The Major Deej Universe proudly presents:
ISSUE 1

FEB 2012

PREMIERE 1 st ISSUE!
Who Will be the “NEW” Allied Fighters?

?

?

?

?
Major Invader
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The Major Deej Universe proudly presents:

In 1942, shortly after the attack on Pearl Harbor, America and its allies needed victories in battles and heroes through which citizens and troops
could rally to. The ‘Allied Fighters’ were banded together just for this purpose. Led by Captain Invader, these legends of WWII fought against the
powerful forces of the Axis Forces and won victory after victory. On V-J Day in 1945, the Allied Fighters disbanded and went their separate ways.
st

It’s now the 21 Century and an old threat has become new. The Allied Fighters are needed once again, with the ‘new’ Major Invader leading old and
new heroes in the fight to save Earth from an evil that was thought to be extinguished at the end of WWII.

Chapter 1: The Kid, The Retirement and The Bottle

A Ski Chalet in a VERY remote location…

*grumble*

“Life is a moderately
good play with a badly
written third act.”
- Truman Capote

Any good news, Major?

Bad guys get hurt.
Stuff gets broken in
the fight.
Taxes go up.
Heroes get blamed.
Rinse. Repeat.

It’s never good news.
Just more of the same.

Bad guys do something.
People get hurt.
Good guys fight the bad
guys.

Speaking of suds, get
me another beer.

It’s only 9 o’clock…relatively. And would you
mind not smoking in my non-smoking section?
Go to Hell. Beer. Now.
Ever heard of
second-hand smoke?

That’s what your great grandma
asked once. Died of lung cancer.

Has anyone lived long enough to tell you
that you’re a cruel old bastard?
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Stop calling me Grandpa, “Chaz”! It’s ‘Major’. You know the
reason why it has to be this way. Turn your brain on, moron.

Look Grandpa…

Nope.

OK, so I’m NOT a World War Two legend who fought giant robots and millions
of Nazis and headed up super-secret-squirrel agencies after the war, but that
doesn’t change the fact that it’s time we talk about your retirement. Again.

Discussion closed, snot nose.

OK, let’s recap our previous 50
conversations about this, “Major”.

F&#% off.

NO.
.

First, you’re over 90 years old.
I can still kick your…

September
23rd, 1995.

Second, not even your job
wants you. When was the
last time they let you step
into the ‘office’? 1995?

Third, you’re filthy rich. Why
don’t you go buy Striga Isle
and set up a beach house?
Saving for a
rainy day.

Fifth, you’ve done your bit for king and
country. Let the next generation take the reins.

Yea. Right. Let some
loser named “K1lz
Y0u5” replace me?
You’re funny and No.

Lastly, and I’ve been
scared to even say this,
but…your retirement;
It’s what Dad wanted.

Fourth, HE isn’t coming
back. He hasn’t been
seen since 1945. Give up
your ‘white whale’,
Major.

I know him.
He’ll be back.

Damn. You’re good.
Almost got me with the
heart strings, there.

It was his last request.

Sixth, what life do you have now? You
come here every other day, get drunk,
and insult people. Why not go travel on
cruise ships and do the same thing and
spare me and my patrons your grief?

…and I’m not scared
of anything.

He knew you’d be
scared, but figured
you’d be brave enough
to meet it head on.
Cruise ships don’t
have “K1lz Y0u5”
on them to shoot.

Except your mother.
She’s a scary woman
after a few belts.

If not for yourself,
do it for Dad.

Then I’m going for broke. I never thought I’d have to resort to this,
but... you either retire now or I walk out of your life for good!

It’s that simple.

CHOOSE.

…choose…
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…choose, Captain…

…choose…

It’s one day before the Invasion of Italy, September 2nd 1943

My God. It’s Chlarisa.
I’d forgotten
how beautiful
she was.

Who’s
part of
Team
Alpha?

Do you want me
and Kyle to
recon with you?

Chlarisa aka
Ms. Vindicator

Kyle aka The
Kinetic Avenger

Me aka Captain
Invader

Manchurian
Murata

Atheyta (Athena)

Affirmative,
Ms. V.

Predominator

EARS ON ME, EVERYONE! Team
Alpha: Battleship, Murata
and Athena, take point; Team
Bravo: Ms. V, K.A. and me
along the cliffs. Dom, your
air cover! LOCK AND LOAD!

I’ll scout ahead,
brother-of-mine!

Clyde aka Captain
Battleship

…and my brother Kyle
paid the ultimate price.

I never got to see him again.

Monty gave us the wrong
Intel for our beach…

Kyle…Wait! There’s
something…MINEFIELD!

I’ve never been the same since.
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Damn you.
Don’t you get it, kid? If I
retire, I’m going to keel over
in my bean soup out of sheer
boredom in a week.

You know, it might help
if you went to talk to
Grandma about this.
It’s been over 10 years.
She might help you
with your choice.

You don’t need the alcohol to
find the answer. You’re a
fighter. You won’t die unless
YOU give up. There’s NO reason
you can’t enjoy your retirement.
You just don’t want to let your
old life go.

Quit stalling.
Choose.
Kid, you’re all I have left.
I need to think on this...
…over several more drinks.
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It’s not enough he’s my only
relative left alive and I had to
go get him a job in the D to
keep him safe and alive, but
the little bastard dares me to
stop drinking, and then brings
her up.
I should just shoot him like I
do to everyone else that
annoys me.
“Go see
Grandma.”
“You haven’t
seen her in
10 years”.

Last time I nearly
killed myself...

Damnable thing is…he’s
right. About all of it. It’s
best to go see her. Talk to
her. She’ll help me with
the answers. She always
has.

I know there’s an easier
way to go see her, but I’ll
be damned in this isn’t
more fun to do. It’s been
years since I went down
this slope.

…probably ‘cause I was more drunk
than a sailor on shore leave.

OK, Slope, just like I used to
say to all my old enemies …

…I’m invading your space.

#%&@*#^$@!!!!!!!

THIS is really going to hurt…

Damn! I still got it
after all these years!
Easy –Peasy! Almost
made it to the
bottom…

“Every creature
is better alive

“…men and moose
and pine trees…”

than dead, …”

“…and he who understands it aright
will rather preserve its life …”

End of Chapter 1
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“…than destroy it.”
- Henry David Thoreau

Interlude: Empirical Ties That Kill

The world of Praetoria – A dimension away…
All is ready then. Infiltrate and feed the
intel on them to our Praetorian Guard.
It will be
interesting
seeing Primal
Earth again.

For Praetoria!
Marcus Cole. Emperor to most, Tyrant to all.
He rules Praetorian Earth like a Utopia run by
Hitler. Lately, his attention has been towards
Primal Earth. For Primal Earth, this is bad.

Soon it shall
be Praetorian.

Go with the
blessing of
your emperor.

“Unrest of spirit is a mark of life.”
- Karl A. Menninger

For you, My
Emperor!

For the Empire!

I shall bring to you a victory
that has not been seen since
your defeat of the Hamidon,
my lord!

Farewell for now…

End Interlude

6

…my love…

…my husband!

Interlude 2: Predisposed Predomination

Primal Earth.

Paragon City, Rhode Island.

Atlas Park.
Today.

“It is for us to pray not for tasks equal to our powers,”

“but for powers equal to our tasks,”

“to go forward with a great desire”

“forever beating at the door of our hearts”

“as we travel toward
our distant goal.”

- Helen Keller

End Interlude 2
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Chapter 2: The Catalyst Calls
Location: A snow bank below a ski
slope at a VERY remote Chalet.
Subject: Painfully, Major Invader
discovers he’s survived a fall that
should rightfully have killed him.

Step 3: Remember gun’s name.
Devastator. Check.

Step 1: Stand up.
Check.

OWW.

Step 4: Is weapon ok?
Check.
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Step 5: Get moving,
you pansy. Check.

Step 2: Look for broken bones
or bleeding. Check.

Yep. Looks like nothing’s changed since I
was last down here. Maybe a bit more
rust on the rails…heh…just like me.

Look at that. My stogie’s out. Can’t let
a good cigar go to waste. Where’s my
lighter. Ah, here we go.

Well. Er…damn. I’ve got so much to
tell. I better get my thoughts square.
Don’t want to come off like a
rambling old coot.

There. That’s better.

Gotta tell her I’m on the wagon,
this time for good. Then there’s
retirement...

So much has gone on since last time. More wars. Alien
th
invasions. Return of the 5 Column. A snot nose grandson.

Retirement. Even the word sounds terminal. BANG! Welcome to
retirement. BLAM! Want some more retirement, Major? BOOM!

Hello??
Affirmative. Access code:
Alpha Foxtrot Alpha One.
Hold for the Secretary of
Defense?? What, he forget
where the polish is for his
nameplate?

I know what she’ll say, though. She’ll say “It’s time”. Then I’ll say,
‘time is relevant’. Then she’d smile at me and say, ‘you already know
the answer to this question’…and she’d be right… hrmph?

Roger that. I have your authorization to
initiate Alpha Foxtrot protocols?
Understood. I’m coming in now.
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Hello, Mr. Secretary. Ya, I’m
still alive. Don’t get gushy on
me. Now, what’s so all
important to have to call…

Hold on, bad reception
where I’m at. Please
repeat that, again sir...

In Loving Memory

Adam “Director 2” Brown
1946-1990
Vietnam War Veteran Loving HusbandLoving Father
No pain, no grief, no anxious fear
can reach our loved one sleeping here

In Loving Memory

Chlarisa “Ms. Vindicator” Brown
1927-1995
WWII Veteran Loving Wife Loving Mother
“To the world you may have just been a hero,
but to all of us you were the world.”

In Loving Memory
Chlarisa “Ms.
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He’s back.

I have to go to
work now, babe.

I’ll see you when it’s over.

I promise.

I miss you too,
Chlarisa.

Yea.

Snow...

To Be
Continued . . .

Next Issue:

It looks like “HE” is back! Who is ‘HE” and what does it mean to Major Invader?

What is Emperor Cole’s plan? …and since when does he have a ‘wife’ (who looks familiar…) ? Read our next issue for some fightin’ action!
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So there I was; 10 years old, no brothers or sisters to play with and a love of all things related to comics, superheroes, and Saturday morning
cartoons. With a healthy imagination, I began to draw, design and make superheroes. My first drawings were a bit to say…terrible; most folks
thought I was into ‘60s pop culture art. But with all things, practice makes…better; maybe not perfect, in my case. I got better at the art, but no
where close to what I needed to be to make it even close to the art world.
Schoolwork took precedence, then friends, then girls came into the picture, then computers, etc etc. You get the idea. As it stood, I fell away from
comics and art and joined the Navy for 20+ years of serious stuff, work, marriage, kids and the lot.
All is, and continues, to go well, but there was something missing…and that’s when I discovered City of Heroes. I fell in love with the game
immediately and found an outlet for bringing back to life all those heroes and villains I made as a kid. It was LIKE being a kid again to see them in
action! My first time logging into Atlas Park with “Major Deej” left me literally breathless and in awe.
Over time, I’ve been able to bring back to life hundreds of characters, and with Mission Architect, I even had a way to tell stories with them. My kids
always seemed to like my stories I wrote and played, and initially we played Marvel Super Heroes PnP RPG (ok, we still do) and eventually they got
into City of Heroes, making their own heroes. It continues to be a great time for all of us.
Yet, I still wanted to tell a story in the view of a comic book. After years of waiting, I finally did it! I truly hope you enjoy it as much as I have creating
it. Send comments to: majordeejuniverse@yahoo.com. Thank you for reading and thank you for your time!

ISSUE 22: DEATH INCARNATE

IS COMING FOR YOU!
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