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4 WELL, THE
ﬁ' DONUTS AREN'T
'™ "Al HELPING.
FATTER THAN
EVER.
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I'M CARBO-
LOADING, MARGE.

WELL,
HOLDING THEM
IN YOUR ARMS IS
ADDING TO THE
WEIGHT ON THE
SCALE.

| OHHHHHHH!

1 STILL I MEANT FOR YOU
WEIGH THE TO PUT THEM ASIDE
SAME! NOT /NSIDE.

THERE'S JUST
MORE OF ME TO
LOVE, MARGE.

IMFF! GRMPH!
MRMFF! SMAKI:

I'M HUSKY..IM g
BIG-BONED. . I DON'T WANT

TO NAG, HOMIE. BUT
1 AM WORRIED ABOUT
YOUR HEALTH.

HRRMMM...

YOU'RE GETTING
POWDERED SUGAR
ON MY ROBE.




AT BREAKFAST...

HOMER...
MAYBE YOU
SHOULD TAKE
IT EASY ON

BESIDES, IT'S GENETICS.
I'M NOT ACTVUALLY FAT.

IT'S A BODY TYPE.
LIKE MIDGETS.
THEY CAN'T HELP
IT, RIGHT?

DAD, THEY

/| PREFER “LITTLE

PEOPLE."

OF COURSE THEY
DO, HONEY! THEYRE

MIDGETS!

WELL, THE SCALE
AND MIRROR AREN'T

MAGGIE

DOING THE JOB, BUT DREW THIS?

MAYBE THIS WILL
CONVINCE YOu.

IT COMES FROM

TREES, MARGE. ITS |

PRACTICALLY A




ONE PHYSICAL EXAM LATER...

IS THAT HOW | = WELL, HOMER, Y
YOU REALLY SEE YOUR CHOLESTEROL
\ ME, MAGGIE? IS NORMAL...

OH, IT'S NOT = YOU NEED TO EAT
THAT EASY, LESS AND EXERCISE
HOMER.

>
EXERCISE?
THAT'S FOR

CAN YOU WE
JUMP TO THE PART
WHERE YOU WRITE ME
A PRESCRIPTION?

HERE'S A
FEW DIET PLANS
FOR You TO

AND I
HAVE TO READ,
TOO?




GUESS WE ALL
KNEW THIS DAY
WAS COMING.

TONIGHT
1 JOIN FLAB-
FIGHTERS.

THIS MAY BE
THE LAST TIME WE
EVER SEE ONE
ANOTHER.

GOODBYE,
BELLYBURSTER WITH
EXTRA TOPPINGS.

FAREWELL,
DEEP-FRIED
CHEESEKNOTS.

AU REVOIR,

SUPER-CHEESY
BREADSTICKS.

BE BRAVE,
CHEESE-STUFFED
SAUSAGE ROLLS.

SIR, WILL
THERE BE
ANYTHING

THAT EVENING...

UM..I'M
FAT. AND MY
NAME IS...
...ERNESTO.




THE NEXT MORNING...

...AND 1
PACKED YOV
SOME CELERY
STICKS FOR
A SNACK.

v

i
—/ YUM YuM,
MARGE.
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HEY, HOMER! OH, HOMIE, YOU'VE
CARL BROUGHT I'M SO PROUD GOT ONE FAT
OF You. > \ FOOT IN THE

GRAVE!

J DON! m 5
\

7

EXTRA DOZEN OF
YOUR FAVORITE.




GET THEE STAY ON
BEHIND ME, DIET...STAY
SPRINKLES!

1 DON'T KNOW
WHY 1 ORDER A
WHOLE PIZZA WHEN
ONE SLICE FILLS
ME UP.
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I MAN, THE
[\ VENDING MACHINE |
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21 COME BACK!
oy
E

1 PROMISE
NOT TO CHEWwW!

S
11 -y - = :
N IT'S CAKE
Hi e fe ICING AND COOKIE
0 [ DOUGH!

P\ MYSELF TO EARTH...SO
I'M FREE!

ME TO YOUR
STOMACH!




MMM...GIANT
EXTRATERRESTRIAL

MEtrpg,
lmum::?'
—

©M°

NOT MY ]
FAULT! )
STUPID

ON=DROOLPROOF

CONSOLE!
%

] -
3GIGGAH-~GIGGAH
{(c]

WHERE'S THE
INTERGALACTIC
CINNAMON

THAT CAN'T
BE GOOD.

MELTDOWN MELTDOWN
IMMINENT INENT

\

I'LiL N h
HIDE DOWN |

HERE! J==— =




AND WHEN I
COME OVT, T'LL

WHO THE
HELL ARE
you?

OH, 1 COME
DOWN HERE EVERY
DAY FOR A QUIET
LUNCH TO READ

GO RIGHT INTO n MY BOOKS.
REHAB.
THIS 1S
MY SHELTER,
FOUR-EYES!
TAKE THE
BOOKS!
IF
YoU SAY =X I WONDER
SO... : WHAT'S GOING ON
LEAVE THE UPSTAIRS?
LUNCH!




SHOULDN'T You
BE DOING SOMETHING STOP SHOUTING
INSTEAD OF NARRATING FOR US TO RUN AND
] \\ THE LEVEL OF DANGER { ] JUST RUN!
. WE'RE IN? N

> . PISH=TOSH,
MR BURNS! SMITHERS. JZZ)ZTAR
YOU'RE

UNPROTECTED! 1 DON'T  WEAR
A RAINCOAT IN THE
SHOWER, DO 17

THERE'S NO N\
NEED FOR THIS
”\ FOLDEROL AND
FLUMMERY.

WE SIMPLY
NEED TO VENT
THE CONTAINMENT
CHAMBER.







HALF

DAY AT
SCHOOL! AND ALL
WE HAVE TO
DO IS RACE AN
IRRADIATED
FOG HOME!
’ 0y
A
=y 3

OH NO! THE PROTOCOL FOR A
NUCLEAR ACCIDENT IS TO SEND THE
CHILDREN TO THE BASEMENT!

OCH! GLOWIN' IN THE
DARK'LL BE GOOD FOR
THE WEE MONKEYS!

WITH ME IS THE
LAWYER FOR THE
NUCLEAR POWER

PLANT. HAVE WE ALL

SEEN OUR LAST
SUPER BOWL?

THERE'S

NOTHING TO

s WORRY ABOVT,
KENT.

BROCKMAN, LIVE

FROM OUR LEAD=
LINED STUDIOS.
IS THIS
THE END OF
SPRINGFIELD?

I'M HERE TO ASSURE
EVERYONE THAT THERE IS
NO REASON TO TAKE
LEGAL ACTION.

x IF THE RADIATION
CLOUD /S DANGEROUS ALL
THE PLAINTIFFS WILL BE

DEAD LONG BEFORE WE
GET TO JURY




1 GUESS
EVERYTHING'S
OKAY.

UNLESS...

HELLOOOOO?
Q

n

WHAT IF

EVERJONEISES FLESH-EATING

ZOMBIES?
FIFTY-FOOT
BROADS?

SUPER-POWERED
WEIRDOS?




THAT'S ENOUGH
INFORMATION

NO NEED
TO READ
FURTHER!




STREETS.
- THREE SNACK=-
MOBILES WRECKED IN
THREE BLOCKS.

NO SOOTHING

i e EIGHTIES SO
ON THE RADIO.
Zo~ (=
Z
H "_k"‘




HEY, .
YOU LOOK YOUR SON
FAMILIAR, OFTEN FREQUENTS

BUT SELDOM BUYS
ANYTHING.

COMIC BOOK
GUY IS A FAT
PANTLOAD.

A MASSIVE DOSE OF RARE
RADIATION HAS RENDERED US
UNABLE TO PROCESS FOOD

INTO FAT NO MATTER
HOW MUCH WE EAT.
AND LIKE TAYLOR IN
PLANET OF THE APES
(THE GOOD ONE) OR NEVILLE
IN I AM LEGEND (THE NOVEL

ONLY) YOU REFUSE TO SEE
THE APOCALYPTIC WARNING
SIGNS APPARENT TO ANYONE
WELL-READ IN SPECULATIVE
FICTION.

GAAAAAH!

YOU ARE
COMIC BOOK

FAT MAN!
EVERYONE

MOONS OF ENDOR,

HEY, WAS
THAT CALLED

LOOK! — -\ WHY IS THIS
: HAPPENING?







ALL JUST KEEP
RUNNIN' IN THE
SAME D/=RECTION!
YEE-HAW!

HOwW COULD
THIS GET ANY
WORSE?

COME
WITH ME IF'N
YA WANNA
LIVE.

YOU DON" WANT NO
GUV'MENT EXPEERIMENTIN'
ON YOV, FRIEND.

TRUST ME,
IT AINT NO 'DAS GET THE FATTY IN

THE PICK 'EM UP AND
AT THE SWAP LET'S VAMOOSE,
CLETUS!

26

PA SAYS
IT'S THE NEW-CULAR
WASTE DUMP IN THE
HOG WALLOW.







OH, MARGE.
YOU SAVED ME
FROM MAN-EATING
ILLBILLIES!

THEY PROMISED THE
PROCEDURE S RELATIVELY
PAINLESS.




MUCH LATER...

Now
IT'S HAPPENED
TO ME!

NOW, SETTLE
DOWN. AH HEE
HEE HEE.

=

YOoU GUYS
AREN'T SKINNY
ANY MORE!

Q

a

1 ALWAYS
CONSIDERED MYSELF 3
SHOY-VEN: PLEASINGLY NEA<T}
5 < A :
SVELTE. BLEEN?

SEE, HOMER?
SPRINGFIELD IS BACK
TO NORMAL.

LOVE HANDLES.
SPARE TIRES. BEER | —4
BELLIES. MIDDLE= y

AGE SPREAD...

YOU DIDN'T TRIM
DOWN FROM THE
MELTDOWN.

WE USED
LIPOSUCTION WITH
THE SLURPING AND
THE STABBING...
3GAH-HEY!E

$” AND USED N
YOUR UNWANTED
FLAB TO CREATE A
{) CURE FOR EVERY-
{ ONE. CALL YOURSELF
HOMER SLIMSON.

A AH HEE HEE HEE!

KIDS, YOUR
FATHER WILL BE
HOME SOON!




AND HE'S
A CHANGED
MAN!
THERE'S LESS OF
HIM NOW. THE SCIENTISTS
SUCKED OUT BUCKETS
OF HIS UGLY FAT.

o FROM HIS

BOTTOM OR

HIS HEAD?

MARGE,
I'M BACK!

1 DID DRIVE-THRU
ON THE WAY HOME...
SIX TIMES.

WHAT'S FOR
DINNER?

1 TOLD YOV TO
TURN OUT THOSE A

o S —

TURN \
THEM OUT NOW,
SMITHERS!

THE END!!
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