LA LSS S L S N

. \
PR Rt et

\

FAL AL SO R L e e .»/

v!i!fn!'ﬂf/ﬂf!ﬂfdﬂvfﬁu..FW
\
\

v/!!/f//rr/lld»trf‘tﬁa.!»/

S

o~

‘v
A Samcanattt’
A )

A N R e

O\

717

!fll/é??fl//’f/tfvtﬁrf»r

NO

\
w

AN A ) L\ UCRRRRRRRARRY

[NN\\\\\ 2 g

\
% %ﬁftl‘»fﬁrrrltr/rlfa?llyfor
N

Z/////&///rzﬂéfgﬁﬁﬁﬁé Namaed

=

- @

&

2 LG
: wn

[ -




THE SLIMEBALL SPEAKS (RE’!‘R()AC’!‘IVEI:Y): '

I knew I was a goner the momeni | saw i,

1t sat on the racks at the local grocery store, waiting. 1t was after church on a Sunday aficrnoon, We'd siopped
for some assorted groceries, and in my boredom, I was drawn 1o the magazine section. And there it was.

Star Wars #58. My beginning and end, my epiphany, my Rangarok, my addiction's beginning.

I'd known about comics for years, of course, Any self-respecting 10-year old did. But I'd never been more than a
casual reader of these four-color fantasies. [ was more into the other pastime of my generation, Star Wars and all the
assorted sequels, games, costumes, action figures, and arcane accessories that came with it

But that comic... The cover drew it to me right away. C-3PO and R2-D?2 suspended in a blood-red sky that
looked like the flames of hell itself, whilst below, spaceships hung in the abyss. The clash of gold against red, the
fresh smell of the comic in my hands, the fact that these were adventures of my gods, my Baal and Buddha, the Star
Wars gang that were the Hercules and Jason to a whole slew of panting, cheering kids.

The 60¢ was wrenched from my parent's pockets soon enough.

From there began a love-hate relationship with this medium that has yet 1o pall in the slightest...sure, my tastes
have changed a bit, I've outgrown some comics and moved on to others, but never in the ten years or so since I started
down this trail have I doubted the vatue, yes, the need a medium such as comics in a kid's life.

And of course, | made up my own heroes. What kid didn't? The Arachnoid, El Jaguar, Robotron, Silver
Sorceress...all were there, leaping from rooftop to rooftop, cavorting in the skyline of my own private universe. The
time came, though, that my own warped sensibifities took hold, and I started to get...weird. No more muscle-bound
men in tights, I started drawing decidedly odd things like walruses and polar bears, and a little blob that could.

The rest of the story is pretty straightforward. Prometheus, the little blob that could, came forth as my
Spider-Man or Batman...and others started fermenting in my warped cranium as well. Soon enough, I startcd using
my minimal art skifls to fashion whole comics using my pantheon, These got slightly better, until I really began to
tell an actual story with them. The story? Glad you asked.

Prometheus #3-6 were done from my freshman to senior years in high school, with copious breaks between
them, of course. They formed the tale I call “Oniy A Man,” and that in turned became the basis for the serics I'm
presently doing, the one that started my accquaintance with the small-press network, Amoeba Adventures. The
continuing adventures of Prometheus and all his pals, which I've managed to bring to far more people than I ever
thought I could. And hopefully it gets better. Anyhow, with the moderate success of AA, T decided the time was ripe
to (ill in the background a bit. I've reprinted Prometheus #3-6, so that some of the events unfolding in Amoeba
Adventures don't seem so arcane, and hoping that the less-than-spif artwork in some of these carly tomes doesn't tum
off those few devotees to Earth-Spongy and life on it.

I was also left with literally scads of other things in the Drawer Of Abandon. During those “copious breaks”
between issues of Prometheus, | managed to keep busy. I did lots of sketches, started lots of unfinished stories, and
even attempted a collaboration or two with fricnds. I figured that some of you might be interested in secing what
didn’t make it to completion, or what I just did in my spare time between issues.

The stulf here in One-Celled Tales isn't meant to be Faulkner or McFarlane, or even equal to what I'm doing
nowadays. Consider this the egiuvalent to a literary rummage sale, a Saturday moming garage sale in some suburh

somewhere. Sure, there's a few cracked vases and board games with pieces missing, but there might also be that TV
you're looking for, or an old suspense novel you thought you'd never see. Or maybe nol. Anyway, One-Celled Tales
is yours to browse through, and who knows? Maybe there is some buried treasure in it.

This sucker is dedicated 1o ail those who helped or inspired me over the years...Eric Moul (thanks for KK1),
Chris “The Scribbleman™ Matthews, Nat Perry-Thistle, able assisstant, Kim Taylor, proofreader and divinc guidance,
Aaron Teeling “without whom...”, Sean Mick, “Bubblegum Head” Flath, and “Mr. Bore,” not to mention alt thosc
who continue to give me ideas and aid me today...you know who y'all arel!

DN Pip

Protoplasm Press catalog now available for a paltry 29¢ stamp. We do windows and fine china,
Printed on recycled paper |

ONE-CELLED TALES #1, November, 1991. Published becausc the litile men told me to. One-Celled Talcs, Prometheus,
and all characters herein are C 1991 Nik Dirga. Reprints C 1986,1987, 1988, 1989 Nik Dirga, Published by Pratoplasm Press,
PO Box 2230, University MS 38677.




A quick sketch of Prometheus being confronted by Tinkertoy, by Mr. Nat
Perry-Thistle.
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Ah yes, "A Protoplasm On Elm Street..." This story had numerous false starts. I
wanted to introduce "Freddy-Plasm," the maleovelent spectre haunting Rambunny in

this picture, as the personification of Pro's

in mind for this short story, inspired by the "Elm Street” movies.

evil side"...I had some really cool visuals

N presems : A UUW@W@P%C@M ON ELKM STR@ET’"GV |

Night. Mest oF Spongepolis! residaneas He is Rambunny. Inside his vialent mind,
sieep quietly. All but one .| - | tonight therd is one wha daesn’+ belayg.

A =5
OWH -1/ T BUT
—~ THATS iMPoSsSBLE/ —~
= = PRofEBSOR TUNG'S SPELL
AKES ME INVULUERARLL !

'—' 3= ===

2

€A THG (Liks < BUT.. T
CANT gl can’T!

——

OBV/oUSLY,
RAMBUNA Y, )
fov ARE
WwhrRorwso

WHOT T AM I NIBWN BY Many

PLAGUE, RADES, LUCIFER. |

NAMES . THANATOS  APOCA LYPSE,

BUT Yoy, RAMBUNNY, FRIEND oF \
MAN, HERg To ALL, MEMBER OF THA4~
ELITE GRAUP oF ERIENDS To




I even tried writing it and having Nat Perry-Thistle draw it, the first time I'd ever
had anyone else draw a story I wrote...this attempt was going to be more surreal than
the first, with not a single word spoken throughout. It, too, never got off the ground,
but I still think it would've been keen.
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My attempt at jumping on the parody bandwagon, here's Rambunny in his "Dark
Knight" (or should I say "Dark Wabbit"?) pose....originally presented in Prometheus
#3.

THE RAGING RABBIT




Almost two years of time lay between the completion of Prometheus #4 and Prometheus
#5.1 figured I wasn't able to tackle drawing the Promethean as well as I wanted to be, so
I just gave up and shunted the story to the back reaches of my drawer for the better part
of two years. I did yank it out on occasion, producing a few covers that had nothing to do
with the story. This one must've been done right after I did #4, judging from the art

style. A hackneyed cover concept, without a doubt.
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I think I got a little better with this second try, done during Summer 1988. I had some
incredibly convoluted plot wherein Rambunny and Promethean would get on a fight on
national TV to improve the Promethean's image, or distance himself from Prometheus, or
somesuch nonsense. As you can see, it didn't make much sense to me either, and back
into the Drawer Of Abandon the tale went. As a sideline, this was the first cover I did
with a black background...I have ink tattooed on my skin to this day because of it.
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Here's the one that started it all...the very first appearance of Prometheus, or at least the
first one I can find. Done March 11, 1986. The rambunctious communist upstart pictured
herein is slightly different than the fellow we all know and love today, isn't it?
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And another blast from the past...done in the days immediately following Pro's first
strip, I did a few more strips. My idea was to make Prometheus into a comic strip, like

Garfield or something. The mind boggles at the idea of seeing Prometheus stuffed dolls

stuck on the windows of cars everywhere. Also, don't blink or you'll miss the very first
appearance of Rambunny, looking very different than he does today.
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When we broke down and bought a computer, I had loads of fun playing with the
Paint program...these "capsule origins" are one of the things that came out.

Rambunnd was

a Calm indiwvidual,

A disgruntled
veteran of the
second World War,
Peter Rabbit
decided to take
Up arms against
all who dared
defy the laus of
American Justice,
He chose his name
o becone the
nase which would
become the sumbol
of freedom to
#any: the name of
RAMBUNNY.

mgd on ﬂj"he other
ere was
Doctor Seif. He HOSPITAL
could be considared
insane.but not in

Inanm lB"
wholely bored with [TTTT TP




Max Protoplasm...without a doubt, one of my more idiotic parodies. Not quite as bad as
Freddy-plasm, but bad enough...
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Was I the only person that really hated that stupid cat?
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The man was warped. The man in question being one Aaron Teeling, of course

and the time being January or so of our freshman year. Aaron was not one prone to
subtelty. A fellow prisoner in that same excruciatingly dull history class where

Prometheus #1 & 2 were drafted, he'd animate the class a bit with such antics as
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emptying every trash can in the class from the balcony above, doodling obscene

cartoons on the blackboard
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A fan of my still-primitive Promethean adventures, he decided one day to draw me
an adventure teaming up a certain amoeba with none other than Snoopy...poor

Charles M. Schultz never thought his creation would come to this end. Although it
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was never finished, I just had to show a sample page or two from the epic adventure
written and drawn by Aaron Teeling, with lettering by yours truly. Be warned.. like I

iy FES
/\ﬁ 27\ X

ADMAUD Py 9P Of
00 Ajjonov noA B0 FouM

said, the man was warped.

2 22U+ N0 CUDDIOA YL 2205

ﬁ TR0

®



The original cover to Prometheus #3, which I chose not to use on the second printing.
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A relic from my Daliesque surrealism period, or a somewhat askew rendition of an
elephant, done around age 6.
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Years and years ago, way back even before Prometheus came about, ! was on my
steroid-pumped Marvel rip-off kick and invented a whole mythological universe of
superheroes and supervillains. Although I did zillions of sketches, this is the only
actual cover that I did, for my Spider-man/Superman xerox called "The Arachnoid."

—

~
}









