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onmy, o | THEY COME AR

D THAT WAY ;
sé%%lér«ﬁms = i SOMETIMES, HEY, THERE’S A
A LEFT ON OUR . FRY. NOTE ATTeCHED
DOORSTEP/ . A TO IT/

‘ I’VE ALREADY
HAS SOMEONE GOT A NAME FOR

FINALLY ANSWERED \. THAT LITTLE ‘
ZOIDBERG’S PRAYERS | = G A you Guys,
WITH THIS BUNDLE 4 IT’S NOT LIKE WE’VE
NEVER SEEN ONE
BEFORE...
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“ o Ju A g NEVERTHELESS, I S7/4L HAVE A
STUPID PACKAGE N NAME FOR IT...PLANET EXPRESS

C'MON, LET'S N
o DELIVERY ORDER NUMBER ,
SOMEONE LEFT FOR | bty SEE WHAT’S INSIDE,

. ONE OF Us.

WA/T THIS
PACKAGE /SN'T

FOR US/ IT’S A
BOX OF ROBO-GRAIN
BARS, THE ENERGY
FOOD BARS MADE
FOR HUMANS AND
ROBOTS/

SOUNDS JuST
STUPID ENOUGH |
TO BE YUMMY/ 4

THEY’VE INCLUDED AN ADVANCE
OF $70,000 WITH A BALANCE OF

$40,000 PAYABLE UPON DELIVERY
/F THE UNOPENED BOX IS DELIVERED
3 TO THE PLANET DESOLATIA.

THEY’RE NO7, MON.
THEY MAKE THEM WITH
ROBOT O/L AND COVER
THEM IN CHOCOLATE TO

HIDE THE 7TERR/BLE
, TASTE/

/ ]
DOESN’T

'\
THEY’RE SO

BAD EVEN ZO/DBERG
WON’T TOUCH THEM.

MYSTERY SENDER, N\ |
DO I HAVE |\ INSANE PAY DAY, DEEP SPACE \|
SPINACH N = DESTINATION...ISN’T THIS WHEN |
MY TEETH /Bl you SAY YOU HAVE A “B4D
_AGAIN? A FEEL/ING” ABOUT THIS AND
> TELL US WE SHOULDN'T /
TAKE THE JOB?

pLUS, YoUu
HAVE SP/INACH IN )
YOUR TEETH.




IT’S OBVIOUSLY SUCH
A SUSPICIOUS MISSION THAT I
FIGURED THE PROFESSOR WOULD
VETO THE CRAP OUT OF IT/

THEN I’M GUESSING
THERE’S NO POINT IN MY
OBLIGATORY FINAL STAB/\ . o

NOT UNLESS

AT REASON? _
T YOU SIMPLY WANT
= TO HEAR THE SOUND OF
-\ YOUR VOICE. OFF

/ OH MY NO! FIFTY THOUSAND
DOLLARS IS EXACTLY HOW MUCH IT
COSTS TO DESTROY THOSE MUTATED
SHARKS 1 DUMPED IN THE HUDSON
RIVER LAST WEEK/

C’MON, KNLICKLEHEADS,
‘ LET’S GIVE THE PROFESSOR
ANOTHER CHANCE TO COLLECT
ON OUR L/FE INSURANCE
POLICIES.




LATER, IN DEEP SPACE...

OHHH, CAN ARS ‘5_
il e 3 LIGHT Y
DESOLATIA

THRU, LEELAZ...
OMICRON-PERSEI 8

42 IGHT YEARS

mﬁmgﬁ F 145 LIGHT YEARS

...I WANT TO TRY THE

EXTRA CRIPSY EEL
MEAL WITH SIDE OF

WASAB/ SLAW! _4

LOOK, GLYS, I LOVE g
COLONEL SANDER-SAN’S
ROTISSERIE UNAG/ AS

MUCH AS THE NEXT HEART-
CLOGGER, BUT WE NEED TO
GET TO DESOLATIA AS
SOON AS POSS--

WE’VE LOST POWER IN
ENGINE TWO/ BENDER, HOW
MANY TIMES HAVE I TOLD You
NOT TO PUT YOUR FEET UP
[ ON THE CONSOLE?/

\ AN
N AR cuT My N
| [ FEET WEREN'T
. ANYWHERE NEAR
THE CONTROLS/
g

YOU KNOW, IT’S TIMES
LIKE THESE WHEN I LIKE TO
SIT BACK, REFLECT, AND
RECOGNIZE THAT...

WE’RE ENTERING DESOLATIA’S
ATMOSPHERE/ IT’S NOT GOING
TO BE PRETTY, BUT I THINK I
CAN GET US DOWN THERE
IN ONE FIECE/

BUCKLE UP,
BOYS/




A FEW SECONDS LATER...

T T AT ST =
1 R W Y

I THOUGHT e FRY, ARE YOU
THAT SEAT WAS | ALL RIGHT?
COMF/ER THAN .

USUAL.

I DON'T
KNOW...ARE MY
RIBS SUPPOSED TO
MAKE CRACK/ING
NO/SES WHEN T £
BREATHE?




upPsY-DAISY, OH NO/ WE’'VE
MEATBAG. : GOT SERIOUS TROUBLE,
/| GUYS/ ENGINE TWO IS
SO DAMAGED...

HOW DID IT Y

HAPPEN? I'M NOT SUIRE,

BUT I’LL RADIO
FOR HELP.

MAYDAY, MAYDAY, THIS . YOU’RE ONLY

IS ONE-B-D-/, AND WE GETTING S7AT7/C
NEED HELP!..HELLO?!..|S AND COUNTRY
ANYONE RECEIVING THIS mus/c
TRANSMISSION? STATIONS/

DRIVE?
HOW ARE WE GOING

® MY HEART’S
TO DO THAT?

ON FlllIR-AH,
N ELVIRA/...

...DON'T TELL
A MY HEART, MY A
A ACHY-BREAKY
HEART...

WALL MY A
EX’S LIVE IN

WHERE THERE
|\ ARE WHEELS, THERE’S
A WAY/

3GASP/<
CHANGEITCHANGEIT-
CHANGEIT!




THERE SHOULD BE ENOUGH
JUICE IN ENGINE ONE TO AT LEAST
GET US OUT OF THESE MOUNTAINS
SO WE CAN GET RECEPTION
AGAIN.

N WELL, WE SHOULD
\ < =) S mNEOchlgAGSIONAL EAT. WHO KNOWS HOW WHAT
ING, LONG IT WILL TAKE BEFORE
A e ) B00T SCOOTIN’ WE CONTACT SOMEONE i Bl el
i BOOGIE. BY RADIO. BARS 2
“?’d“;‘.., : fif i _(.,\. é..‘:u—.: g
i ? S “ -
o :j m = o e
St L[]
opje
L)
U
fe)
. ARE WE THERE
0D YETP MY STOMACH’S
MAKING ZO/DBERG
NO/SES!
g — o :
THESE ENERGY \ - '
o - UH...I WAS
BARS WILL PROBABLY e

TO EAT ANYTHING
THAT GLOWS.

BUT IT’S BETTER THAN
NOTHING.

ROBO-CRAP
CAN’T BE ANY WORSE
THAN THE MAJORITY OF
THINGS I’VE PUT IN

MY MOUTH.
—; :




...THEY'RE
NUCLEOTOPES!

WHAT’S A
“NUCLEOTOPE”? ‘

FALLEN OUT DURING THE

BENDER, ARE YOU
CRACKED?/

' THIS PART OF THE FLOOR
IS ABOVE ENGINE TWO. ONE OF
THESE NUCLEOTOPES MUST HAVE

AND DETONATED ON IMPACT/
THAT’S WHY THE ENGINE

FLIGHT

HEY, T KNOW
WHAT WE CAN

ONE OF THE MOST VOLATILE
NUCLEAR WEAPONS IN THE
KNOWN UNIVERSE/
DOOP’S ELITE FIGHTING UNITS
USE THEM TO FIGHT 7TERROR/SM BY

PORCH INSIDE A LIT PAPER BAG. THE
BAD GUY SEES THE BAG, STEPS ON
IT, AND IT’S TAL-/-BOOM!

WHY DON’T
WE JUST SHOOT THIS
FLARE OUT THE WINDOW
SO THE CALVARY WILL
FIND US?

EVERYTHING WITHIN A 7WO-
MILE RAD/US WILL BLOW
SKY-HIGH |F FIRE OF ANY KIND
IGNITES THESE THINGS/ IF THAT
WHOLE BOX HAD TIPPED, WE’D

BE DEAD FIVE TIMES O\/Ey’




IT’S TOO RISKY TO DRIVE
WITH THESE THINGS. THE

MOUNTAINOUS TERRAIN OF
THIS PLANET IS JUusT
TOO RUGGED.

SO WHAT’RE WE
GONNA DO?

WE WALK
| UNTIL WE FIND
HELP/

SMOKE!
WE MUST BE NEAR
C/IVILIZATION! WE
CAN RADIO FOR HELP
FROM THERE/

BENDER, USE '\
YOUR WATER |
HOSE/ :

FRY HAS
A HOSE, TOO.
WHY CAN’'T HE

polit? /

A LITTLE LATER...

/" KEEP YOUR \
HOSE HOLSTERED, |
FRY/ T/LL HANDLE

THIS/




HURRY!
SAVE OUR FRIEND,
MOW! HE’S SLEEPING
INSIDE THE TENT/

THERE’S
ONLY ONE
THING LEFT
GONE. TO DO...
THE FIRE WAS
TOO MUCH FOR
HIS ALREADY
WEAK MAIN

WE USUALLY GET
' NUTRIENTS BY EATING
PARTS FROM ABANDONED
SPACESHIPS. BUT SINCE
WE’VE BEEN ON THIS :
MOUNTAIN, WE’VE HAD TO
\ RECYCLE OUR OWN
7O SURVIVE.

YOU’RE
LIKE THAT FAMOUS
| GROUP OF PEOPLE
| \ THAT ATE EACH OTHER
\ IN THE OLD WEST... /
THE RICHARD \
DONNER FARTY! )

WE HAVE NO IDEA.
ONE MINUTE WE’RE ABOUT
TO SIT DOWN FOR DINNER, AND
THE NEXT THING WE KNOW, THIS |
OBJECT COMES FLYING ouT
OF THE SKY, SHOOTING
FLAMES! =

JUST “FELL”
FROM THE SKY, EH?
GO FIGURE.

NOPE. WHAT?/ YOU’RE
EAT HIM. GOING TO EAT ONE
OF YOUR OWN
KIND?

WE MUST. UNLIKE
MOST ROBOTS, WE WERE
BUILT WITH FUEL-EFFICIENCY
IN MIND. WE’RE DESIGNED TO
PROCESS METALLIC ELEMENTS,
WHICH GIVES US INFINITELY
MORE FUEL SOURCES.

&

%0J" \\@ l'

N[

OH HOW RUDE
OF ME...WOULD You
LIKE TO JOIN US

FOR DINNER?

FOR THE LOVE OF
LECTER, NO/




WAIT, WHO
ARE YOU ROBOTS,
AND WHY ARE YOU
_ OUT HERE?

WE ARE ESCAPEES
FROM A LABOR CAMP
RUN BY RUTHLESS
CYBORGS WHO MINE

THIS PLANET FOR

ITS COAL.

BUT WHY IN
THE NAME OF
EVERYTHING HOLY
ARE YOU ouT
HERE EATING
YOUR FELLOW
ROBOTS?/?

THIRTY OF US
ESCAPED THE CAMP,
BUT WE MISCALCULATED
HOW MUCH FUEL WE’D
NEED AND SOON...WE

RAN OUT.

WE BEGAN TO

DIE OFF, AND THE ONLY '\

MEANS OF SURVIVAL LEFT |

WAS TO EAT THE NON- |
FUNCT/IONING.

WE WERE DUPED
INTO DELIVERING A
PACKAGE FULL OF
NUCLEOTOPES. ONE
BLEW UP OUR MAIN

ENGINE.

HOW DID
YOU END UP ON
DESOLATIA?

FEW PLANETS IN THE UNIVERSE HAVE ANY
COAL LEFT AS A NATURAL RESOURCE, BUT
DESOLATIA HAS AN ABUNDANCE OF IT.

THE COAL IS EXPORTED
FOR ITS MANY USES, SUCH
AS NATIVE AMERICAN JEWELRY
AND AS THE MAIN INGREDIENT
IN THE TOBACCO PRODUCT

YOU KNOW, T\
{ HEARD COAL WAS THE |

NEW TURQUOI/SE...

SAY, You
DON’T HAPPEN
TO HAVE ANYTHING IN
YOUR CHEST CABINET
THAT YOU DON’T
NEED, DO YOUu?

WE DON’T WANT TO
INTERRUPT YOUR DINNER,
BUT CAN YOU POINT US
TOWARDS THE LABOR
CAMP? OUR SHIP IS
DOWN JUST OVER THE

A HUBCAP, RIDGE AND WE NEED TO
A SPARE RADIO FOR HELP.

ANTENNA...?

YOU ARE OUR
SAVIORS!!/




ORDERED BUT WHY NOT JusT

THOSME/ENLJ?LEOTOPEG.’ SEND FOR SOMEBODRY
WE KNEW YOUR COMPANY TO RESCUE YOU? WHY

WOULD NEVER DELIVER DO YOU NEED THE
THEM IF YOU KNEW WHAT NUCLEOTOPES P
WAS INSIDE THE BOX, SO

WE HAD ONE OF OUR ROBOT

BROTHERS ON EARTH

DISGUISE THE WEAPONS,
AND vo/LA/ ,HERE

THERE ARE TOO MANY OF OUR
KIND LEFT IN THAT LABOR CAMP
-.AND WE’RE NOT LEAVING

WITHOUT THEM.

/ THE NUCLEOTOPES WILL BE
| USED TO WAGE WAR AGAINST
I\ OUR OPPRESSORS TO SET
OUR BROTHERS AND
SISTERS FREE/!

NOW, IF YOU couLp JusT
\ SHOW US TO OUR PACKAGE--

BUT INNOCENT ROBOTS ARE
BEING WORKED TO DEATH!
TAKE JACK, WHO JUST WANTS
TO JACKHAMMER SIDEWALKS
TO MAKE ROOM FOR
ESCALATOR WALKWAYS.

OR HOE, WHO WANTS

| TO CHURN SOIL SO NEW

| PLANT LIFE CAN BLOOM. EVEN ||

| T HAVE A DREAM OF CREATING |

\ A HEDGE MAZE SO LARGE |

THAT IT WOULD TAKE DAYS
TO FIND THE CENTER/

YOU L/ED TO
us/ WE COULD’VE DIEED  \
DELIVERING THAT BOX, AND

NOW WE'RE STRANDED
IN THE MIDDLE OF GOD-

KNOWS-WHERE, AND YOU /
WANT YOUR PACKAGE?/? /
FORGET IT/

YOU KNOW, THAT
BUT INSTEAD WE “WOE-IS-ME” STUFF IS
ARE MADE TO DIG FOR COAL REAL HEARTWRENCHING
UNTIL WE DIE. FIND IT IN YOUR AND ALL, BUT YOU
HEART TO HELP US/ JO/N FORGOT THE MAGIC
OUR FIGHT! WORD.




. MONe¥?

OF COURSE!
ONCE WE GET TO
THE CAMP, YOU'LL
BE PAID TEN-FOLD

OUR ORIGINAL

AGREEMENT/

~ I DON’T CARE
HOW MUCH MONEY
THEY HAVE, IT’S NOT
WORTH DYING
FOR/

IF IT WASN'T
FOR BONED LUCK,
I’'D HAVE NO LUCK

AT ALL.

C’MON, LEELA,

WHERE’S YOUR HEART?
WE CAN’T LEAVE THESE

BATTERED ‘BOTS TO
DIE LIKE THIS/

DON’T HELP
us, YOU’LL DIe
REGARDLESS.

DOES THAT
MEAN WE HAVE
TO DRIVE THE
SHIP THERE AND
RISK BLOWING UP
WITH EVERY TINY
BUMP?

TWO MINUTES
AGO YOU COULDN’T
HAVE CARED LESS
ABOUT THESE
euys/

THEIR STORY
TOUCHED SOMETHING
DEEP INS/IDE
OF ME.

HAT EMPTY CASH

\ REG/STER YOU KEEP

WHAT DO
YOU MEAN? IS
THIS A TRICK TO
GET US TO DO
YOUR D/RTY

IN YOUR CHEST?

NO TRICK. IF
YOU GO TO THE CAMP
ALONE, YOU’LL BE SHOT
ON S/GHT. IF YOU WAIT
FOR HELP, YOU’LL DIE
OF STARVAT/ON.
/ I’M AFRAID <
[ WE ROBOTS ARE
| YOUR ONLY HOPE
OF GETTING OFF
DESOLATIA.

3SIGH.s IF WE
WANT TO GO HOME,
THAT’S EXACTLY
WHAT WE HAVE
TO DO.

THE WAGES
OF FEAR ARE NEVER
WORTH IT...ARE THEY,
MEATBAG?




>~ ...50 BENDER, YOU'VE
GOT A NICE, MEATY CHEST
CABINET... HOW ‘BOUT WHEN

WE GET TO THE CAMP WE BUST R
OUT THE WELDING TORCH AND [

TRIM OFF SOME OF THAT
UNWIELDY G/RTH?

EVERYBODY
SHUSH! THIS IS
HARD ENOUGH WITHOUT
HAVING TO HUMOR
YOUR ANNOYING

BENDER, ARE YOU ALL RIGHT?
YOU’RE SHAKING LIKE A TAMBOURINE
IN JOE COCKER'S PANTS DURING

7 WELL, IN CASE
~{ You HADN’T NOTICED, Y
THESE JERKS ARE EYEING
ME LIKE A PIECE OF
_RAW STEEL!

A I KNOW HOW
TO HANDLE THIS/

I GUESS I’LL GO DOWN
i/ TO THE TRASH BAY AND FINISH
COMPACTING UP THOSE OLD,
USELESS BATTLE 'BOTS
JusT SITTING THERE
WASTING SPACE!

GOT BATTLE
'‘BOTS YOU'RE
GOING TO

YOU’VE

I DON’T WANT

SCULPTO, TO SPOIL MY
DON'T YOU WANT  \W2/VNER
SOME, TOO? T HEAR { :

BATTLE ‘BOTS TASTE
S\ JUST LIKE CHICKEN... /
\Bors/ 4

EVERYONE STAY
PUT, WE’'VE GOT SPACE
MOUNTAIN GOATS AT
TWELVE O’CLOCK/ SOMEONE
NEEDS TO GO OUT AND

MOVE THEM!




THANKS FOR
COMING WITH ME, FRY.
SCULPTO WAS F/LLETING
ME WITH HIS EYES. T

COULDN’ EIT
ot P No swear,

PAL. BUT HOW
ARE WE GOING TO
MOVE THESE SPACE

GOATS OFF THE

SHAKES FINALLY

I NEED A
SMOKE. COME
TO DADDY...

WHAT IF WE DRESS
IN SPACE GOATSKINS AND
ACT LIKE WE’RE TOO COOL FOR
THIS SCENE. WHEN WE WALK
AWAY, THEY’LL BE SURE
TO FOLLOW Us/ >

g YEAH,
SURE, SOUNDS

" HEY, MY

STOFPFED.

YOou MUST’VE
GIVEN THEM TO THE
MOUNTAIN THEN/

ARE GONE/

THE GOATS

UH...FRY, THERE’S |
SOMETHING YOU NEED
TO KNOW...




BUT UNLESS You ‘
FLOOR IT, WE’RE GOING

TO BLAST OFF IN A
VERY BAD wAY/

GOOD
{ MOVE,
LEELA/

DO You (S

|| work our, ) | 7oucHING ME,

_ BENDER? \_ scuLpTO/

TELL ME
B THAT’S A RIVER
OF SPAGHETT/

{ GO, LEELA/ YOu SAUCE DOWN

SAVED Us/ THERE.

SPHEW.< T
DON’T THINK
IT CAN GET
ANY...




WE’RE EITHER GOING
| TO BE CRUSHED TO DEATH,
‘ BLOWN UP BY THE NUCLEO- |

TOPES, OR BURNED UP
IN THE LAVA/

LOOKS LIKE WE’RE
STUCK BETWEEN SOME
ROCKS AND A HOT
PLACE/ WE GOTTA

BUT THAT
RICKETY OLD BRIDGE |/
WILL NEVER SUPPORT /]

OUR SHIP/ |

ONCE AGAIN
IT’S UP TO THE
ROBOT TO SAVE
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ELONGATE

LIKE THE WIND, You |

MAGNIFICENT
BASTARD!




SAFELY ON THE OTHER SIDE...

SO

v you
prylo be SAVED US,
BENDER/

7 MMM.AND N\
X He's BEEN STEAMED
7O PERFECTION BY
THE LAVA

THAT’S IT/ I’M DONE WITH THIS MISSION/
ME AND MY FRIENDS ARE DODGING DEATH AT
EVERY TURN, AND ALL YOU DO IS SIZE ME
UP LIKE I’M SOME XMAS GOOSE/
IF T WANT YOUR STINKING -
MONEY SO BAD, THEN I’LL GET )| /
IT THE OLD-FASH/IONED
wAYy...BY STEALING IT! [/

&

OH MY.

HAVE A CHANGE
OF HEART...

I HAD A FEELING
| THAT YOU MIGHT

..BUT T THINK
WE CAN PERSUADE
YOU TO FINISH WHAT
. YOU STARTED/

GREAT, NOT
ONLY ARE WE GOING TO

\ DIE, BUT WE’RE WORKING /
\ PRO BONE-O.

21
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£33
2>3 [

THE COAL
WON’T MINE
ITSELF/

22



HALT! |DENTIFY
YOURSELVES

WE’RE PLANET
[ EXPRESS FROM
EARTH. WE’RE HERE
\ TO DELIVER YOUR /|

PACKAGE?
FROM EARTH?/
NO ONE ORDERED
ANYTHING FROM

;? You/_

WELL, IF IT ISN’T
OLIR OLD FRIEND
SCULPTO/ YOU'VE

I’VE COME TO
| FREE MY BRETHREN |
| BROUGHT US MORE | FROM YOU ONCE |
\ SLAVES TO MAKE AND FOR ALL!
UP FOR YOUR : —_———
ESCAPE! »y

AND HOW
DO YOU PROPOSE |
TO DO THAT? /

WITH THESE

NUCLEOTOPES!

NOW, LET EVERYONE
GO, OR WE ALL

i SENT FOR THESE BOMBS |

HOW COULD THEY HAVE
UH, SIR,
YOU PIP s/GN
| OFF ON AN OFFICE |
| SuUPPLY ORDER
ABOUT A MONTH

RIGHT UNDER OUR
NOSES?

$70,000 WORTH
OF WHITE-OUT

SOUNDED
SUsFPIc/oUs!,

23



OKAY, SO YOUR WORKING
CONDITIONS AREN’T /DEAL. T’M OPEN
TO SUGGEST/IONS. WHAT WOULD You
LIKE? MORE OIL? LESS TORTURE?
CASUAL FRIDAYS?/

NO NEGOTIATIONS!
IT'S FREEDOM OR
DEATH/!

MY O/L-LUST
WILL FINALLY BE
auencHep?

WE WILL
CHASSIS!

COME ON,
EVERYBODY/ WE
CAN TAKE ‘EM/

YEAH, THAT’S
JUST WHAT THESE
NUCLEOTOPES NEED...
MORE REASONS TO
GO KA-BLOOEY! _
et

NOW WAIT.
HOLD ON A SEC,
WE NEED TO--

MAKE LIKE A
ROCKETTE AND
KICK Us ouT /
OF HERE/ [

| I

DON’T HAVE
TO ASK
TWICE!

24




WE MADE IT/
AND THEY STILL
HAVEN’'T BLOWN

THEMSELVES

urr

IT’S AS IF WE
WERE MEANT TO JUST
MAKE IT ouT OF THERE IN
TIME SO WE CAN LIVE 70
D/E IN SOME OTHER
MORONIC FASHION

\_ ANOTHER DPAY...

STAY

[ bowN, Guys/
I’LL PROTECT

/ HEY, YOU
JUST RELOCATED

MY DISLOCATED
RIBS, BENDER/

WILL YOU \
TWO sHUT
up?

'/~ 1GUESS
| ( EVERYBODY WENT
\ BOOM.

—

WHAT’S THAT
NOISE?

/ ALONG
| witH our

25



scuLrroz’/
HOwW DID You
SURVIVE?

YOU THINK...
A LITTLE NUCLEAR
BOMB...>COUGH/%...
CAN TAKE ME OUT?
THINK... AGAIN/ A/~

/" NOW...TAKE \
( ME TO...YOUR

PLANET/ _

I’M STILL HAVING
TROUBLE GETTING RECEPTION,
AND WITH THE SLAVE CAMP
BLOWN UP, WE CAN’T
RADIO FOR HELP.

/ WHAT ARE

WE GONNA I
\ DONT...
LEAVE ME HERE...
TO DIE. T WANT...
WHAT LITTLE LIFE

T HAVE LEFT..

TO HAVE

-\ Mmeanive’ )

26

I THINK I JusT
MIGHT HAVE A WAY
TO SOLVE ALL OUR

PROBLEMS...

HELLO...
| SEPTUPLE-A? WE |
NEED A 7OW.

S




I DON'T...HAVE
MUCH...TIME. T WANT
TO SAY..I'M SORRY...
AND TO...GIVE YOU
SOMETHING...

I’M AFRAID...
IT’S NOT AS...
VALUABLE AS
COAL, BUT
IT MEANS...
SOMETHING
TO ME.

UH...YEAH,
SURE LOOKS
LIKE JUNK/

YEP, JUST
ANOTHER SHINY
WORTHLESS
ROCK/

GOODBYE....MY
BROTHERRRRR...

YOU’'RE SETS TO GO, BUT
SINCE THIS TOWS |S FURTHER
THAN YOUR MEMBERSHIPS PAYS
FOR, I GOTTA HAVES THE MONEY

FOR THE BILL UPS FRONT.
THAT’LL BE F/FTY THOUSAND
DOLLARS, PLEASES.

/ Nor @
NOOOOOOO!

[ THIS MUST \
| BE WORTH AT |
LEAST 700

WE’LL GIVE THE

[ PrOFESSOR 450,000, |

THEN SPLIT THE REST
BETWEEN US/ HE’LL
NEVER HAVE TO

- THAT’S
THE BEST
IDEA YOU'VE
EVER HAD,
FRY/

HOW 'BOUT I TRADE YOU THE

RED-HEADED DORK FOR THE TOW?
\ HE’S GOTTA BE WORTH SOMETHING/
ANYTHING BUT THE DIAMOND/

THROWS IN
YOUR LADY FRIEND
AND MAYBES WE
GOT A DEAL.

“"ANOTHER EXPLOSIVE
CONCLUSION/”
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! 7 MY GOSH!
=t [ WHAT couLp

- ONLY ONE
way TS) FIND
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WHEW! JUST | e
A DREAM. g R ORI

DOO-DEE-DO... JUST " | OKAY, NOW IT'S
A DREAMI | il

DOO-DEE-DO! CEREAL TIME!
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LET'S
TRY A DIFFERENT
APPIZOACEH THIS

/ WOW! THEY
[ SURE PACK A LOT T —a B —
INTO THESE : WHERE'S
s N THE PRIZE?

3|
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SHEESH, I CAN'T
HANDLE ANY MORE
OF THESE...




NINTENDOF )G

| PlayasYogi Bear whilél )‘ g ¢lidin ,ip-lining, N
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