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APter massive volcanic
eruptions destroyed
countries and economies,
the corporations built
great aeroships to
transport merch and
people arovnd the globe.
This is a story about one
oP those aeroships.

The ¢rew of the Aeroship
Pelican.

Capt Chuck Chesterson -
pilot and boggle
enthusiast

Bingo Barnes - chief
engineer, cargo boss and
concert pianist

Milli kwan - pilot, medical
doctor, scientist and
supermodel

It was the best
time of the year
and the worst
tiMe of the year.
Best time
becavse it is
nearly Christmas
and Chuck is
shopping in down
town Cheyenne.
Worst time
becavse he is
working on
Christmas Eve to
deliver cargo. He
receives a call on
his Wrist phone.
And Por a change,
it's not an
advertisement.
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Flowers on
sale. Time Por
your red pill.

Teddy bears
are halP ofP
today...

o

here is a
bobby on the
next street...
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This is H®.
What's vp, Chuck?

Just this
Mmorning's

breakPast of
kippers and
oysters...

@o to the
nearest phone
booth to receive
inPormation.
Priority job Por the

corporate svits.
Out.
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¢ L hate vsing \

phone booths and
public bathrooms.
It's too damn easy |

\ b0 geb them /

\ Mixed vp.

Tag, Capt. It's
been some time
since that
vnpleasantness
oP a Pew years

(‘llt.u\'
.
UL

Welcome. s
This booth is

secure Por personal
conPidential

commonication. This N

booth has been
sanitized Por your
protection.

Clavs? Huh. It's

That clicking
hot been long You hear isn't the
phone hanging vp;
— it's Me and my tap
Chuck locates a shoes walking
phone booth on the away.
| corner and enters.

He patches in his
= wrist phone into the
: phone booth network.
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Use

your head
Chesterson.
Corporate
sanctioned the
Mission. You know =
what that /4 T
Means. /m.( Wi

It's 50
simple even
Wovcandoit. I
need a special

shipment delivered
to my workshop at

the north pole and
then I need you to
retrieve
something Por
Me.

Charming as
always. I will
send the
instructions and bill
oP lading to you over a
secure phone booth.

Don't Pail me. You
know what happens
to people on my
naoghty list.

Alright Clavs.
What's the gig?
The low down. The
skinny, no pun
intended.

Yeah, simple.
Why do I Peel like
You got me bent
over a barrel?

List,
sMmist. I
already got
that choo ¢choo I
wanted. I'll get My
¢rew together and
see You at the
north pole you big
tub of lard...he
hung vp. How
rode.

Chuck hangs vp and
leaves the phone
booth. He didn't see
What was so blooady
sensitive about that
call.




|/~ Bingo, we
got ajob. We
have to shove oPf
Pirst thing
tomorrow
Morning.
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ill of lading and

Aye, sir. We
/ received the
b
o course

instroctions. She
will be ready.

Speaking of, have

you talked with

} Milli yet?

/

Chuck next calls Bingo,
his chieFf engineer on the
Pelican.

I'minan
aoto hire car.
I should be at her
place in a Pew,
assuming this
¢razy car
doesn't ram a
lorry.

Chuck decides he

Milli i5 relaxing when
5he hears the door
bell ring. 4he peeks
outside a window to
see Who it i5.
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V' betterhavea "y

good excuse Por
inberrupting my !

Me bime... A

should talk to Milli in
person.

2\
Well, well. I
never thought you
would darken my door
again. Not aPter that
debacle at
Thanksgiving.




I didn't
know you
invited other
people. You're the
one that said to
dress Por a
traditional
Thanksgiving

]

You showed vp

in nothing but a
Pilgrim hat and a
loin cloth. My

parents are now
in therapy.

-

What do you
want?

Celebration.
We have

7 Let'sjust )
agree we both
Made some
Mistakes.
a job to deliver

cargo and pick vp
reindeer. The
Plying kind. You're

You said you

I worked Por
would never work

an expert on Por dantcorp but vg:eérﬁ,nl_y;;ﬁ; 590...
S you never 60ld commission as a

[ 4 e Wi, lievtenant.

Seriovsiy? I

wrote one of my
thesis on them. 40,
\ MUst be santcorp
then.




I was green and didn’t know
the score. I got a job to deliver
soMe overFPlow packages FPor

W / ‘ ' ' jeebies. I grabbed the

Curses! I'll get

Bantcorp. I should have been wise
to s0Me Monkey business. Having a
wet behind the ears pilot like me
delivering presents.

I'll bake
over the plane and
stop Christmas!

They told Me I
was delivering
presents to Hollywood
A-listers. I had to be careful
since there was an elf, who called
himself Lazarvs sabotagin
deliveries. What they didn’t tell me
was this elf got on my plane. I Pound
out later that this elf was ofF the
SMokes and you know how they get
Without their smokes. S0 I
guess he was a little ofP his
nut.

Lazarvs
emerged not long
into the Plight. He
had glowing red eyes
that gave Me the heebie

stick between My legs
and yanked it hard a Pew
times. Then I inverted
My bird. I nearly broke
My arm patting myself
on the back For my
cleverness.

you sky guy!

It was all
a set uvp.
gantcorp wanted this
elP oPF the pole and away
Prom the others. They
Pigured to Pind hiM hiding in
the cargo when I arrived at my
destination then Make him
disappear. What they hadn't
Pigured on was I had saved them
the trovble. When they didn't
Pind him, they worked me over
good until they either got
tired or believed me. And it
torns ouvt the packages I
delivered were [UMps
OF coal.




Wow. That's
rough. Maybe he
had a chute. Elves
are tough
¢reatures.

Y

OFP course.
You need someone
to keep you Prom
getting into trouble
Which you
undoubtedly will i
I'M not there.

7 Okay, that \—

statement is a
lot to process. 4o

They

then.

told me that
elf was a bad
one but turns ovt
he was in nicotine
withdrawal. I've
never Plown Por
santcorp since

Won't our

don't go?

job?

¢argo company
Pire you if You

Especially since
its a corporate

They
threaten to
Pire me all the
time. Besides I
didn't say I
wasn't going to

When do we
leave?
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You will go then?
Great!

I was just hoping to
Make you Peel guilty
about not going but this
i6 even better...

do his gig.

I can
smell
soMething ain't
kosher about this
job. I'M going to do
it and Pind out the
411 but keep an eye
out Por anything
that smells
Punny.

Chuck, I'm
torning out the
light and going to
bed.

40...5ho0ld I
stay?

Get the hell out,
Chock.

That would be a
no then. ee you
at the aerodrome

tomorrow
Mmorning .




Late the next day, the
Aeroship Pelican is aimost to
the North Pole.

Chuck, I'd like

These are

to take a look on

that island. I think

these covld be the
reindeer we are

part oP the plan

looking Por.

i @

they gave vs s0 oP
¢ourse You can
go. Take the

gyro.

I'll take
_ 1ot the Bingo With me.
P?‘“Z%ZPPU?'U A He rigged vp Some
ooking Por. I'm )
kiading, Te'snot | [\ '0res S0 We can 3ounds like a

, .ss

A gyro plane is
dropped Prom one of
the bays in the

Pelican

Capt, we are
getiting a bio methane
reading Prom that small
island ahead.

Cow Parts in
these parts?

7/
RangiPer.

Means reindeer,

NA[ Capt. Those could be
. the missing

peindeer.

One of the sensor
techs reports.

corral them. plan. I can drop
the cargo then swing
back and pick you

guys up.

Soon, Milli and Bingo look
< Por & place to land.




APter landing on the Platter side of
the island, they Pind a structure
built of cargo containers.

Bingo, Look at all
the paper. This
looks like an oPPice.
But Where are the

people? l

I don't know.
This cup of tea is
still warm.

\

| Milli and Bingo see a
door in the cargo
containers and
enter.

This snail
Mail is addressed

to Mr. L. TheelP,

Attorney at Law. Mr.

L. Theelf. L.
the...elP?

can't be. We
MUst get out of
here now! And
back to the
Pelican!

Milli and Bingo rush back
ovt a@ conveniently
Marked door... But it's
too late.







