  Following is a spoof of the work of Rob Liefeld that I wrote around 1992. 

  Liefeld is a comic book creator who, in the 80’s and 90’s, set out to destroy the comic book industry by publishing the most meritless dreck the world has ever seen. His bright (though short lived) success is now considered proof positive by the world’s leading religious figures that God hates his creations.

  One day, bitten by the satire bug, I banged out all these stories in one about an hour, refining them later and posting them onto Usenet.

  I think I have always been proud of this little throwaway offering because, even though it was just a joke, It made me realize these two things: 

  First, as quick stream of consciousness blip, I believe it is how Liefeld probably created everything he ever wrote. And second, call it hubris or moxy, I believed then (and still do), that it is also better than anything Liefeld ever wrote.

  Why should that matter? Let’s just say that some people use the success of hacks as their lodestar. Writing this it really dawned on me that no matter what, if someone like Liefeld can fulfill their dream, so can I.

  Well, I’m still chasing that dream in earnest. However, if I ever hit it big and find myself overflowing with undeserved, Liefeld-like success, and someone happens to read this bit of flotsam in the future, perhaps they will see that they too can have the brass ring. They just had better keep their hands off mine.

THE POSTS:

 
  Careful analysis of the prior creations of Boy Genius and blue-jean whore

ROB LIEFELD has enabled me to predict with what will later be shown to be

unerring accuracy, the NEXT Rob Liefeld project.

  By distilling all the various facets of Liefeld's diverse menagerie of

characters, and multiplying them by the many different permutations of Liefeld

titles, and dividing this  by the number of facial expressions and poses

Liefeld has shown himself able to draw (the easiest factor in the equation), I

have been able to compute within .2 percentage points the next Liefeld opus due

to hit newsstands 5 months later than you expect!

  Keep in mind that some of the ultimate names of the characters may change

depending on what song or rented movie Liefeld is enjoying as he writes the

names down. The overall computation remains unchanged, however. 

  So, kids...get ready for:

                                BLOODBATHERS!

  Bloodbathers. A government strike team, the best at what they do, has gone

rogue. They will fight for justice THEIR way, on THEIR terms, with THEIR guns.

All of them. Especially the big ones that go "POOM!" (the guns, that is. No one

on the team goes "POOM", unless his gun is missing and he has to point his

finger and pretend it's a gun.)

  The team is hard bitten and tough as nails. They are made up of the finest

mercenaries, commandos, ninja super spys and gruff-but-loveable mutants and

government genetic experiments you can find! They are:

  Hellbent: The teams wild man. He has a major attitude, razor sharp claws and a

major attitude. He isn't afraid to use either, but he especially likes using his

razor-sharp claws on people, then giving them attitude while they are dying.

MAJOR attitude.

  PSIchotic: The resident psychic, who is a bit of a loose cannon. He's seen

"Scanners" 68 times, and likes performing his favorite scene on helmet-wearing

terrorists who can't shoot straight. Can you guess what scene it is? It's the

scene you think it is. Whoa! He's a naughty one all right!

  Painiac:  He spent 22 years in Vietnam, fighting a war that America wouldn't

let him win. Probably because he's a French Canadian. But he's fighting a

different kind of war now. A war against helmeted terrorists who are easy to

shoot because they only stand there or retreat, and when they retreat, it's

even EASIER to kill them! He's armed with high-tech armor, and big, rectangular

guns that REALLY know how to go "POOM"!

  Blackjack: This lady is as tough as any man, but oh! Those curves! Blackjack

is expert in every known form of martial arts, but won't need to remember those

tricky moves against the evil SHE will be facing, no sir. A flying kick is all

it takes to subdue even the meanest helmeted terrorist, but they'll go down

smiling since they, and you, will be getting a good look at Blackjack’s attractive

crotch every time!

  And then there is Bloodbath himself. Ooooo. Even the name sounds menacing and

violent, and good thing, too, 'cuz he is! Bloodbath has superhuman strength

and jumbo shoulderpads in equal abundance, AS WELL as major attitude, a

mean-streak, and big rectangular guns. His crotch is only average. He's the

natural leader, and lead he will! There are terrorists out there that need a

lesson in brutality taught to them, and the Bloodbathers are going to kick some

helmet!

  There you have it, folks. They're new, they're young, they're angry, and

they're the deadliest weapons against terrorists (the kind with helmets) that

the world has ever seen. Rob Liefeld has done it (or rather, will do it) again! A

super team the likes of which has not been seen before! Look for BLOODBATHERS

at a comic shop near you, soon! In plastic with a trading card, too.

BLOODBATHERS #1

It's here! The comics event of this or any other millennium, the premier

issue of Rob Liefeld's BLOODBATHERS, hit the newsstands earlier today, and your

ever vigilant critic is ready with a timely review. WARNING! Major plot

secrets will be revealed!

                                ONWARDS!

First off, what can be said about Liefeld and his product that hasn't been said

before? Like most people, I was blown away by YOUNGBLOOD, I was overwhelmed

(I'm sure of THAT one) by BRIGADE, and I was devastated by the self-descriptive

SUPREME. Well, Liefeld's latest creation has left me at a loss for superlatives,

so I am going to make one up. BLOODBATHERS is DEXOYAPPYBOOMLICIOUS!!

  Liefeld has spared no expense in bringing us the greatest adventures of a

gritty and not-altogether-cohesive band of mutant renegade commandos that I

have ever seen. It's sure to have all of Image's OTHER mutant renegade commando

books playing catch-up!

  The boy genius has even set a new standard for first issue promotional gim-

icks. Each $29.95 issue of BLOODBATHERS #1 comes with a magnesium holographic

die-cut gatefold cover in an embossed neon chromium polybag, and includes a

limited edition acetate surfaced, gold foil stamped trading card in it's own

glow in the dark polybag, which itself comes in a limited edition black

varnish surfaced mylar polybag. You'll be unwrapping THIS one for a while!

  The action opens with the Bloodbathers, consisting of the aforementioned

Bloodbath, PSIchotic, Painiac, Hellbent and Blackjack, leaping from their

helicopter gunship into a high-tech terrorist compound 500 feet below. This is

shown in a nice double-page spread, and you know you're going to be getting your

money's worth here as soon as you read the caption coming from Bloodbath: "Look

alive, crew! Sweat and Bodyslide by bad breath 6! Maximize your VIOLENCE, end

of story!!"

  The villains in question are the evil FOURTH REICH, who have just perfected

their genetic supersoldier, GOOSESTEPPER. It will be Deutschland Uber Alles all

over again unless our heroes can stop them.

  These are some of Liefeld's best terrorists to date. Bright, mauve costumes,

TONS of useless gear, and some of the finest helmets I've seen Liefeld draw.

  But no amount of helmets are going to stop THIS crew of over-the-top

hellions. With their mega-muscled physiques and all-purpose grimaces, they

slice through battalion after battalion of terrorists to reach Goosestepper at

the heart of the compound. Vanquishing him, however, the REAL power behind the

Fourth Reich is revealed to be a dynamic Liefeld-style caped and armored

supervillian named DEMONIK. He, along with cohorts DEATHBRINGER and LIFE-ENDER, engage the 'Bathers in battle, but are also defeated. Demonik flees, but only

after critically injuring Painiac. We are left with a To-Be-Continued teaser

warning that next issue, A HERO WILL DIE! Will the Bloodbathers ever be the

same? And who will be nixed to make room for a character Liefeld thinks will be

easier to build a spin-off series around?

  This issue also features a special flip-feature epilogue. Later that evening,

a gun-wielding mystery man enters the facility looking for the Bloodbathers,

only to find that one of the terrorists IS STILL ALIVE! And even though he has

had his kneecaps shot out, and appears to be missing an arm, Liefeld manages to

stretch out the encounter into a five page fight scene! Incredible!

  The action ends with the victorious mystery man continuing his quest. We'll

be seeing HIM again, I'm sure.

 The only problem I have ever had with Liefeld's work is a certain amount of

padding (read: plot) that he occasionally puts into his stories. Well, no

worries here, folks! This is vintage Liefeld! He guarantees that NOTHING

resembling continuity or logic will interrupt the mayhem.

  All the Liefeld staples are included in this opus. Big, impractical guns,

costumes that change from panel to panel (Blackjack's costume alone changes 27

times, including 12 hats!), and characters that have a LITTLE something to

learn about cooperation, and chain of command! Take a look at this conversation

between all of the Bloodbathers that takes place on page 3, as they are still

descending from their helicopter:

        PSIchotic: "Extreme Carnage!! Hardcore action is MAJOR go!! Painiac, 

take the left flank at Mark Alpha-6!! Blackjack, you..."

        Painiac: "Just who do you think is running this show, punk?! I was

waxing gooks while you were still crapping your Pampers!! Hellbent, you bring up

the..."

        Hellbent: "I ain't takin' orders from some grunt leatherneck jarhead

Canuck!! I'm gonna scream mean and rip blood on these buttsucking jayholes SOLO!

So everyone had better..."

        Blackjack: "Latch your lips, ugly!! No one's gonna rock this job as a

one-shot while I'm Honcho Uno around here!! I want PSIchotic to..."

        Bloodbath: "Pack it in, piddledicks!! I'm the headliner at THIS

benefit!! In case no one has noticed, I'VE got the biggest SHOULDERPADS!!"

  As you can see, the dialog is EXTRA sharp in this vehicle. And the book is

FILLED with such Liefeld-quality notable quotables. In this remark from

Hellbent, spoken as he rips the intestines out of a terrorist who was

standing by a water cooler eating a donut, we learn his hidden pain:

        "When you see God, ask him why he made me the MUTANT FREAK that I AM!"

  Or how about this one from Bloodbath, as he sets his sights on Demonik:

        "You look like you could use some extra LEAD in your diet, Demonik. And

I've got the Recommended Daily Allowance RIGHT HERE!!"

 Or this one, from the flip-feature mystery man:

        "I don't know where you were crawling to, but you're crawling to HELL

now!!"

  I think it's plain to see why I'm giving Bloodbathers #1 two and-a-half

thumbs up. All praise this bright new star in the Image universe, and all hail

writer cum artist qua PRODIGY, Rob Liefeld, for boldly going where no one has

gone before (except himself, several times)!

  Look for Bloodbathers #2 to arrive at an undisclosed point sometime within

this decade.

BLOODBATHERS #2

  Well, as you may have expected, critical reaction to Bloodbathers #1 has been

characteristically unfair and biased by a dope-smoking media elite who 

probably prefer having trash like "Love and Rockets" and "Hate" fed to them

intravenously than being in the same room with a Liefeld creation. Like

Nosferatu at Daytona Beach, the critics wither beneath Liefeld's brilliance. So

to spite him, they print reviews such as this one by Gary Groth in Comics

Journal, which reads in part:

"Having a power sander applied to my testicles for an afternoon would

be a more enjoyable experience than re-reading 'Bloodbathers #1'. This book was

so filled with tripe (which was trite, or perhaps it's the other way around),

violence, and helmeted terrorists, that I had to stifle my gag reflex at least

ten times. Thank you, Mr.Liefeld, for giving the world the comics equivalent of

a finger down the throat."
  Comic Shop News was no less kind, and even prompted this statement from

reviewer Cliff "I love absolutely everything without exception" Biggers:

 " I had managed to make it all the way through to page 11 of 'Bloodbathers

#1', then felt my eyes roll up into my head. A rivulet of drool escaped my lips

as I began to swallow my tongue, and I then collapsed from my chair and

convulsed on the floor until my spasming muscles locked my body into a fetal

position in which I remain to this hour."
  As you can see, no mercy is to be lent the Christ of comics. However, this

has not stifled the popularity of Bloodbathers. The first issue is already in

it's ninth printing, and a platinum edition is on the way! 

  That said, let's get on with the review of BLOODBATHERS #2, which arrived at

comic shops today, 5 excuses early!

  We pick up at a hospital where the Bloodbathers, have posted a deathwatch

bedside vigil for Painiac, who lies comatose in the Intensive Care Unit (still

in costume) following his wounding at the hands of the villainous Demonik.

Tempers flare as Hellbent accuses Bloodbath of poor leadership, resulting in

the present sad situation. Heated words are exchanged, and suddenly we are

treated to a 17 page fight scene (featuring 5 double page spreads) right in the

ICU!!

  This fight scene is legendary, featuring more Japanese speed lines than the

entire "Akira" series combined! Liefeld also takes this opportunity to debut 2

brand new facial expressions, bringing his extensive repertoire up to 4

("shocked", angry", and now "sullen" and "REALLY angry").

  In the end, Bloodbath wins and is preparing to throttle Hellbent, when all

present notice that Painiac has flatlined!

  Meanwhile, the mystery man from issue #1 is back, still looking for the

Bloodbathers. As he combs the city, deftly leaping from rooftop to rooftop, he

encounters an enigmatic villain named NIGHTSTORM, who is also looking for the

Bloodbathers. Nightstorm suggests they cooperate in finding the Bloodbathers

together, prompting  the mystery man to reply "The only thing you're going to

find ARE NEW USES FOR ACE BANDAGES!!". Following the resulting fight scene,

Nightstorm escapes and the mystery man continues his quest. 

  Meanwhile, in a secret government base located in the desert, cleverly

disguised as a big rectangular box (as ALL of Liefeld's secret hideouts are

disguised), Bloodbath's commanding officer from when he worked for the

government, one Col. Stryyyker, has had it up to here with the exploits of the

renegade and his squad. He dispatches Bloodshed, Bloodbath's opposite number

from the now defunct "Project: Bloodletting", to bring Bloodbath in. Bloodshed

has his own crew, as well...the BLOODSHEDDERS, who consist of:

        The empathic SIMPATICO, who is PSIchotic's sister.

        The incendiary PYROTECHNIC.

        The feral STEELKLAW

        And the titanic BATTLEFIST, Liefeld's largest character to date,

requiring an entire page to himself every time he is shown!

  Folks, I smell an action packed third issue! Don't you?

  There are some decent notable quotables in this issue:

        Bloodbath to Hellbent in the ICU: "I've only had to put a bullet in the

brain of a good friend twice in my life. DON'T MAKE ME HAVE TO DO IT AGAIN!!

        Hellbent to Bloodbath, in the heat of battle: "Maybe all this fighting

is going to damage the life support systems that are keeping Painiac alive, and

over whom we are fighting in the first place, BUT IT WILL BE WORTH IT TO HAVE

YOUR HEART IN MY HAND SO THAT I CAN SQUEEZE THE BLOOD OUT OF IT LIKE A SPONGE!!

        The mystery man to Nightstorm: "There's no death penalty in this state.

Thank God I'M here!!"

        And finally, Col Stryyyker to Bloodshed: "I! WANT! BLOODBATH! BROUGHT!

DOWN! HARD! AND! MEAN!!!!"

  See you here for issue #3!

BLOODBATHERS #3

Hello again folks. It's Jason here with a prompt review of

BLOODBATHERS #3, the latest installment of comics-Christ ROB LIEFELD'S ongoing

saga.

  Before I get started, though, I think it's only fair that I address some of

the negative press that Liefeld and BLOODBATHERS has been getting lately.

  First off, the reports of large numbers of people having their eyes burst

into flame after reading BLOODBATHERS has been highly exaggerated. Their are

only three confirmed reports of eye injuries related to BLOODBATHERS, and of

those three, only two involve spontaneous combustion (the third involves a

small boy in Wisconsin whose eyes reportedly rolled so far back into his head

that he could see his cerebellum).

  Furthermore, the rumors that Stephen Spielberg was temporarily a wheelchair

bound incontinent who could only communicate through facial ticks, and that it

was during this period that he agreed to sponsor Liefeld's upcoming DOOM'S IV

project, are completely unsubstantiated. When oh when will the Gary Groths of

this world get over the jealousy that is obviously gnawing at their guts like a

famished rodent? Rob, our prayers are with you.

  On the upside, however, is the welcome news that BLOODBATHERS #1 and 2 are soon going to be collected into a hardbound, bookshelf format graphic novel

available in time for Christmas. Better include some wire cutters with that

gift to your special someone, though, since the book will be encased in 14

separate polybags.

  Alright then. On with my review of BLOODBATHERS #3, available to us only this

early because of a rider attached to the Family Leave bill which mandates

swifter shipping of all Image titles (Image has apparently secured the services

of Alan Dershowitz to challenge the constitutionality of this, citing the 3rd

Amendment's implied "Right to Endless Customer Bullshitting").

  There's a lot of action, interpersonal conflict, surprises and, of course,

interpersonal conflict in this issue. Tempers flare at PAINIAC'S wake as

PSICHOTIC has his advances spurned by BLACKJACK, who had secretly carried a

torch for the deceased Painiac. So enraged by this is PSIchotic that he sucker-

punches Blackjack as she kneels before Painiac's coffin and says a novena

for his soul. This leads into a five page fight scene in which both combatants

produce obligatory,rectangular POOM guns from unexpected sources (PSIchotic from

behind a potted plant, Blackjack from between her breasts). 

  They cast their differences aside, however, when the BLOODSHEDDERS make their

appearance at the funeral home with orders to take the BLOODBATHERS in.

Confrontations of a personal nature occur between PSIchotic and his sister

SIMPATICO, the latter who blames the former for the death of their parents (to

which PSIchotic responds that he believes their parents blew their OWN

heads up in a suicide pact) and between BLOODSHED and BLOODBATH, the former who blames the latter for killing Simpatico's parents (alright, I think Liefeld

wrote this part of the book at three in the morning and was a bit sleepy). 

  It seems as though the Bloodshedders are going to triumph when, suddenly, the

mysterious stranger from the previous two issues shows up and turns the tide.

Vanquished, the Bloodshedders make good their escape, and the stranger reveals

his name to be BODYCOUNT. And what's more, HE IS PAINIAC'S BASTARD SON!!

  The issue ends on that startling note. But there is an ad for the upcoming

Blackjack one-shot special, entitled BLACKJACK: A MATTER OF HONOR. Apparently, the 36 senseis who trained Blackjack in her various martial arts have all joined forces to kill her, since she betrayed each and every one of them! Should be a

sellout.

 Notable Quotables

         PSIchotic to Blackjack, as he begins frying her brain with a

mind-blast: "Funny how five minutes ago I wanted to date you and now I'm trying

to kill you. I guess we only hurt the ones we love, huh?"

        Hellbent to the body of Painiac, as he uses it to shield himself from a

barrage of gunfire: "Sorry to have to use you like this when you're dead. I'd

much rather have done it while you were still alive!!"

        Simpatico to PSIchotic: "When I watched them sponge mom of the wall, I

swore that someday it would be YOUR remains that they'd be squeezing into a

bucket!!"

        Bloodbath to Bloodshed "I'm gonna kick your ass so hard that you'll be

crapping my toenails!!"

  Wow. Powerful stuff. See you whenever!

BLOODBATHERS #4

Hidey Ho, everyone. It's Jason here, back with a never tardy review

of BLOODBATHERS #4. But first, a BLOODBATHERS update:

  Unconfirmed reports continue to spread stating that the FBI actually

threw copies of Bloodbathers #2 into the Branch Davidian compound in Waco to

flush out David Koresh and his minions, and not tear gas as has been reported

in the press. AP and UPI wire have also transmitted stories stating that

forcing Bosnians to read aloud from issues of Bloodbathers has become the

preferred method of torture employed by the Serbians. Nevertheless, despite

these obvious attempts at slander, most likely begun by nervous corporate

executives at Marvel, the popularity of Bloodbathers has not diminished. A line

of action figures is planned for the fall, as well as tasty new BLOODBATHER

CRUNCHIES, a delicious new cereal that, according to the promotions, is

"Guaranteed to stay BLOODY in milk!", and comes with marshmallow bullets,

claws, and napalm throwers. Move over Lucky Charms!

  Now onto my review of Bloodbathers #4. There's plenty of action as tempers

flare at Painiac's funeral. Bodycount accuses Bloodbath of being a bad leader

and getting his father killed before he got a chance to know him. It seems that

25 years ago, Painiac was doing some undercover commando work in a New Jersey

suburb. There he met and loved a bored and horny housewife. But during a

rendezvous, the terrorist group that Painiac had been trying to infiltrate got

wise to him and destroyed the entire neighborhood. Painiac fled the Garden

State, thinking that his lover was dead but not really caring one way or the

other.

  She was not dead though, merely in a deteriorating vegetative condition. Her

scientist husband discovered that his wife was pregnant and knew that he,

vasectomized at 16, could not be the father. 

  He developed a plan. Using the resources of the disreputable pharmaceutical

conglomerate that employed him, he would remove the fetus from it's mother, and

grow it in an incubation tank while altering it's genetic makeup to turn it

into a living super-weapon. Then, when the child had reached full maturity in

the tank and was ready to be decanted, he would KILL THE LITTLE SON OF A BITCH

HOW COULD MY WIFE HAVE CHEATED ON ME I GAVE HER THE BEST YEARS OF MY LIFE THAT FUCKING WHORE!!

  However, the scientist discovered to his dismay that murdering a living

super-weapon is easier said than done. Bodycount killed the scientist,

slaughtered a hundred armed guards, blew up the research facility, fled the

country to train in the jungles of Honduras, returned to the States to star in

the national touring production of "Noises Off", and then began his 5 year

quest to find his father, which has come to this disappointing conclusion. He

is one pissed-off fellow.

  Bloodbath tells Bodycount not to push his luck. Bodycount pushes it.

Bloodbath pushes back, and it's civil war! Hellbent and PSIchotic take

Bloodbath's side, while Blackjack joins Bodycount. 

  They fight each other to a draw, mostly because PSIchotic keeps switching

sides. Battered and angry, Bloodbath declares "The BLOODBATHERS are through!!!"

  Meanwhile, lurking in a nearby tree, Nightstorm observes all this and cackles

cryptically, "Everything is going according to plan!" Ooooo, spooky.

                                NOTABLE QUOTABLES

        Bodycount to Bloodbath: "You couldn't lead flies if you were covered in

COW CRAP!!" 

        Painiac to housewife, in flashback: "Surrounded by the wiles of an

endless barrage of Saigon prostitutes, a man learns to appreciate penicillin."

        Hellbent to Bodycount: "It's been a while since I've torn out someone's

intestines and knotted them around their neck, so you'll have to be patient

with me!!"

        PSIchotic, to anyone listening: "Try standing next to Painiac's grave

when I BLOW YOUR FRIGGIN HEADS UP!! That way you'll fall right in

and,...it'll just be more convenient for everyone."

.

