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AT APPROXIMATELY 7:51 THIS MORNING, MR. BURNS
WAS WORKING OUT ON HIS NORDIC SPINE~MASTER WHEN
HE BEGAN TO EXPERIENCE SEVERE CHEST PAINS,
SHORTNESS OF BREATH, AND AN UNCONTROLLABLE
pID DESIRE TO CALL ME “MOMMY.” AFTER SAVORING
SOMEONE THE MOMENT FOR 2.5 SECONDS,
BEEP ME? 1 ——— I CALLED 9il.
WAS IN A ; ! :
MEETING. : _ ; = THAT'S WHA
HAPPENED?

AM 1 DYING, DOCTOR? TELL THERE'S NO NEED TO
ME THE TRUTH. EVEN A PANIC, MR. BURNS.
HEART AS BIG AS MINE CAN FORTUNATELY,
ONLY WITHSTAND S5O YOU'RE NOT

MUCH PAIN. HAVING A
HEART

FROM A SEVERE
CASE OF
INDIGESTION.

BUT THAT'S IMPOSSIBLE!
I MONITOR MR. BURNS’
DIET PERSONALLY.

HMMM...

THIS DOESN'T
SURPRISE ME. THERE'S
SOMETHING ¥OU BOTH

SHOULD KNOW. MY
MALADY BEGAN BACK
IN 1929...

I WAS
JUST AN
IDEALISTIC YOUNG B
CAPITALIST WORKING FOR Y]
MY FATHER'S BROKERAGE
FIRM IN NEW YORK.
IT WAS A DAY
I SHALL NEVER
FORGET...
=
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THE MARKET WAS BUSTLING.
PORK. BELLIES WERE BULGING.
IT WAS NEARING LUNCH TIME
WHEN ONE OF MY FATHER'S
KOWTOWING, UNDERAGED
LABORERS ARRIVED WITH
THE SANDWICH DU JOUR.
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I HAVE YOUR LUNCH, SIR.

ALASKAN KING CRAB
WITH CAVIAR ON
. CRACKED WHEAT.

/ DON'T DILLY-
CALLY GIVE IT TO

THE UNEXPECTED BELCH WHICH FOLLOWED

SEEMED TO CATCH EVERYONE BY SURPRISE!

THE HUMILIATION WAS OVERWHELMING,

BUT MERELY FORESHADOWED THE TERROR
OF WHAT WAS ABOUT TO OCCUR!
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THE MARKET BEGAN
TO PLUMMET LIKE

A LED ZEPPELIN.
CORPORATIONS WERE
COLLAPSING BEFORE
M3 VERY EYES!

THE DESPERATION OF
MY CO-WORKERS WAS

HORRIFYING. 1 WAS

WITNESSING THE

DEMISE OF AMERICAN
BUSINESS!

AND, SOMEHOW, IT |
ALL SEEMED TO BE MY
FAULT. MY UNTIMELY
ERUCTATION SEEMED
TO BE RESPONSIBLE
FOR THE BEGINNING

OF OUR COUNTRY'S




FROM THAT
POINT ON, 1 HAVE
SUBCONSCIOUSLY

SUPRESSED MY NEED
TO PEPTICALLY
VENT.

AT LEAST
THAT'S WHAT
MY OVERPAID

ANALYST TELLS ME.

7 ...THE
GROWTH RAY
HAS BEEN IN
HIGH-SECURITY
STORAGE FOR

QUITE SOME
TIME. HOWEVER,
| BELIEVE THAT
BY REVERSING ITS
POLARITY WE CAN SHRINK.
ANY OBJECT DOWN
TO THE SMALLEST

OBVIOUSLY, YOU'VE BEEN
EXPERIMENTING ON YOUR BRAIN, OLBERMAN!
HOW DOES THIS EFFECT MY CHANCES FOR SURVIVAL?

THAT MOTHER-
BLAMING FREVDIAN
. FOOL! SOMETIMES A
CIGAR IS JUST A CiG=
AAARRGH!

GIVEN YOUR FRAGILE
CONDITION, MR. BURNS,
A CONVENTIONAL
OPERATION
WOULD BE TOO
DANGEROUS.

MUST BE
SOMETHING
WE CAN DO TO
CLEAR THAT

BLOCKAGE, ¢
I'LL
CONTACT OUR '
PEOPLE IN RRD.

MAYBE THEY
CAN HELP.

IT’S QUITE SIMPLE. WE
COULD MINIATURIZE A
REMOTE ~CONTROLLED
SURGICAL POD. THEN,
ONCE IT’S INGESTED,
DESTROY THE INTERNAL
BLOCKAGE WITHOUT
LIFTING A

CONTROL FAILS?

WE‘LL STILL NEED
SOMEONE TO MAN
THE POD IN CASE
THE RADIO SIGNAL
IS DISRUPTED. IT
DOESN'T HAVE TO
BE A HUMAN. AN
ANTHROPOID
WouLh DO
JUST FINE.

SMITHERS -~
QUICKLY, GET
ME AN APE/

PREPARE THE
RAY, DOCTOR!
_AND HURRY!




ELSEWHERE. .. | A iy

THE PEROMYSCUS
POLIONOTUS! A
MAGNIFICENT SPECIMEN,
LISA. WHY ARE YOU
BRINGING HIM TO

ARE SOV KIDDING? THAT
DUMB MOUSE IS ONLY
GOOD FOR ONE THING...
SCARING GIRLS. C'MON,
MILHOUSE, LET’S HAVE

I'M CONDUCTING AN
EXPERIMENT IN SCIENCE CLASS,
MARTIN. AFTER WEEKS OF
CONDITIONING, I'VE TAUGHT
MY PINK~-TAILED FRIEND THE
£ ANCIENT MARTIAL ART

LITTLE DUDES.
WE'RE CATCHING
SOME AlR!
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NICE GOING,

HSOU MEAN
HJOU WANT ME
TO BE LATE
FOR SCHOOL?

WHAT AM I SUPPOSED TO DO?!
WITHOUT THAT MOUSE MY
SCIENCE PROJECT IS POOMED.
YOU'RE NOT GOING ANYWHERE
UNTIL HOU FIND [T}

oINS

BART! NOW

BRING THAT MOVUSE BACK TO ME
UNHARMED, DEAR BROTHER, OR
PREPARE TO FACE THE WHITE

KNUCKLED CONSEQUENCES.
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NO PROBLEMO, SIS!I DON'T WORRY
ABOUT A THING. LET’S GO, MILHOUSE. ==
WEVE GOT A CLASS TO SKIP...UM, 1
MEAN A MOUSE TO CATCH.
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[ HAD NO IDEA THE
PLANT HAD AN EMPLOYEE
OF THE DAY PROGRAM. BUT
: WHY DO 1 HAVE TO
WEAR THESE

SAY MR. SMITHERS, THANKS
FOR THE DONUTS!

CLOTHES?

STERILITY...
UM...I MEAN, PRESENTABILITY,
SIMPSON. MR. BURNS WANTS Y0OU
TO LOOK. MOUR BEST. IT’S JUST A LITTLE
SOMETHING LEFT OVER FROM OUR MOST RECENT
INDUSTRIAL TRAINING FILM "VIVA LOS ALAMOS"

BURNS
INDUSTRIES IS5 GOING
INTO THE AMUSEMENT
PARK. BUSINESS AND, AS
=1 A PART OF YOUR SPECIAL =
| DAY, WE'D LIKE YoU TO A
: TEST A NEW RIDE i

THERE'S REALLY
NOTHING DANGEROUS
ABOUT IT. HOWEVER,

THERE ARE A FEW RULES

WE INSIST YOU

WE'RE
COUNTING ON
S0, SIMPSON. DO
HOU HAVE ANY

b, QUESTIONS?

THE DURATION
OF THE VOMAGE - ER,
RIDE, 1S PRECISELY ONE HOUR. ”
PLANT YOURSELF IN THE SEAT AND [
DON'T MOVE! AND WHATEVER
YoU DO, DON'T TOUCH

ARE THERE
ANY CHOCOLATE
GLAZED OR DO




B\ LOOK, MILHOUSE! THERE HE AU IR

I15. GET HIM{H

HEY, LARRY, N
HERE’S THE Bt
OLD MAN.
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KNOW, MAN,
BUT SOMEBODY'S
COMING. HURRY -~
) HIDE!

b P TTD, .

P BEFORE WE BRING HIM N

INTO THE LAB, LETS IS
TIE HIS LV, TUBE IN /888




MEANWHILE... |
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SPECIAL
EFFECTS!

|
7 N e PLACE 1S KINDA
PATIENT READY, ) E CREE%‘H, BART.

GENTLEMEN? _£ 8 MAYBE WE SHOULD
: GET OUT OF
HERE.

> YOU'RE
RIGHT. FORGET

B THE CRUMMY
MOUSE LET’S -~

ACTIVATE THE o
MINIATURIZATION DIODE.
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g - ; (R e Y B‘OH; TALK. AE‘DUT
| b DS, e VIRTUAL REALITY! THESE
CONGRATULATIONS, o R 47 CARNIVAL RIDES HAVE
: DDCTDRS STF\GE ONE AL A1l o e ' SN COME A LONG WaM
A IS A success. sHALL SAESEEEEE [ SINCE 1 WAS A
D WE CONTINVE? A A TR KID.

HMMM, THE
KIDNEY SHAKER
WAS MY
FAVORITE,

THANK YOU, RAQUEL. AFTER
SUBMERGING THE POD IN MR. BURNS’
MARTINI, DIGESTION SHOULD BE
INSTANTANEOUS.




DON'T
HAVE A COW,

I DON'T .
MAN. WHAT'S
UKE THE LOOKS \ THERE TO BE

OF THIS, BART.
I'M SCARED. iSCARED OF?

SURROUNDED, }

THIS
WAY, MILHOUSE!
ILL COVER

CALL THAT }
COVER?

CARUMBA! IS
THAT LISA’S
MOUSE?




LIVER! I'M
B HUNGRY. GOOD THING
L [ SAVED THIS JELLY
DONUT FOR THE

AT LEAST 1
DIDN'T GET
ANS JELLY ON
THIS NEAT
y JUMPSUIT.

SOMETHING’S
WRONG! CONFOUND
IT! SMITHERS, I'VE LOST
CONTROL OF THE
POD!




C'MON,
BART. THIS WAY.

WHAT ARE
WE GONNA DO,

BART?

DO YOU SMELL WHAT e
I SMELL? SMELLS LIKE A% /Y SMELLS LKE ¥
PEANUTS. - I\ cHocoLATE. /.

[ SMELLS LIKE CREAMY )
NOUGAT!




STOMACH -~
BOY, I HOPE THIS
RIDE ENDS SOON. IT
MUST BE NEARLY
LUNCH TIME.

I CAN SEE SIMPSON INSIDE
MR, BURNS’ STOMACH. IF
MY CALCULATIONS ARE
CORRECT, HE WON'T BREAK
THROUGH THE BLOCKAGE
UNLESS THERE’S SOMETHING
\ TEMPTING ON THE OTHER

WHAT
DID ¥ou
HAVE IN

MIND?
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: ’ I KNOW '
L EXACTLY WHAT
S WILL DO THE TRICK.




IF I KNOW
SIMPSOMN. ..

Y
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IF 1 DON'T

B GET SOME FOOD

B SOON, I'LL STARVE
5 TO DEATH.

-
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... HELL SEE THIS
CANDY BAR AND
SMASH THROUGH

THE BLOCKAGE
' TO GET IT,

ITS
B8ART -- AND

A HE'S BROUGHT S




D'OH!
I MISSED
THE CANDY!




HE'S DONE sl e
IT! STAND BACK. Y |
PREPARE FOR THE 2

BIG ONE!

THERE
IS A SANTA
CLAVS! 4

TIME’S UP. THE
MINIATURIZATION
PROCESS SHOULD

BEGIN TO REVERSE

ITSELF.

CONGRATULATIONS, 0
SIMPSON. IT TOOK. A ¥
SMALL MAN TO DO WHAT )
YOU DID. THANKS TO A
\_ YOV, MR. BURNS.., @

WHAT'S
FOR LUNCH?




COOL,
LOOK WHO'S HERE,
MILHOVSE.

MAN.

. JESSIR.
JUST A SANDWHICH
WITH GOOEY-WHIP
MARSHMALLOW
SPREAD.

SHOULD WE

OLBERMANT

{ sE mucsnusm

[ THINE 1 LosT ) B
SOME THING.

UH=-OH. GENTLEMEN, OUR
SENSORS INDICATE SOMETHING
WAS LEFT INSIDE MR. BURNS’
STOMACH.

MEIN
GOTT! ER...1
MEAN, GOOD
LORD! T LOOKS
LIKE A LUNCH
BAG!

IF M NOT MISTAKEN, GOOEY-WHIP
CONTAINS ADDITIVES WHICH ARE
LARGELY INDIGESTIBLE. THE BAG AND
THE BREAD SHOULD BE BROKEN DOWN
BY STOMACH ACIDS. BUT, IF TRACES
OF THE RAY’S ENERGY CAME IN
CONTACT WITH THE GOOEY-

WHIP.... "' .

. |

WILL TELL.




BART!
WHAT DID You
DO TO MY
MOUSE?

/. HELLO,
BOYS. HOW
WAS YOUR

COOL! GIVE HIM TO ME. I'LL USE
HIM FOR MY NEXT SCIENCE PROJECT.

I\ MAYBE BY THEN HE’LL EVEN GROW

ANOTHER HEAD!

WHAT'S WRONG, LISA?

- DIDN'T YOU ACE -

JOVR SCIENCE
PROJECT?

OF COURSE

I GOT AN "A,"

BUT LOOK AT
HiM
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AT BURNS" MANOR...

MR. BURNS
SEEMS FINE. I
GUESS THAT GOOEY~-
WHIP WAS NOTHING
TO GET “WHIPPED UP”
ABOUT. HEH, HEH!

FORTUNATELY,
I KNOW BETTER
THAN TO BELIEVE

§ IN MONSTERS.
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BILL
MORRISON
STORY, LAYOUTS, INKS

ANOTHER
BAND OF WESTERN
MALES DARES TO
ENTER M
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NOT MUCH  ackH. Give N[ CALL ME FY I'VE ALWAYS
TO LOOK AT, BUT (s A BrEAK, awm WANTED TO
I'D BETTER KEEP ; — SAY THAT!

SEYMOUR...
AN EYE ON THEM :

JUST THE
SAME.
-

. 1

: ARR. ., OKAY,
BWANA! WE'VE BEEN \
TRAIPS'N THROUGH THIS
GOD~FORSAKEN JUNGLE
A\ ALL DAY WITH NARY

SIR. WE CAN
NA TAKE THIS
KIND O°
A PUNISHMENT!

W B

TAKE g

HEART, WILLIE. \ et

OUR EXCURSION

IS NEARING ITS

END.

THES
RUINS WERE
ONCE THE TEMPLE
1 OF AN INDIGENOUS
TRIBE OF CAT

LOVERS,

W BUT SIR.. &
' 1 MEAN, BWANA,
1 DON'T BELIEVE
PUMAS ARE
FOUND IN THE

</ NATIVES ARE \
EXTINCT, BUT THE
OBJECT OF THE
WORSHIP STILL
ROAMS THIS
\ PART OF THE 488
S JUNGLE...

Y UL TRA-RARE
PURPLE

IT WAS
ULTRA-RARE,
DIDN'T I?




I'D BETTER STICK  JAS
AROUND. THOSE IDIOTS §
COULD BE IN FOR GRS
TROUBLE. e i

LOOKS
LIKE MY FELINE FRIEND
HAS THE UPPER PAW,
BUT I CAN'T TAKE A
CHANCE ON LETTING HIM
GET HURT. I'D BETTER
SPRING INTO ACTION!




THIS IS A
JOB FOR

=

/ BACK, LADS!

WILLIE!




GOOD JOB,
WILLIE,

THANKS
TO MISTER
SQUEEZY HERE,
I'VE GOT THOSE
LITTLE JUNGLE
BRATS TO
CONTEND
WITH.

AME, SIR.
JEST DOIN’
MDOOTY,

CAREFUL WITH THAT
THING NOW. 1 PUNCTURE
EASILY!

NOW,
BRAVE PUMA...
PREPARE TO

MEET THY A

. TAXIDERMIST! 4

COULD BE

WORSE,
LADY!




RIGHT, BOMS,
PLAYTIME’S

DON'T SCARE ME,
LADY. 1 WORSHIP
KRUS-TEE, GOD OF

MOU KNOW, THIS IS ONE e :
OF THOSE DAILY CHORES THAT 7/ DON'T HAVE
1 JUST NEVER SEEM TO GET s | A SACRED cow, J
TIRED OF, s - §

ATATAYA",
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SOV LITTLE..!
MOTHER SHALL
HEAR OF THIS!
i THEN YOU LITTLE |
il JUNGLE HOOLIGANS

IT’S EDNA, QUEEN
OF THE CONGO...
AND SHE'S GOT A

HILARITY, HIS POWER fee

WILL PROTECT ME,

OH,
YEAH? WELL
TAKE A LOOK.
AT THIS!




- THERE - : — gy ) NOT ON
YOU GO, KITTY, ERER N HSOUR LIFE, BUSTER. JUST
RUN ALONG il A ~J iy ABOUT EVERY MONTH, A GROUP
HOME NOW. - o Sl O OF YOU IDIOT HUNTERS COMES
: { INTO MY JUNGLE TO
FIND THAT PUMA.

50 FAR, YOU'VE
ALL BEEN DUDS, BUT SOMEDAY,
I'M GOING TO FIND ONE OF YouU
THAT’S WORTH
MARRYING!

UH...
WAIT! COULDNT
YOU JUST LET ME
KEEP THE PUMA?
I'LL GIVE HIM A
GOOD HOME.

HEY,
T8 GETTING HOT
IN HERE! DO YOU THINK
YOU COULD PUT OUT
THESE FIRES? MISS?
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