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IMPORTANT INDICIA

This is The Adventuress.#5, June 1977. Pub-
lished quarterly by the Comics Heroines Fan
Club. Entire contents covered by first publica-
tion copyright law by Steven R. Johnson, Pub-
lisher. Subscription accounts have been charged
$1.00 for this issue. New subscribers send an
initial account payment of at least $3.00 to:

Steven R. Johnson
585 Valley Forge Way, #4
San Jose, CA . 95117

You will receive our publications as long as your
account holds enough to cover the price.

All contributions, or inquiries about the same,
should be sent to the Editor:

Ted Delorme
977 Mt. Vernon Dr.
Charleston, SC 29412

IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT

This issue is something speciall it is the first publication of
this title under it's new Publisher, Steven R. Johnson, and
new Editor, Ted Delorme. In another month or two will be
another blessed event, the ressurection of our sister zine,
The Heroine Addict, after over a year's absence. THA has
been on the ballots of several major fan awards since its
inception, and hasbeen listed as a "‘Fanzine of Note” in
Overstreet’s Price Guide for the past two years. Steve and
Ted are looking forward eagerly to bringing this fine fan-
nish fanzine to you once again. There will be a few chan-
ges, some new exciting staff artists and writers, but most of
the same old crew is still hard at work on the features and
illustrations that made us one of the biggest little zines in
the world of fandom! We hope that you will join us. ..
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lom ot Tr 2705
Publisher Editor
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Drawings on this page: RAVEN by Stan Holden, and STELLA by Frank Travellin, Jr.- RAVEN
created by Ted Delorme. STELLA created by Bob Rodi. SKULL GODDESS created by Jeff

Thompson, with illustrations by Tom Luth. Cover pencilled by Bob Rodi and inked by Ted
Deiorme.
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BECALSE, SILLY, THAT®S THE HOME OF . ,
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CHAPTER
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OH, SUREY AFEW WEERS AGDO A
BI6 APOoNS7ER SCARED AWAY A
WORK CREW DOWN. IN BF/6H
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THUNKR-UP ,&Na
PRAWERED By |
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NOBODY'S SEEN IT FOR A WHILE,
BUT NOBODY'S SEEN IT ZEAVE,
E|{THER 7

....S5HE’S GONE AGAIN,
TROUBLES EXCHANGED FOR
FREEDOM. LET US LEAVE

HER TO HER CURRENT
JOURNEY, AND TRAVEL
INSTEAL TO THE
PAST, TO

DISCOVER ...
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ONLY £/6A/7, AND

“Jdust like in the comies....” es e s

YEAH, RIGHT, JUST LIKE IN \’9 \ \ ’) SHE Lor&£o 1T &
THE COMICS. THE USUAL \y\ § ' ) 87/44 DOES,
MAD SCIENTIST FATHER, | LB - CALWAN'S
WITH THE USUAL R WL L, BUT

SECRET SuPLs-
POUER FORIMULA. &
coRNY, BUT '
TRUE. . ..

HEN HER

... AND
N EAMIE @ps
A SINGER,
W CT have Flown to
‘ starry heights, on
bent and battered
wings...” AND@ AS

74

MINUTE. AND ' 74
THAT S SOMETHING ; ’ .
THAT D0sSA 7 HAPPEN Y/ S )
IN THE com/c 87 HER ¢
FATHER DISAPPEARED AFTER y/ BAVEN, WHO HAS BY Now
THAT, AND ALL SHE HAD LEFT / REACHED HER DESTINATION
WAS FLYING AND TEN YEARS ; ) IN BEIGHT ANGEL CARDVON.

IN AN ORPHANAGE. THEN, AN AERO- ~ ) )j S0 LET?S REJOW HER, 3

NAUTICS SCHOLARSHIP IN ALASKA,.. SHALL WE. ..
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#FAH, SURE, JUST
GREAT.... BUT
WHAT ABOUT...?

DON’T GET
EXCITED, BIRDL

L

NOT EVERYONE GETS A
SUNSET LIRE 7HA7 TO
WALK OFF INTO .
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) Viased 20, 1777, “Q"‘

DON’T KNOW WHAT I'M
OO/NVG HERE. . .

RETIREDL STELL

SURE; THIS MOTH WAS SIMILAR TO
THE POLPDAECHTHONYS MORL/NAE
WHICH HAS N0 mourH 7 1T ONLY LIVES
FOR A FEW HOURS, BEFORE

S FTARSES TO_ DEATH S

BUT IVE GOTA GIFT, A POWER;
AND MAYBE THIS SUPER-SISTER-
OO0 CAN MAKE ME FEEL MORE
LIKE A SUPER-AERO/NE . . ..
MORE LIKE MY HELP |\S RFALLY

BUT LOOK ON
THE 600& SIDE...

ISN2T THAT
EASCINATIN G 27 pl— .
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ON AND #T24=, FOR
E[RG MICE To me:

apSonT,
FOR fNSPIRING MmEys

AND ESPECIALLY
ST AND SACATS,
FOR TOLERATING ME.
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{7 STRIP, TEAMING /
CABAVEN J0D STELLAF
A THS STORY 15 veERy [
IMPORTANT, A5 1T ’
LEADS INTO MATIOR
CHANGES IN BOTH
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GARTERS!
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THE WOARLDS 2
GREATEST SPY./B
AND... OUR N A

covrAC7

O LELCOME To »
ALASKR@Y 77 MAT

i’
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WHAT THE HELL
REVIVED S7FLLA FIVE

IS GOING ONS72
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KNOW W47 S
GOING ON...

PRNOW, 90U MAKE T

SoUNO AS THOUGH LL-
YOU'RE THE ABFAL

J/VO?'[.‘ Here Stella ////-\ ... AND HE
= Y/ OBV OLSL S

7 recounts to the man
pages two and three oF/
this strip. However,

(E)ob and Ted refused,
to redraw tkese/ ‘
’/Pa=5e5. So, if \) /
/ you fee| youve misse

angthing, please feel
Hl, tree to re-read pages
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A REAL SUPER-HEROINE COULD GUA
VHAT 70P-SECRET MICROFILIM
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WELLLLL, ., .
OKAY, AS LONG
AS IT’S FOR THE
GOVEBNMEN 77
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F.J.A.; CAN WE COUNT on vou To
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(RAVENZZ AND SHE THINKS 75 |
&8 , NSTANLIES THIS MAY BE MY

CHANCE TO GET THAT MICRO-
FILM BACK FROM S7ZLLA 77

Z i jis

.. AND SO, M4 £/F, T THINK
RAVEN'S ADYENTURES WOULD
B RE FXLELLENT7 COMIC

¥ BOoOK MATERIAL, WITH A
LITTLE ARGEN7 N THE wAY
s OF ROTALTIES FOR HER,
OF COuURsE.”
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PS8, SHE’S THE "REAL S7£LLA, ALL RIGHTS
T ALREADY PROMISED HER HER OWAN -
copic ToO” BUT GERRY CON-
ROY, WHO WAS TO HAVE SCRIPTED | nER
ROTH MAGS, TUST QUIT AGAIN, ,
S0000. ., . . |

WITH S7Z£Z/A, AND SHE .
HAS AGREED To A CONTEST.

wWELL, I'T
poss SoonD

"LIKE FON S

WiLL GET
HER OWN
CoMIC v

SEE THAT
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STELLA’S
HoLDive P I wWANT
Y0 To PRETEMPD
To FIGHT OVER 1T,
ANVD WHOEVER GETS
THE BEST RESPONSE
FRom THE FARS,

WILL BE THE sTAR OF

HER ownr comic .’




SOMETHING’S WRONG 7
Y STELLA /SNT ACTING £
ZBETTER GRAB THAT CANNISTER
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THE CANNISTER S GRAZ
/7 IN THE NAmg OF
THE ©87.7
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by Jeff Thompson and Tom Luth

The uncaring wall clock pulled the moment of Skull Goddess' latest 'de-
parture" farther and farther away. Dr. Jerry Marlowe studied the tense face
of his young attorney friend, Mark Owens. T wish that Mark and that bizarre
woman never had met, Jerry thought to himself as Mark gingerly touched Skull
Goddess' unmoving body on the hospital bed. She's warped Mark's thinking.
How could anyone think that that woman before us is lovely?

"You don't want her fo come back to me, do you, Jerry?” Mark suddenly
cried. "You and Mitch never have liked her.”

"That's not true, Mark," Jerry replied, attempting to sound convincing.
n{'ye tried to understand her so I could like her, but —"

Mark Owens bolted from Skull Goddess' bedside and gripped Dr. Jerry
Marlowe. "That's what Skull Goddess gets from everybody: misunderstanding,
mistrust! Everyome except me!" _

Equiptment in hand, and peering f {*‘/}4’5/

. ' 7

through the space provided by the %¢‘?
i

7
/s

2

:

slightly ajar door to Skull Goddess %
room, Bruno Adrian smiled. The per- 7
fect time to enterthe room and ren- /?%;7}
der the two men helpless in order //{
for him to accomplish his goal.

"Because I love her!" Mark
cried before Bruno Adrian had de-
livered a blow to his head which
had closed his eyes. However, Jerry
then saw Adrian, gun butt poised,
coming; the young doctor lunged at
the man with an expression of
astonishment and revulsion on his
face, Jerry knocked the attacker
to the floor. Quickly Bruno fired
the silenced gun at Jerry. Miss!
Again: hit! Adrian watched as a whimpering Jerry Marlowe slid to the floor
and into unconsiousness, his extremely lower abdomen a geyser.

Bruno Adrian dammed the delay as he approached Skull Goddess' supine
form., He readied the large syringe.




A lone figure sprinted through
the eerie landscape of Ethera.
Skull Goddess still felt as if she
were an intruder to this macabre
realm despite her nighscore of in-
voluntary stays there. Hesbolo, the
ageless Etherian sorceress, almost
had captured her a moment ago when
the former had stumbled upon Skull
Goddess' lifeless unprotected body.
"1 can't risk Hesbolo finding my
body like that again,” Skull God-
dess remarked to herself. She
ceased her running and found a niche
beneath a nightmarish tree. "Where
can I hide during my consciousness-
es and unconsciousnesses in Ethera?
1f Hesbolo catches me, God knows
how she might go about 'duplicating
my duality,’ as she said." Then:
"Oh, God, why? There's no place for

1 i lln 4 ,fg > 5 L T s e
freaks like me in either world that I live in!" Skull Goddess wept bitterly,
covering her countenance with her slender hands.

Then a likeness of Mark Owens swam through her tears. 'He won't love me
forever," she predicted. '"Someday soon he'll wake up and ask himself why the
hell he's running around with some kind of living aberration!" She cast her
sunken eyes skyward.
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"WITCH!" A smooth stone struck Skull Goddess' head.
her feet and automatically assumed a defensive stance,
4 "Remove that enchanted mask and face me!"
the female voice bellowed once more. Skull
Goddess gazed upon a shapely woman of indes-
cribable beauty. The woman was dressed in a
loose-fitting robe of many hues, similar to
Hesbolo's garb. In her hand was a weird ins-
trument which Skull Goddess took to be a weapon
—— and one poised to be used against her!
What should I say to her? Skull Goddess
asked herself mentally. Finally:"Who are you?"
"As if you didm't kmow!' the woman warrior
guffawed as she shucked off the robe. '"Perhaps
~what was wrong with you in the first place was
the fact that you never feared Baptistal"

YAnd you're Baptistal!” Skull Goddess asked,
'0f course! And you are the shame of the village
—the opposite position of mine—because of

your terrorist dealings with Hesbollo!"

"Hesb—-wait one minute! Hesbolo and I are enemies! We-—" No more
reasoning could be done. Baptista was upon her, brandishing her sword-thing.
The instument began its decent upon Skull Goddess. The heroine blocked the
blow with her wrist, enforced and protected by the bolos and cord compacted .
in her glove. With her otherhand, Skull Goddess hurled Baptista to the ground.:

She rocketed to
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"Stop!" The combatants released their holds on each other when Hesbolo

suddenly was gripping them both and throwing them away from each other. "You
have the wrong woman, silly Baptistal!” the gnarled crone throatily cried.

"Impossible!” Baptista retorted. '"This woman dabbled in the black arts
in our village and then you came and eventually took her away with you and
used her to do evil!”

"Wrong!" Hesbolo spat., ''You speak of Carlia, whom I teleported to this
ugly woman's, ah, home world, as she likes to call it.'

"Home world? But—— but the face! 1 saw the hideous mask that Carlia
madeand wore after you began dealing with her—-—and that is the face!"

"This grotesquerie's visage is all too real, Baptista," Hesbolo announced.
She had released her vice-like grip on Baptista, but the witch still clutched
Skull Goddess. Hesbolo continued: "I sent Carlia to another world where this
woman also exists so Carlia could keep this woman's body there a prisoner, as
I hoped to here. As a grim joke, I told her *to wear a loathsome mask and pre-
tend to be a superhuman vigilante like yourself called Countess Cranium, after
Skull Goddess here." Hesbolo's inhuman grip had begun to draw blood from
Skull Goddess' arm. '"But Carlia, who was obviously unbalanced to begin with,
became so disoriented in that realm — and the swell-headed on top of that
—— that she indulged in some paltry theatrics at a place called a hospital
which proved to be her downfall. I brought her back here and killed her." i

"Wher does your bloodlust end, witch?" the heroine known as Baptista cried
as she raised the sword-thing above Hesbolo. Suddenly the gnarled wizardress
and the skull goddess were enveloped in a body of dazzling, impenetrable
light. Within the incandescent bubble, Hesbolo resorted to the vernacular of
Earth when she turned to Skull Goddess and said, "Well, my dear, alone at
last!"

Before Skull Goddess could raise her hand to Hesbolo, she sat up in bed
and observed the carnage before her: Mark Owens, unconscious on the floor;

Dr. Jerry Marlowe, moaning in an imperfect circle of crimsom. ''Oh, my God!"
Skull Goddess gasped. '"Hesbolo has my other body— but now IL've got to think
about what's happened here,”" She uttered a swift cry of pain as her gunshot
wound made itself known upon her leap from bed. She gently removed the IV
tube and, although weak, pressed the button on the wall for the nurse.

Skull Goddess carressed Mark's forehead as she mentally asked herself why
hadn't someone heard something and come to help before now? How long have 1
been away from this world? And, when it's time to go back to Ethera, where-——
and in what condition = will I find my body there?

— :
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TO BE CONTINUED =*
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' SOME SUPE R- |
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WRITER/ARTIST ¢
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| EDITOR: _ AL TANNER

THAT'S WHAT | “CLAIM/ ALRIGHT!
ALTHOUGH | LooK THE SAME, MY
WHOLE MAKE-UP HAS CHANGED.
To coONFORM To SIREN PHYsSjolLoGY.
I'M NOT EVEN RUMAN ANYMORE.
M A 7

STAR- CHILD. ) /7

ALd... CHEER 1 PN
UP. MAYBE | | HUMAN! t BARE MY
i . 1 soul TO Yau, coTNF%DE
| U, AND W HAT BO
IN YO L3 ‘ &ET? .

"WHAT £ 1T WITh ME ¢
"I <AN'T EVEN OPEN MY /[ //,
- MOUTH WiTHOUT TRou&LE 4
"ANYMORE. EVER SINCE
CTHAT FIRST TIME, WhEN (|
i} FOUGHT THE 2

HARPY.
THEN, ‘"Ng;f #2 !
THERE WAS ~~_ \\

HEMLOCK, TRE ‘
FJUNGLE GRL. (TA #3)
| BEAT TREM SoTH...

BoT
M
- , N ALEN,

_—BUT MY HUMAN
~MIND CAN'T cOPE

"WITH IT. MY POWERS /.
 ECL\PSE MY MENTAL:

VY. / NEED HELPY
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ME ANOTHER VicTIM.||
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(!T‘APPEARS WE HANE | |
7 ] A STALEMATE ON QUR |22
A Z| WANDS. VERY wELL.

| HAVE ACCEPTEL

DEFEAT REFORE. |

=
f§ —
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TODAY | ACCILENTALLY
HYPNOTIZED AN ENTIRE
CiTY BLOCK iNTO |
SEEING A GIANT BUG.
] CAN’T CoNTROL
MYSELF! WHAT’S
WRONG WITH ME,

NOTHING | CANT CURE
MISSY! BuT  You
WON'T LIKE MY
TREATMENT!

i : ‘ 8ur.. BUT | CAN'T
(0 HAT'S NICE- Yor 8uT... A
ﬁ/P‘?ZCT!CALL\{ ﬁi{’) ;{\{ Frer7 Yo AS LoMG

THROAT OFF, THEN e VE AN

You SENB ME cN MY N

MERRY waY. SORRY YoU FIGRT A FoE

L ALY RBUT | CWE Wit CAN'T F,&H,/ ’
’ AACK P 1T's UNFAIR.]
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MADAME
CABRIN I L

AND Ll CcoMMaAND !
MAPAME CABRING To
S TRANGLE

CWHAT/S GoiNG
oV HERE?

[GABRINI IS MY SLAVE,|
SWEETIE. AND YoU

H'L

HERSELF! |

HAVE READ

THE FINE PRINT
REFORE BECOM-
ING A VAMPRE!

You FORGET... Z g
CAN CoMMAND HER |
L Toc!




PLEASE,

NO! THAT Foor ¢ askny
ACCIBENTALLY G RABBED THE
KOFE THAT OPENS THE
ORAPES. ..
AND 1T
DAWN !
OH, COL
[VE ¢-of
70...

| DowT BELIEVE |T! for PiE RNAPS THERE'S MORE
ONCE, 1 REALLY WON! PER-l |mUMAMITY LEFT 1N ME

HAPS BECAUSE THE STAKES THAN 3 THOUGHAT! | MusT
WERE so BEF CERTAIN ... S0, FOR
THE NEXT Six MoNTHS,
FLL GO BACK To BENG
BEY O'NEIL. | OWE T
T MYSELF. STELLA MUST

NEXT [SsUE: BEY RETURNS Tu
HER TEACHING DVTIEs ., ..BUT
CAN STELLA STAY DEAD W HEN
SHE'S iNVITED To JoiN _THE
SUFER —SISTERHOOD? (%

THE RATTLE FOR A HUMAN LIFE BEGINS BETWEEN TWo WHO
WERE ONCE HUMAN ... BUT NO MgoRE, ONE, HeweVER RE-
TAINS ENOUGH HUMANITY To FicHT WiTH ALL THE PASSION
SHE CAN MUSTER. ¢TELLA, AT LAST, HAS PRCVEN HER Wc.::mﬁ
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