch as the 
world burns?

“if only we’d had an 
inkling of what was to 

come after his arrival--

“--but it was just a few 
short hours ago that his 
ship appeared in the skies 

above archer city.

“mankind’s first official 
encounter with an alien 

species! it should have been a 
glorious occasion--

“—instead of the prelude 
to armageddon that it 

turned out to be…”

it’s emitting 
a beam of light…

and there’s 
someone 

in it!
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for a second 
there, I thought it 
might be my people 
coming back for 

me…but no.

so then…
who is this 

giant?

this is 
impossible!

who
 could it be--
martians?

not martians, 
patriot--something 

else entirely, 
I fear!

we must get 
back to the city 
to investigate.

another of your 
scientifictional 
contraptions, 

frank?

“we’ll use one of my shuttles…”

don’t laugh, 
patriot--there’s 

a wealth of 
inspiration to 
be found in 

the works of 
science fiction 

authors. jules verne, 
h.g. wells, arnould 

galopin, isaac 
asimov, robert 

heinlein…

their ideas 
might be “out of 

this world,” as the 
saying goes, but 

they do wonders 
for stimulating the 

scientific mind.

there’s more 
to literature than 

the army field 
manuals, you 

know!

I’ll take your 
word for it.

erm…
where are 
the seat 
belts?

no need 
for them, thanks 
to an inertial 
negation field 
that I devised.

it acts as a sort 
of shock absorber, 
using the shuttle’s 

momentum to create a 
stable gravity shell 

around us that--

so…more 
science-fiction 

mumbo jumbo, then. 
good enough.
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excuse me, 
mr. patriot, I hope you 

don’t mind my asking, and 
please let me know if 
I’m prying into some 

top-secret government 
information--

--but you mentioned 
martians before, and 
uncle frank didn’t even 

seem to bat an eye.

so I have to 
ask: do martians 
really exist?

indeed they do, 
miss williams, although I 
haven’t seen one since…

was it ’38, frank?

halloween,
 1938. 

it’s a wonder 
we were able to keep 
them contained to new 

jersey that night! 

I have 
to admit, 
though…

…I still feel the 
occasional pang of guilt 

for poor orson having to 
fall on his metaphorical 
sword for us by claiming 

it was all a hoax!

don’t worry 
about orson, frank--
mr. welles has done 
more than all right 

for himself since 
then.

and considering 
the type of trouble we’re 
probably flying into right 

now, I wouldn’t have minded if 
this turned out to be one 

of his “hoaxes” `
as well--

--as 
unlikely as 
that is…
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amazing…
he’s even 

larger than 
he appeared on 

television!

but…
why is he 

here?

you understand 
our language? you…

know who I am?

you might 
try asking 

me directly, 
frank foster.

there is 
nothing that I 

do not understand,
 frank foster--and 

little that I do 
not know of.

my 
intellect 

is as vast as 
the cosmos 

itself!

but not 
as vast as 
his ego, 

apparently…

know first
 that I mean 
you no harm.

and as for 
the answers 

you seek--

--I will provide 
them once more of 

your fellow heroes 
have arrived.

a gathering, 
I see, that will 
not be long in 

coming…
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all right, 
big guy, you’ve 

got your audience, 
now let’s 
have it!

there is no 
“game,” alex 

d’amico--

--and I 
have not come 

here to “squash” 
you or your peers 

beneath my 
heel.

in fact, 
I care for your 

species more 
than you could 

imagine.

I wish 
I could 

believe him, 
frank, but…

I don’t know--
something just 

seems…off 
about this 
character.

he’s 
hiding 

something…

that’s my 
impression as 

well, 
patriot.

janelle,
can you read his 

thoughts?

I’m trying, 
uncle frank, 

but his 
mind… 

it’s so 
complex I 

wouldn’t even 
know where to 
start looking 

for any 
secrets!

I’ve never 
encountered 

anything like 
it before!

so high 
pockets has a 

brain as big as 
the rest of him? 
makes sense, I 

guess.

you said you don’t 
mean us any harm, 
but pardon me for 
doubting the word 
of someone the size 

of a building--

--who could 
squash us all 
with those giant 
space boots of 

yours!

so, really, 
mister--what’s 
your game?
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excuse me, 
mr. giant--mike 

carlson, nbc news! 
would you be willing 

to grant us an 
exclusive
interview?

my 
message is for 
all humanity, 

michael 
carlson--

--and I have 
a far more 

efficient means 
of communicating 

it than 
yours!

as I 
speak…

…my image is 
being projected 

across the entire 
planet, in every 

language--

--so that all 
peoples of 

the world may 
understand what 
I have to say--

--from the 
remotest 
village--

--to the 
largest 

metropolis!
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coming 
through! 
make way, 

folks!

this 
is the day 

so many of you 
have longed 

for!

good thing I 
was still on my 
night patrol 

when this whole 
thing started.

question is…
how can I get 

out to the other 
coast to join in 

on the fun?

hey! the 
sentries!

yoo-hoo, 
guys--going 

my way?

the city’s 
favorite 

insect needs 
a ride!

the 
glorious 

day I reveal 
myself to 

you!

and so the word goes forth--

--from archer city--

--to new york city…and beyond!

hear me, 
people of 
earth…

what 
the--?!

wildfoot!
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I am…the 
maker!

and I am…
your maker!

“I am the truth behind all your 
mythologies and religions!

yes, my 
children--
I am your 
god!
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“my power is absolute! nothing 
is impossible to me!

“or to you, in some degree-- “did not your prophets and their 
parables make it clear--

“--since I created 
you in my image!

“--that, no 
matter what 

obstacles you 
may find in your 

way--

--faith in 
your true divine 

nature can eliminate 
them?
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who am I, 
you ask? 

in your hearts, 
my children, you 

already know the 
answer!
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he…
he parted 

the river, just 
like moses did 
with the red 

sea!

I try 
to avoid getting 

involved in religious 
matters, sergeant, so 
I’ll reserve judgment 

until after I hear 
the rest of his 

spiel.

faith in a celestial 
being who speaks of 

love, yet has allowed his 
“children” to live through 

centuries of misery 
and suffering--

I gave you free 
will--the best gift a 

father could give to his 
offspring. a chance to 

grow on your own, to set 
your own course--for 

good and ill.

would you not 
have resented me 

if I had taken you by 
the hand and led you 

every step of 
the way?

what sort of 
evidence are you 
going to provide 

the world in order 
to bolster your 

claims of 
divinity?

you don’t think 
he’s really…you 

know…?

what’s your 
take, lady flame? 
is it a trick--or 
is this guy on the 

level?

you mean 
do I think he’s 
really god? 

now just 
a minute, 
“maker.”

forgive my 
skepticism, but as a 
man of science, not 

superstition, I 
must ask:

“faith”?

--the horrible 
deaths, the 

genocides-- --often 
meted out by 
their fellow 

man?

prayer was 
the means by which 

you could communicate 
with me--if only you 
had realized what 

prayer really 
is.

I see. you 
do not believe 
in god, frank 

foster.

you lack 
faith.

“it’ll take a lot of convincing, though…”
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“I am a mystical entity who stands 
before you in the form of the 

giant that has always dwelt in 
the deepest recesses of your 

minds. I am everywhere--and yet, 
inside you as well.

life is a 
learning 

process, frank 
foster, meant to 
make you pierce 

the veil of 
illusion--

--and see the 
truth about 

the world… and 
yourselves.

why, that 
sounds just 

wonderful, big 
guy, but tell me 

something…

what about 
atheists? or 

suicides? what about 
homosexuals?

you give us 
free will, and then 

punish us for 
using it?

“that is not my doing, mark 
anderson, but rather that of 

your power-hungry, 
intolerant holymen--

“--who have distorted 
my teachings for their 

personal gain.

“in truth, there is no hell--or 
heaven. but there is evil.

what about 
those of us 
who’ve been 
taught that 
hell is to 

be our final 
resting 
place?

“your religious leaders have 
defined me as an external 

force whose favors you can 
only curry through their 

direct intermediacy--yet that 
is not so.

“obtaining success in one’s 
goals is accomplished through 
absolute faith in your inner 
divinity, not by obeying the 

directions of what you would 
call ‘middle men.’

“it is the part of me that 
resides in all of you through 
which success--through which 

miracles--happen.

“that is how prayer works.
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just as I 
reside within you, 

there is also a part 
of you tainted by 

darkness--the same 
darkness responsible 

for those centuries 
of pain and
suffering.

yet for every 
heinous act committed 

by your species, it is the 
innate good in the 

overwhelming majority of you 
that rejects that darkness-
-but when you suppress such 

evil impulses, where does 
the negative energy 

they generate go?

it gathers in 
the ether, waiting for 
release. think of it-
-centuries of black 

thoughts and terrifying 
perversions, building 
in strength as they 
seek a way into this 

universe!

why have I 
come to earth, 

frank foster? to 
warn your entire 
planet that the 
dreaded day of 
release has 

come!

be strong, 
my children, for 
we stand at the 

brink of…

to be continued!




