


EYES, BABY'S GOT BLUE EYES! Well, perhaps
at and Wilykit aren't i but they most
ely have not got their us n eyes. Why, you
|, the two Thunderkitiens encountered by Lion-O
‘cats are, in fact, robot icas. They switched
wvith the real Wilys while the r Thunderians were
he Nai People’s village. Now they
y were built for by telling Lion-O
held hostage by the vile

r chance to

o page 10,

Cats

Mumm-Ra! Thunder Chaf de s de
s mai 3 when it returns on page
y Shapeshade! This quaint little Te
to the personal life of Mumm-R
you’'ve been d
is bandages, how does he like his s
lid back on the tooth paste? To complete this week's
, Power Trip reaches its long-awaited climax as Po
»ff for the last time against mad Lord Jakal and his
een Maraud! So that’'s THUNDERCATS 74 — a veritable
and thrills that will have you caterwauling with

3 BAD PLAYMATES — Part 3 !
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O BAD PLAYMATES @

After an eventful party with the Nai People, the
Thundercats return to Cats’ Lair, o be welcomed
by Wilykat and Wilykit. Yet there is something
suspicious about these Thunderkittens, as Snarf

points out... .

74 /
Script JAMES ROSE @ Pencils JOSE DELBO @ Inks DAVE SIMONS @ Letters RICK PARKER @ Colour PETRA SCOTESE
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THOSE ARE
LECOYSY

JUsT TRY THAT LITTLE - - { THUNDERDECOYS! BUT L DON'T HARM THE
$ ik WHERE ARETHE _ () DECOYS! WILYKAT
THUNDERKITTENS T AND WILYKIT MAY BE
- IN BANGER!,

WELL SAID, LION-O! YOUR THUNDER- | 5-5-SLITHE OF THE

KITTENS ARE INDEED N MORTAL MUTANTS HOLOS THEM HOS-
PANSER “" \ TAGE AND COMMANDS USTO
MW DELIVER THIS MESSAGE.

YOU HAVE ONE HOUR . A [ S5-SUITHE SHALL SHOW
TO SAVE THE LIVES OF = THEM NO MERCY..
THE THUNDERKITTENS.,. o




YOU ARE ORDERED
TO COME TO THE POINT
OF AVARICE... .

|

UNARMED... LACKING
WEAPONS OF ANY KIN

" NO WEAPONS:
THAT'S SUICIDE !

YOU ARE TO BRING TEN

“TIMES THE WEIGHT of THE

IF You FAILTO
APPEAR WITHIN
ONE HOUR...

{ THAT'S IT! T'VE
HEARD ENOUGH!

REMEMBER-- BUT, LION-O-
‘I’HUND’ERCA;I"S

RANSOM.

R,




CHEETARA'S RIGHT, LION-O!
THUNDERCATS MEVER

WE SHOULD SAVE
OUR HONOR AND
ISOM / FIGHT !

5.S-SLITHE 15 RUTHLESS. ..
HE'S CAPABLE OF ANYTHING..

WE CANNOT RISK
THE LIVES OF THE
THUNPERKITTENS!

I SAY WE Y BESIDES, LION-O, WHERE WE HAVE THAT MANY
ATTACK? A WOULD WE GET THAT MANY DIAMONDS INOUR
MOONQUAKE DIAMONDS 7,/ TREASURY,.. ONLY
PROBLEM I5, THEY
DON'TEEULS NG TO

DEEFLY LED, THE LEAPER OF IDARERISKTHE ¥ DO T DARE RISK THE TREASURE OF
THE THUNDE :ﬁgﬁ%%wES'FDE lkl‘\-‘ES OF “KIT ANP ‘KAT
A

THE WARRIOR MAIDENS
IN? ATTACKZ
(JM!I WARE THAT THE KINDLY
SPIRIT Op; JAGA HOVERS AT




FHE POINT OF AVARICE. .,
NEARLY ONE HOUR LATER.

ONLY A FEW MINUTES f ... AND IT'S AT THAT MOMENT., NOT FAR FROM
MORE, 5-$-SLITHE.. ., GOODBYE, THE POINT OF AVARICE...

THUNDER-
WE CANNOT

MASTER! - THE THUNDERCATS
: ; HAVE ARRIVEDY 4




WHILE, HIGH ABOVE
THE THLINDERKIT TENS...

. I MUST
DISABLE THE
THUNDRILLIUM
CANNON
FIRST...

PACES!

You
DON'T HAVE
TC FEAR US,
5-5-SLITHE.

. VAND Y Nl IVENGTT
JACKALMAN TO SAVE THE
BLASTS YOUR : THUNDERKITTENS ! %
PRECIOUS : i
THUNDERKITTENS

ToousTS

ON-O AND
PANTHRO AN
TAKE CARE OF
THEMSELVES,,,
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Did you choose the unbroken rope A correctly
and help the Thundercats™ to swing across the
huge ravine? If you did, you will surely have
helped them to keep ahead of the evil Driller and
Stinger in the hunt for the SAPHILE CRYSTAL.
Find out the fate of the mysterious crystal in
issue 78 . . . don't forget!

Now you have helped Lion-O and the Thundercats™
you are surely ready to become a Thunder

Warrior yourself, and, like all Thunder

Warriors, you can become a member of the
Thundercats Club?™ This means you will

receive three action packed

Thunderbolts over the course of

a year, containing exciting

adventures, quizzes and

secret codes.

nd Thindercats Characters are trademarks of Telepictures Corporation.
©) 1985 Telepictures Corporation, Leisure Concepts, Inc. and Ted Wolf. All rights reserved.

.* T Betome a member simply collect one Thundercats'™ proof of

e 7201/ 7

puch=5e token from any Thundercats™ pack, fill in the form and
send thendto the address below, along with a cheque or postal order
{made out to the Thundercats Club).

Parent's/Guardian's
Signature

Thundercats Club, PO Box 25, Croydon, Surrey. CR9 3TZ.

is 315t Decemnber 1988



Daniel Brown, Brighton

THLINPER -
ARTISTS. .. HO/
SNARFE HERE , WITH
A THIRD EARTH GALLERY
OF YOUR AWESOM;FE ART-

P RE.

IN BLACK] INK
WHITE PAPER
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ther re some Thundercats readers who
‘t it! Well, for the fans of

there’s 1 hance to take on the guise of your
notorious hero with this mc:_cm:an:.:.zn mask! Stick this double page
h

Surprising as it may seem,
actually like Mumm-Ra! Yes, unb; vable isn
that fiend’s foul features,

m-Ra’s hideous head. Cut out the
eyeholes, make little holes at th& sides, attach some string or rubber
bands to fit over your ears and wear! Now all you have to do is go round
upsetting the balance of the cosmos, performing acts of nastiness against
the Thundercats and bursting babies balloons with the end of your magic

staff, and there you go — the perfect Mumm-Ra!

to some thin card, then cut out
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Swap: Hordak and Man-e-Faces (good condition, all
weapons.)

Wanted: Bengali (good condition, all weapons.)
Contact: Paul Hostings, New Farm, Southwick, Dumfries
DG2 BAP.

Swap: Hatchiman and Grune the Destroyer (good
condition, all weapons.)

Wanted: Snowman of Hook Mountain and Captain
Cracker (good condition, all weapons.)

Contact: Christopher Fyfe, 70 Polwarth Gardens,
Edinburgh EH11 TLL.

Swap: He Man, Skeletor and Stridor.

Wanted: Bengali, Pumyra and Lynx-O.

Contact: Graeme Newman, 2 Derwent Close, Gossops
Green, Crowley, West Sussex RH11 8BX.

Swap: Mongor and Caplain Cracker (goed condition, all
weapons.)

Wanted: Lynx-O and Pumyra (good condition, all
weapons.)

Contact: Sam Child, 73 Conway Road, Cardiff CF1
INW.

@ TOP CATS P)
ALANTYRE o

Best Story: Double Jeopardy
Best Issue: No. 60
Best Cover: No. 68
Best Artist: Martin Griffiths
Best Writer: Mike Collins
Best Fact File: Bengali
Best Thundercat: Lynx-O
Best Mutant: Grune
Dear Snarf,
| would like to say that THUNDERCATS is great and |
would like to know if the new Thundercats will ever meet
the old Thundercats.

Cheryl Anderson,
Cumbernauld.

Yes, Cheryl, they will be meeting up very
soon. Stay tuned!

Dear Thundercats,

| love Thundercats, but | think Power Pack is rubbish. | think
it should not be in Thundercats comic because it has
nothing to do with Thundercats.

Ann Lynes.

Surrey.
P.s. All my friends think so to.

Phew! Its pretty obvious where you stand in
4

the Power Pack Appreciation Society — out-
side! Snharf! Snarf!

Dear Tygra,

| have some questions for you:

1) Did any of your inventions blown up?

2) What day did Panthro finish the Thundertank?

3) What did the Space Rations taste like2

4) Did the mutants ever break into the Cats Lair?

Kevin Wade,
Wisbech.

1) No - not when anyone was looking,
anyway.

2) The crcly before it broke down!

3) Horrible — they tasted like dog food.

4) Yes —in the story ‘Unforgetable Snarf'.

@
Dear Snarf,

We know that Lion-O is a Lion, etc, but what are the Wilys2
Steven El Sharawy.

The Wilys are what you Terrestrials call
Wildcats. Wild by name, wild by nature!
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NAME: Snowman
PLACE OF BIRTH: The Planet Third Earth
HEIGHT: ¢’ 3"

WEIGHT:,300 lbs

[SEans.org

nowman is a different kind of hero —
Snowman is a warrior alone. Though once
a proud and much-decorated General in the
armies of King Hanuman, ruler of The
Kingdom of Snowmen, Snowman is, by
nature, a hermit, shy of company and
essentially peace-loving. For the past twenty
years, since his honourable discharge from
the army, Snowman has lived o solita
existence in his remote snowy hideaway, built
high on the slopes of Houkﬂountﬂin. is only
companion is the faithful Snowmeow, a breed
of wild Sabrecat from a lost plateau in Third
Earth’s equatorial region, where it s
rumoured that dinosaurs still walk. On the rare
occasions that they are still called upon to
fight, Snowman and Snowmeow make for-
midable enemies — but, on the whole,
Snowman would much rather be at home by
the fire carving bookends.

Script STEVE ALAN lllustrotion MARTIN GRIFFITHS/STEPHEN
BASKERVILLE
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Angry clouds boiled darkly

across the desert skies in

search of somewhere to rain.
The plains below rumbled as though
in the grip of some terrifying earth-
quake, rippling with primeval ﬁower
as iug‘?ed, fiery bolts of lightning
scoured the sands. Somewhere a dog
howled. To all intents and purposes, it
was a fairly typical day at the Onyx
Pyramid.

Deep in the dank, rancid heart of the
pyramid, something stirred. The in-
sectile eyes of a stone sarcophagus

lowed with hidden menace as, slow-
y, its lid began to slide eerily back.
Coughing slightly in a haze of dust
and moss particles, Mumm-Ra the
Ever-Living, fearsome former-ruler of
Third Earth, shuffled stiffly forward.
The ancient devil-priest cursed briefly,
tripping on a trailing thread of ban-
dage. The curse emerged as as small
spell, and the bandage disappeared
in a cloud of unpleasant black smoke.
Mumm-Ra’s heavy-lidded red eyes

S b s

he heard again the plainfive

howls. ‘Ma-Mutt!’ he roared. ‘Be si-
lent!’

The only response was a volley of pitiful
barks, and 1Ee scrabbling of feet at the
door of a smaller, kennel-shaped
sarcophagus some metres away. Aiming an
angry kick at the sarcophagus, Mumm-Ra cursed
again as he missed, badly bruising his toe and
tripping on another loose bandage. The ban-
dage transformed briefly info a large centipede
before vaporising in a puff of blue steam. Pawing

_madly at his lid, Ma-Mutt scampered free of the

coffin, snuffling at his master's ankles and turning
cartwheels some two feet above the ground.
‘What is it, my ravening one?’ rumbled Mumm-
Ra, his aged brow furrowing into a thousand

7

lines. Whimpering, Ma-Mutt scampered across
the stale air toward the devil priest's cauldron,
which bubbled darkly at the centre of his inner
sanctum. For the first ime, Mumm-Ra noticed that
the waters were an inky black, and his cold heart
missed a beat. ‘Oh no,’ he whispered. ‘Not that...’

Far across Third Earth, in the snowy

wastes of Hook Mountain, Snowman

and his cat-companion Snowmeow

stopped at the mouth of the Cave of the Vortex.
The big warrior had passed the sume spot many
times on his regular huniing expeditions, yet
always something colder than ice would chill him
as he reached the cave. Snowman had always
been afraid of the Cave of the Vortex, and now it
was speaking to him. ‘Sssnowmaann...’ it
p,gd%infori‘ﬁe icy wind. ‘Sssnow-maann...

e

itd thédegr, %to d)his §rdund. He
qu{ﬁgré'r%ko ﬁi’ior. ||,”§§%1’1d d it that

the cave was a portal to times and places long

ast, and that many unwary travellers had
Eecome lost in its ageless corridors. ‘Come
closser, Ssnowman,” whispered the cave. 'Heed
my warning...’

At the centre of the Onyx Pyramid,

crouched over his darkening cauldron,

Mumm-Ra the Ever-living began a
familiar chant. ‘Ancient Spirits of Evil’, he intoned,
as a dank chill descended on the chamber. At
once the pitch black waters rippled, clearing to
reveal the image of a huge, one-eyed octopus.
‘Oh no, not you, groaned the devil-priest. ‘Hi
kid,’ said the octopus.

The octopus was Slitherweed the Many-
Legged, a lesser but nonetheless pompous
ancient spirit of evil, who rarely missed an
opportunity to boast of his greater age and
wisdom. ‘| am Mumm-Ra the Ever-living!’
thundered the devil-priest.

You're still a kid to
Slitherweed, unimpressed.
you're wearing, or you still in nappies?’
Mumm-Ra’s face drained to the colour of
withered leaves. "You dare to mock Mumm-Ra?’

me, pal’ replied
‘Those bandages



he bellowed. ‘Speak! Why do you darken my
mystic cauldron?’ Slitherweed sighed a bored
sigh, which emerged as a thin siream of bubbles.
‘Ask yourself, Dumb-Ra,’ he gurgled. ‘Even a
squirt like you should know what a black
cauldron signifies” Something like cold green
sweat began to break out on Mumm-Ra’s
forehead. ‘It begins with a ‘G, said Slitherweed
patiently.

‘Geddontide’,

said the voice of the
Vortex, from all around Snowman. He
could not remember having entered the
cave, yet here he was, Snowmeow tugging
urgently at his boot. ‘On the day of Geddontide,
the ssix brotherss of Mumm-Ra will return to claim
revenge on the one who exiled them to the
windss of time, the Vortex confinued in a
whispering symphony. ‘Mumm-Ra himsself! Hiss
evil wi i
gusted
Earth ssurvivess!’ Snowman was both puzzled
and frightened. ‘But what will happen?’ he asked.
‘Sssshhhh,’ howled the Vortex, blasting him
clear of the cave and into a snowdrifl. ‘He
comesss... he who sstridess the sspace between
the momentsss..."

'S-Shapeshade?’ stammered Mumm-

Ra. The name felt strange on his dry lips,

and the devil priest reclised that he had
not spoken it aloud for long ages. ‘B-but he can't
come back! Do you realise what he'll do to me?’

‘Why do you think I'm hanging around,’ sighed
Slitherweed, splashing impatiently in the inky
depths of Mumm-Ra’s cauldron. ‘Sure isn't
because of your sunny smile...’

‘I command you!’ cried the sorcerer, with a
bellow ot rage and a swirl of bandages. ‘As an
ancient spirit of evil you must — you shall aid me!’

’\fl\/e!l,’ said Slitherweed at last, ‘There is one
spell...

Though Snowman and Snowmeow had
been plodding steadily downhill for

close to an hour, it seemed to Snowman
that the howling from the Cave of the Vortex

had, if anything, increased in volume.

Steeling himself against the icy teeth of the
gale, Snowman marched across the downward
slopes of Hook Mountain, towards the Plain of
Fertility. Perhaps only the Thundercats could save
them now...

‘Where am | going to get the ankle-
bone of a Slab-Footed Marsh Fiend?
stormed Mumm-Ra, angrily pacing his
sanctum. ‘By sheer fluke | was able to find the
tongue of a Zanthian tree locust, and by the
purest of good fortune | discovered a last pint of
Si-Tarean rat venom at the back of my cold
cabinet. But that...”

You're a smart kid," said Slitherweed, gurgling
cruelly. You figure it out...” All at once there was
a loud, ringing bark, as Ma-Mutt scampered

" across the air toward his master, something large,

[iredaa Vil g
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green and altogether unpleasant in his jaws.
‘Ma-Muttll’ cried Mumm-Ra. ‘The ankiebone of a
Slab-Footed Marsh Fiend!’

Snatching it roughly from the devil-dog's lips,
the sorcerer cackled with demonic glee as he
dropped the last of the spell-ingredients into the
murky depths of his cauldron.

There was a sudden thunderclap, and it
seemed to Mumm-Ra that the whole of
his Onyx Pyramid was it for a moment
by pale green lightning bolts. The grin died on his
ancient lips as a tall figure strode slowly into the
sanctum, his face hidden by a robe which was
not so much black as a total absence of colour.

‘Actually | was kidding about the spell’
chuckled Slitherweed wetly. 'You'd have known
that, if you werent such a smart-mouth,
wet-behind-the-ears punk.’

‘Mumm-Ra,’ said Shapeshade the Mystic, in a
voice like tumbling stone walls. I'm very
disappointed in you, Mumm-Ra.’

‘|-l can explain, Father,’ the devil priest replied,
knowing perfectly well that he could not...

@




WHAD' YA MEA
NO THUNPERC.

—%
~TC —

MUMM-RA’S BOILING MAD AND TT'5S N@T SUR-
PRISING! The newsagent up at Castle Plun-Darr has sold the
last copy of THUNDERCATS and now he's %loing to miss outon
his weeKly dose of Third Earth thrills and spills! To make sure you
don’t run the same risks as Mumm-Ra, why not place a regular
order with your newsagent. Just follow the simple step-by-step
instructions gelow, and your newsagent will know to reserve you a
cop);(lof Marvel's THUNDERCATS comic each and every
week!

Here's what to do ...

Complete the order coupon here with your name and address
and mark on it whether you want your copy of THUNDER-
CATS held back for collection or delivered to your door. Then ask
your parents if it is alright for you to order THUNDERCATS
every week and get them to sign the coupon, Finally, cut out the
complefed coupon and take it fo your local newsagent. That way
you can be sure that there will be a copy waiting for you.

ORDER COUPON

;.T-o;;n;v;;ge-m:---.....-------___-_--:
1 Pieaae reserve me a copy of Marvel's THUNDERCATS every,
§ week. .

: Hodld it back for collection’/Deliver it with our regular paper
order’
*Delete as applicable.
1+ NAME

1 ADDRESS
1

I
1
]
]
1
: SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR GUARDIAN ercasssnnnnnnn= |
]

-
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