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CAST OF CHARACTERS

The Bat Woman

The Cat Lady

Diddly Schlitz

Friar Scratchypants

The Gay Heckler

The Gremlin of the Far North
Haira the Red

Harelip the Pundlt

Hogarth the Devourer

Jock Promoter

Katey of Broads Fjloréd
Krish of Hotpants

Iaughing Denny McBaldish
Marie the Miller's Daughter
The Marvelous Berdmaker

The Placié Dane

The Proohet of the Fjlords
Raygun Beanstalk the Short
Strom, Ruler of the Northmen
Stupid Broad

Superjew

Su See

Sybil the Devout

Teddy Bareskins

Tigerpuss

The Virgin of kor

Young St. George

and others from time to time
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THE GREAT STF TELESAST

Chapter.Gre by Hal Shapiro
: Ray Beam &
Mark Schulzinger

Jets blasting, Jock Promoter settled onto the promontory
overlocking the Virgin of Kor, sunbathing under the pro-
tecticn of Young St. George's pal, Teddy Bareskins.

Teddy, momentarily distracted from his task of propellling

a Virginia Redskin peanut across the turf with his probos-
cis, a favorite request of the Virgin, lcoked uo. A vislonm
of coruscating fireworks emerging from the underside of
Jock Promoter startled him intc some slitht awareness of
nebulcus reality. "Foresooth," he foresoothed, "something
1s decidedly wrong with yon varlet descending with jets
blasting."

The Virgin yawned, extended a zrape {Ohio muscatel) to he
neeled, "Why sayest thou that?" she asked insouciantly.

“Because," sald Teddy, "1if somethings were not wrong he
woulid be descending in a vehicle of some sort rather than
by his ever-loving lonesome,"

"You're slinoing out of character," sald the Virgin. "Baok
to the peanut." ‘

Sti1ll, Teddy Baresklns was concerned. There was something
decidedly sinlster about the sight he had witnessed, Then,
as the hot blast singed his hair and dry-roasted the pea-

nut, full realization struck him as a barbed blade blting

bitterly.

"Damme," he sald, a dirty word he felt was justified by
the situation. "Damme," he repeated, because he l1iked to
cuss. "There's only one reason a varlet would be descend-~
ing in such a manner, He has..."
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Hé paused for dramatic effect, but the Virgin was applying
suntan lotion to her navel and was obllvious to his ble-
therings, Besides, she had heard 1t alk«pefored: He  liewed
her with a mad passion. Of this she was overly certain,
An impish grin convulsed her face for a st Ssecond L kel
all did, the silly geese. JAittle did they know that her
heart belenged forever, eternally and only tO..s

"A dragon in his asst" Teddy's scream cut off her thought.

"My ghod," he continued, "a dragon. A perfect ready-made
opportunity, as well as part time work, for Young St.
George." Extultation flushed his features and the tank
began to refill, He had figured it out for himself .,

Excitedly he borrowed a dime from the Virgin and loped off
down the escarpment looking for a telephone bogith ;. . He
honed 1t would not be a toll call.



Chapter Two vy Norman rasve:ss

TOung S¥ . Beorge ol tne noble heart and nobler deed was
ard denressed, Tigercuss kad been gerting catty of late
ard ihe bruts! seroaming was 1ike to drive him bats. His
viliinacus orcheenemies. Jock Promoter and Diddly Schlitz
rad pulled a couple underhanded deals, steallng away two

o7 his wajor consumer outlets when thelr contracts had
come up for remewal. As usual the billlcollectors were
crunding upon his oaken door demanding payment for minor
debts like when he'd ordered his platinum broad-sword with
dlamond—1inlaid handle modestly oroclaiming: I AM A HIRO.
And the kEing insisted he still cwed taxes for the pash
{1ve ycars and threatened dire consequences 1f they weren't
paid within the fortnight. By the legionrs of Chu's gnhtuls,
wasn't the steadfast service of a hero, always readr,
staunch amd true, enough? And Schlitz and Promoter, dirty
shysters that they were. If they'd stuck to their own
territory instead of cutting into his he may have besn ablo
to ralse the revenue for these taxes. Chisellng chean-
skates! So he'é told Schlitz how he ourhb te be giving
him some business instead of increasing the number of
brats all over the countryside and they up and broaden
their business., Then Schlltz witk his damnable humor,
smizking, "We‘re Just broadening our business so the
broads don't."

The ohone rang.

"Young St. George speaking: Cordoms for Conundrums,"
"Young, St. Georgel TTis thy friend devout and trues Teddy
Rareskins. Haste mos% quickly to the promontory wherenear
the Virgin of Kor suns daily., A dastardly dragon has
alighted, lich*ening up the hindparts of the Jock Proumoter,
{rightening the fair Virgln of Kor and blirhtening the
landscane with his foul and pestilent breath,#

Young St. George was shocked, "Yeu mean to say that besides
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being a menace he's got-—-halitosis?"

"porsooth. Enough t¢ make mine€ nose twitch and mine lungs
1tch for fresh alr--not to mentien the competition 1t gives
the Virgin of Kor's feet. Hasten most swiftly wita your
broadswoard, for surely there will be a great reward."

At last a deed befitting hls steadfastness, his daring. No
more need he embark upon those brave adventures, brilliant
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campaigns and fabulous rescues in . his minc alone, - ToR . g
had men jeered, forgetting that gallant deed of five ¥ear
past when he'd.smashed a veritable harpy egg, saving iuc
cocuntryside from untold ravishment, earning what had since
beccme his hercic ccgnemen, Tco long had he been degraded
tfreom the posttion of hero extraordinary to that” of mere--
salecran, (ihers had been one advantage, however, Wha',

he co: . i-.tt sel: he conld always use, One thing he could-
n't stand was the thought of more of those mewling bratsi)

Grak’wing his mighty broadsword, Young St. George charged
his charger Tstealing it from the neipghborts barn, who
had, peasant of little understanding thht he was,
impounded the horse, saying 1f Young St.
- George couldn't g2r for it he cer-
tainly couldn'tc xeep it, and
that he dounved that Youmg
St . Becrze conld even geu
the credit to buy the .
grain to feed 17T,
much less have fthe
ambitimn t= raioce
the graln himecil )
Was there ne vz
derstanding at all
in this crude
world?

But now after hs
nad saved the
countryside from
the mensce cf yon
fierce dragor., 2ah,
then would they
treat him as befi.ted
a hero,

Ahead he espied the nro-
montory, and yes, the Aanger-
Wie V""’;"\ ous dragon and the cowerlng mald-
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en falir.

"prepare for battle, foul lizard, for Yourg St. George shall
s1it thy glzzardl" And with that valiant cry he lowered

the welding gogsles over-hls eyes {to pretecy them from

the fiery breath), stuffed the nosenlugs up his proboscls
(he couldn't stand bad breath) and the earplugs 1in his ears
(nor screaming) and with broadsword held staunchly aznead
headed for the beheading.

Meanwhile Teddy Bareskins had returned from the phoneboctn
thinking maybe he ought to hely Prgheti the Virgi vl ol=Kom,
which may well give him some small favor in her ejyes.,

After all thy percipient observations and rapidvymestalical-
culations, Teddy," bubbled the Virgin, “you figured.. WICTHGa
Itfs only a coupnle of salesmen selling berillium sieel
chastity belts and--"

Skie was cut off by Young Ste. George's valliant cry to babile.s
Teddy 3areskins, thirkirg faster than hetd cves htnovughit ia
his 1ife, jumped up shouilng. "ot ghode-Geovge !t wWaisl
Wait, Georgei!

Rut too late, Young St. George espied the dragon wl h 1Us
fiery breath and was charglng te dearsdsathdrte gitigie
mighty smite, The goggles tended to impede his visloxn

and it 1ncked like Teddy Bareskins was gesticulacing scme=
thing, but he could hear nothlng wish tne earpluzs; and Lle-
dcubtedly he was only cheering the hero cn azyway. Good
old Teddy, tried-and-true friend, never let you down (ex—
cept when you wanted $0 borrow money ) o

nNocoocouohl I can't look," groaned Teddy Bareskins.
The dragon shrieked and fell 1n ruptured agony. Young S¥ e
George dismounted, 1lipping off his gogrles, tossing asice

the nose and earplugs, oreparing to niace his vicTorlous
boot upon his fallen foe.
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He paused, right foot in mid-air as what lay pefcre him
came slowly into oculation. Hls gore-spattered swurd

struck the dirt with a2 dull clunk an inch away from tre
head of hils spitted foe,
"Hey--hey now, Teddy, wait a minute,

"That ain't-—-ain't no dragon. That's---that's A----mant
Oh! Ghreat Ghu!l

"St, Fanthony, forgive me," pleaded Young St. George, go-
ing to his knees, stradéling his sword in 2 pronhetic
manner,

MPnas e s | plzzand s ar et

Lo e S

"Ttve just castrated Didély Schlitzli"



Chapter. Three

"Sir Georgel" the Virgin cried, "What have you done to
Diddly Schlitz, Monarch of the Norih Latreens?"

George, unable to hear the fair maiden, was gathering all
his courage, all his knlightly staunchness, Tl s vkl
or. With one last gargantuan effort he looked at the im-

paled Diddly--and fainted.,

The Virgln shuddered@ at the thought of cleaning up the
blood, a task which, with the knight out like a 11;ht would

undoubtedly fall upon her head.

Teddy Bareskins had, in this time, leaped to the side of
the struck-down Diddly. "Diddly! Diddly!t Speak to mel
Speak to zel"

Coming to senses Diddly looked up to Teddy Bareskins. "Well
hi, big boyi"

At this Teddy kee'ved over to join the unconsclious knight.

Hours later in the castle of Salnt George a grogay knight
was coming to his senses.

"Georglie, oh Georgle, wake up honey poo."

"Py_erouss Honey!" sald the knight, coaing to hils senses,
"Do you realize what I've done? I've just with my own
glistening blade--deftly castrated D1ddly Schliitzi®

"Phat's one way to slice in on the competlition, if you'll
pardon the phrase."

"Oh my Godi" said the not-so-noble knicht, "would dear
Lerd that it could have been my own vitals and not those
of my dear friend and fellow condom peddler.”
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A terrible roar of thuncer Si00s Litc CH8LLE

"pAllow me to retract that statementl" blurted George, shak-
Sl

"Saint Georce the Castrater they'll call me! Oh woe unte
me, I have brought shame unto the noble house of Condom
and nausea to mine own saintly tummy."

"onh Georgle, forget 1t and come to nitey-nite already, Your
beddy bye crackers grow soggy in the tioorl stamy T

"You speak to me of crackers, woman, when one lies sexless
at the might of my sword?

",..besldes, Johnny Carson isn't over yet.

"Not only does this make me look bad in the eyes of my
countrymen, but I had secretly hoped that through ris writ-
ings Diddly migcht induce another Harpie-lalé egg to rend
asunder,"

BCOM BCCM

"Who disturbs me in my woe?" asked Saint George the Cas-
trater to the sound of the door,

"vPis a nissed-off Jock Promoter,”
"Uh-oh,"

"Georgeth, letth meth inth orth T'mth golngth tosh breakth
thisth doorth onth yourth headth,"

"Jock, your total uncouthness 1s proceeded only by you®
lgnoraneest

",1sten, you tainted saint, cut the compliments, I seek

a word or two with you, I've come to discuss what occur-
ed today between you and Diddly Schlitz's er--ah--conditlior®
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nTwas but an accident that the--er--incident even came
about "

"Let's hope so, George. We seem to be--er--both in a pre-
carious position. Now, about the matter of keeping the 1lid

on this d1ddly..."

",o0k, Jock," expostulated Saint George (thinking of the
law suit), "I'm sure the two of us can come to 2 leglcal
agreement * Aabout how tonmlenis—ah-~—=hanéle thlsl affair,.*®

sUnfortunately, as far as Diddly 1s concerned, there's
nothing to handle., I mean, what you did to Diddly can
hardly help but have a tremendous impact on--"

"Not to mention Diddly's mother," George added.
WDiddly's mother knowsjy Jock said., "She was first to Knowe"

"Herl" the saint cried. "Why how could she know? She
wasn't even therel"

"why I dare say she was," Promoter differed,
"wait, How could she know about PlddtySehl Ltz

"Well, man, she gave birth to Diddly, afterall. She's the
one Diddly's been 1iving with all these years., Why, she
even thought of the gulse of a condom seller for Diddly."

"What are you talking about? What does that have to da
with the fact that I--I--castrated Diddly Schll Lz 7 ®

nCastratedl You! Castrated? Oh noi Don't you see, you
couldn't have, George, because all these years, 21l this
time--"

"I know what I saw there, Diddly lyin, fallen, his pants
slit open by my gleaming blade, she bleod, and there he
lay, and where there was supp@sed to bE QeeseBecccedocnce
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SOMEesecs HOW can you c2all me Geor.e when yvu know my real
nane has now become Gorge?"

"But George, you don't understand, You couldn't have cas-
trated D1ddly because D1ddly 1s A-———= on o

"WHAT? To think... Are you kidding?

"Well, snap my condoml" exclaimed the knight, leaping in
joy. "And to think--I thought I had severed Diddly Schlitz
from the world about him, whereas, in actuality--ha ha ha
ha, you know, Jock, you know-~NOW, when you're out of
Schlitz you're out of--"



Chapter Four by Ray Geeck

After realizing all of his anxiety was over nothing, George
was in his usual "Hero" mood. "well, afterall, I thou.ht

T was in dire danger, 2nd I was brave enough e face that
danger, even though 1t was Didaly," pondered Young St.
George. "Just thlnk if it had been a real dragon! Oh nol"
With that thought in mind George once more fainted dead
away e

neh dear," sighed Tigerpuss. nput him on the bed while I
finish watching Johnny Carson.

Gently, Jock picked up George and placed nim on the bec,
Then he left. Tl €erouss kissed George and thouzht she
misht be a 1ittle hungry, so she ate George's crackers and
tigermilk,

While watching the tube she saw a commercial about the blg
brave knight rescuing the fair maiden from the evil sorcer-
er and then glving her an excederin for her headachGe. She
looked over at GeOri€. "Ch how I wish you could be like a
real knisht: strong, brave, neroic, If you'd only be the
kni_ht you think you are.

"Jjake up, George," she pleaded, shaklng himg e seatl
.right. Wake 8T

"Ya, Ti-erpuss," he sald arousing slowlye. "What is 1t?"
"Tomorrow you're going back to basic knighthood training."

"What are you talking about!?1?" screaming, now fanl 1y
dwake. "You ain't going to get me there acaln, I'm not
going to be called Tgkinflint®! or 'green ape! a,2ain, Not
to the House of Hogarth the Devourer, Monarch of the East-
ern, Western, and Southern Latreens. Besldes, I can't
stand his’ one word vocabulary."
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"YES, TOMORROWL" Tigerpuss salc authoritatively.

our Hero, Young St. Georcze, left for knighthood training,

He rode to the 1and of Hogarth the Devourer,
$he Eastern, Western, and Southern Latreens.

\\ ¢
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Monarch of
Finally he
made 1t.
Actually, he
started shak-
ing in his
boots, dbut
he dirdn't
want anyoae
to know,

Pleased to
see Young St.
George aglln,
Hogarth wel-
comed him
with oper
arms. "K111,
ka3 D b s
welcomed Ho-~
garth, pumop-
ing George's
arm untll he
thought it
would fall
off.

i BT ol
Hogarth =214,
meaning to
go to a kent
anéd wa2lt fur-
ther instruc-
tions.

Ceorce Aldn't



sleep very well that night. He was anticlpating the upcom-
ing events. The fear of that Hogarth, and the way he sald
"k111" was atroclous. When George did f=2l1l1l into a restful
sleep Hogarth came in callling, "K111l,k1l1l," meaning, t4:00,
get up'es Banglng poor George's head against hls own chiest
he screamed, "Kill, kill" ' et up'. Reluctantly George

ot ups

First thing was breakfast. Only aroblem was, he had to
find 1t himself. George went for a swim. He thought the
cold water would wake him up ; also, he night find some
fish. But then, to fry the fish... "The heck with 1t;
I'11l go without."

Second, armor issue. Ah yé€s, armor issue, He walked into
the i1ssue tent and recelved his instructions. Hogarth's
gyes 1it up and he was drooling uncontrollably. K11ll."
Pnis meant stripe.

Taking off Lie clothes, Georye procecded through the check-~
points to et fitted.

Checkooint one: Foot size, 37 hangnz2ils long.
Checkpoint two: Leglength, 19 kneecaps high.
Checkpoint three: Torso measurement, 6 ribs around
: and 3 up & cown.
Checkpoint four: Head size, 2 ears, 2 eyes, 1 nose,
1 mouth.
Checkpoint five: Issue.

Young St. George gust walked through the checkpoints in
amazement. He didn't say 2 word all the way through ex~
cept in the lssue checkpoint,

."Why are you jucst throwing the armor at me before I gilve
you ny measurements?" George asked earnestly.

",isten Dude, you zlving me A hard time?" asked the check-
.point clerk.
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"No, no, of course not."

TahoEN But At Son "

"Ughhh, " grimanced George trying to put on the armor, nathe
fooTeightsl

Suédenly Hogarth came in. e 115 k111 "Get, golng . With
thEL, 'Beorge Telft without saying another word.

Days wore on. Being 1n training 1s re=lly tough. " But per=
hans it was worth 1t--to please Tigerpuss and, may.e, €VeEn
win the love of the Virgin of Kor.

With each growing Aay he found the armor increasingly hard
to »nut on and take off, After much thousht he decided o
wear the armor 21l the time and hope the swelllng in his
body would stop.

Of course there are disadvantages in wearing Armor every
minute of the day. Have you €ver tried to excercise in 2a
full suit of armor? How about sleeping or eating? Ur
excreting? Not very pleasant, as George€ found out.

On the afsernocon of the 32nd of the Recognizing of 'the Shire
{oops, that'‘s another story). Guess what hasoened when 1t
rained? Foor George got wet, Not omly did George ges wel,
go Adid the armor he was wearing. Because of the armnar get-
ting wet it had a tendency to shrink. The worst part atout
the shrinking was, George was in 1t, anc 1t was akready
teo..small,

Poor Young St. George; what 2 oredicament he was in. He

had to find@ a way to get out of the armor or he'd get 87Zin~
ned allve by Hogarth. He SnlaEd sene tRetATTEar o v I worl &=
n't come off. Ne yanked and yanked and tug-ed and nullefd,
Tt just wouldn't come off. He tried and tried to get 1t
off. FEverything he could nhysically do himself, he 4id.

He took 2 stick and tried prying the arm awAay from the body.
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Didn't work .. "How embarrassing," he sighed, and began to
CrYy e .

Suddenly and quite unexpectedly he jumped up and cryed out
in a loud volce, "I HAVE AN IDEALLLY

Teaming uo the horses he'd have them pull on eack side of
the armor, ané that'd rip 1t apart. Without fail this
would work, he thought. Well, 1t didn't,

He sat down to think. He couldn't go anywhere, not in his
condition. The armor was so tight he couldn't move, plus
the fact the armor i1tself was killing him,

George finally resolved to use dynamite. It took a lot of
courage on his part, but what was worse, & quick death or
a slow 2nd agonizing death? Besides, he had nothing to
lose,

"Quickly," he saild, taklng off to find some éynanite, Care-
fully he set the dynamite down and put a long fuse on- 1%
He 11t 1t. He knew he had to stand just a certain distance
from the blast. Too close and instant death, Too far
away ané all the time would h=ave been wasted. He flgpured
about eleven feet should be just about right.

BLAMMMMMLL2 LAl et ttitiily

The dynamite blew up. Lucklly, George diédn't. The tight
armor saved him, He had bedfi.& little too close, but the
job was cdone, The only injury from the blast was a small
secratch from the armor, George Was pretty happy. The ar-
mor was off his body, he was still alive, and he could go
back and finish his traininge.

Hogarth, however, wAas nelther pretty, nor hapny.
4l k1B 3 YT R he snapped savagely, interrogating the
near-naked St. George., Young St. George shivered, but not
from the cold., Where was his armor? He tried to explain,
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but the words kept stumbling over one anothc: and Hogaru.
the Devourer kept resembling more-and more that stick of

dynamite just before 1t exploded,

Only...0eorge was but one foot away, not eleven, and Ho-
garth'!s breath reeked, Dynamite, Gecrge thought numbly,
was supposed to be red, not purple...

He tried to finish the tale, to convince Hogarth that 1t'd
becn necessary, that he would buy him a new suilt cf armor
to replace the other one, that he would plck up every
tecnsy bit scattered around some filve square miles 2and
sew them together, that he would--

Hogarth the Devourer wasn't listening. His purple face was
striping black--nine stripes--like a cat-'o-nine-talls,
That forecasted someone would have no t=les left to tell
when Hogarth finlshed with him, George reflected glumly.

"Sir,.." George began meekly with some dim 1dea of further
tryihg ~te. olacatesthesPeviourents . ragc,,

Hogarth shook with wrath, his muscles rumbled, hls mouth
foamed m2dly. He soit out A single, final, sallva-drenched
monosyllable before he charged the quivering Young St.
George

" e T

And that, Georye realized, was exactly what Hog=rth was
golng to o,
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