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AN AVERAGE HOUSE, BUT ON
ANOTHER PLANET...
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THE INHABITANTS ARE NOT
PROPERLY HUMAN.

It is a long way to
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632 light years, 2 light

months and one light
‘. day...
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Another oxygen
pill, quick... |
can’t breathe...

THEY HAVE A PRISONER.
A HUMAN ONE.
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| almost forgot... Don't
. let it float away this
111 time, Earth savage!

THE ALIENS CAN CONTROL HIM,
DESPITE THEY ARE VERY SMALLER.




THE ALIEN SCREEN RECEIVES A
TERRESTRIAL TRANSMISSION.

This is Commander Zero! New Earth
immigration party, prepare to board
Mayflower 3! Take-off in one-zero
minutes!

They are pathetically
primitive... but the Earth
savages will make useful
slaves for we Lillispatians!
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All we have to do is to sit
back... And wait for them
to fall into our trap. It
won't be long now!

SPACE CITY, EARTH...

It won’t be long now...




The founding of New Earth...
the greatest adventure since
the Pilgrim Fathers, back in
ancient history.

' | wish you were coming

i W|th us, Steve...

So do I... According to reports
it's a great planet... | am not
entirely sure that | approve of a
space expedition led by a
woman!




Don’t worry, professor... Venus
has got you and Robert to rely
n... And she has brains.

THE SHIP IS FINISHING LOADING
OPERATIONS.
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A CALL COMES.

How much have you still
got to load, Jock?
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, Just one more piece of the
$°8 AT machine...

Should be perfectly simple,
but this hydro-crane
operator is almost as bad
as a woman!




PATROL
There... what did | tell

you, Professor?

i | see what you mean,

! Venus... Jock is real
upset... He treats the AT
machine just like a baby!

Just as well... Without it, we'd
never be able to colonise New
Earth at all! Such a beautiful
planet, rich in everything... except
the air we breathe!




LOADING OPERATIONS
PROCEED...

JOCK IS VERY WORRIED

ABOUT THAT.
(Easy man... easy.. )
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ANOTHER BOX IS LOADED...

...BUT IT REMAINS STUCK IN
THE HATCH.
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| Nooooo!!!! You
blithering idiot...!
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THE ALIENS CAN SEE EVERYTHING.

Hihihihihihi!!!! They're
rediculous...




I'd better go down
there to lend a hand \ \
before Jock goes into \ ‘

...that's done...!

Colonel Zodiac, thank
goodness... we were
due to take off ages
ago...!

A LITTLE LATER...




Don’t worry, Jock! I'm
going to see if | can't
haul it out on my
jetmobile...

THE IDEA BECOMES
OPERATIONAL.




THE BOX IS STUCK AND THE
ROPE IS PULLED HARD...

JOCK IS ALWAYS
WORRIED.

He’s not going to
make it...
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THE BOX FALLS INTO THE HOLD,
BUT THE ROPE SAVES IT.




THE ALIENS GO ON
WATCHING.

A good opportunity to
get that robot to do
that little job for us...

The Microwave
Transmitter Controller
is tuned in!
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ROBERT RECEIVES A
STRANGE TRANSMISSION.




LOOKING FOR THE
OXYGEN PILLS.

ZOONIE, THE MASCOTTE, TRIES TO ALARM,
BUT NO USE.




ALL THE OXYGEN PILLS FALL
INTO THE WASTE DISPOSAL!

WISTE. pigpgg)
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Now be careful with
my haggis...
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What do you want a
haggis on board for?




| can’t land on New Earth
without a haggis! It's our
national scottish dish!

How you can eat the stuff
I'll never know... I'd better
get back and call up Ross
at New Earth...
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THE ALIENS ARE READY FOR
THAT TOO.
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A call is coming...
|
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We'd better switch on
the auto-imitator!

What are you
going to do...?




We are going to produce your
voice electronically... And no
one will know the difference!
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= ¥ ¢ Mayflower 3, stand by for lift-off
[ <. once again! Steve's just calling
" up Ross to make sure
everything’s OK his end.




Space City to Ross...
Mayflower 3 ready for
take-off. Is everything
OK your end?

B wonderful planet! Can't wait to [
" see Earth faces!




Full power! Go go go!
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Well, I'd better see if
we are on the right
course...
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BEY, i+ . . | .
8 Jumping space fizz! ii
What is it? .
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What are you doing
with my haggis?

What is your haggis
doing on my chair?




Jock! What's the
matter? | must get
Venus, right away... |

JOCK IS IMMEDIATELY TAKEN TO
THE SICK BAY.




Some rare sort of
disease, | suppose...

There is no time to get him
back to Earth... He should
be operated on immediately!
In the medicine chest there
are some anaesthesia
tablets...

No, Professor, a
simple case of
acute appendicitis...




They'll try to call Space City
in a moment, when they
discover the drug cabinet
has been cleared...
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= You'd better prepare the
+ Auto-Imitator to copy
L/ Steve Zodiac’s voice.
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o Roooobert...
| Rooooobert...




THE PROFESSOR DOESN'T
GET ZOONIE'S WARNING...

Now, now, not now,
Lazoon... No time for
fun and games now!

| tell you, Venus, the
drug cabinet is
completely empty...
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But who? Or why?

That, with your
permission, is what
I’m going to find out...
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Mayflower 3 to Space
| City... 1 think we'll
have to return to base!
Jock has to have an
emergency operation!

Mayflower 3, Steve Zodiac here!
You're most of the way here! I'll
bring you what you need!

..BUT IT'S THE ALIENS
WHO ANSWER.
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Space City to
Mayflower 3... Space
City to Mayflower 3...

Keep trying! There
f goes Steve...!
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We will allow the
beautiful Earthwoman

to operate when they
arrive... it will be yet
another slave for us.
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Is there anything more |
practical | can do?

FIREBALL RUNS AFTER MAYFLOWER 3...

You can use your
ingenuity to set up the
laboratory as an
operating theatre...
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Any news from
Mayflower, Commander?

is still jammed! Let’'s hope
it's not too late already...
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THE PROFESSOR HAS MADE THE | hope it will do... it's
i [ businness performing
an operation in New
Earth’s low gravity...

Jock is pretty bad... |
sure will be glad to see
Steve!




NEW EARTH IS ALMOST
» | REACHED.

MAYFLOWER 3 CAN LAND.




But... where’s
Steve?

)
There appears to be,
some sort of minute

building over there...

The Lillispatians welcome
you to a life of idyllic slavery!




The Lillispatians! The most
powerful and most evil
brains in the universe!

We are going to allow you to
operate on your sickly Earth
friend... But do not try any childish
tricks! The Earthman Ross is our
prisoner and we hold the vital
supply of oxygen tablets!




Uhmm... What about i
Robert? He doesn’t need
oxygen...!
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Your robot will not be able to
help you... We have control
of him! We ordered him to
dispose of your oxygen pills
and he obeyed!




STEVE HAS HEARD TOO.

(The Lillispatians! So
that’s it... The little men
who fear nothing... But
there is something...!)

JOCK IS PREPARED FOR THE

OPERATION.
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THE LILLISPATIANS
WATCH IT.




Hihihihihi... Most
entertaining...
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STEVE IS LANDING TOO ON NEW EARTH.
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THE LILLISPATIANS CAN'T SEE HIM.

HE WAITS FOR THE RIGHT MOMENT
FOR ACTION.

MEANWHILE...

It's all part of the
service...




NIGHT FALLS ON NEW EARTH.

Well, Earthlings! You'd
better get a good night’s
rest. You're going to need it!




BUT SOMEONE IS NOT
ASLEEP. Come on, Lazoon...

Let’'s go hunting, huh?

ZOONIE WAKES UP AND
OBEYS, FOLLOWING STEVE.
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§ THE HUNT PRESERVE IS THE
| LILLISPATIANS BASE. OK Lazoon... go
: get them...

Aargh!!! The dreaded
Lazoon!!! The space
monster!!!

We’ll do anything you say,

Earthman!!! But please call
the creature off!!




Welcome home...
howdy folks...

LATER, THE FIREBALL CAN TAKE ALL
BACK TO EARTH...




That’s right, Commander!
Ross is on his way back
in Mayflower 3 with our
prisoners, to pick up fresh

,"r" | supplies.

How are you
feeling, Jock?




You've done a
good job, Doctor...

You haven't done so
badly yourself,
colonel...

| think we should have a wee
celebration! So, I've decided
to share my haggis...
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That's more like a
punishment, Jock...

Don’t be so ungrateful,
Steve...
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Someone has beaten
us to it...




ZOONIE HAS FOUND THE HAGGIS
BEFORE ALL THE OTHERS.

Well, that just about
completes my run of bad
luck! I'll say one thing for
that Lazoon: he’s certainly
got good taste!




