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Carl awoke, one morning and realized that he was running low on his preciouses supply of “Lung Candy.” 
Carl trudged through several pages, but he was able to procure said “Lung Candy.”  Later that day while 
at one of his favorite parks. Carl’s unwittingly smoked in a “non-smoking zone.” Carl was given a citation, 
for this act. This citation consisted of many arduous tasks, and a hefty fine! Now, Carl is on a mission to 
pay his fines, and restore order to his comic series.  
 

Bob Van Starr presents:   CALLOW CORVUS 
 
 

I know what 
you’re thinking. 

Carl “what the heck 
are you doing 

laying on the beach 
in Brozil?” 
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It’s a 
long 

story. 
First, I 

got 
roped 
into 

giving 
away 
free 

samples
. 

Then I got a hefty fine, and 
tons of community service 

pages  

Then I started my community 
service hours, and cleaned a 

filthy public park. 

To finish up my community 
service pages I gave a 

speech about how awesome 
I was to a bunch of high 

schoolers.  

CAW!? 

After I finished with my community 
service, I shipped myself to the Amazone 

in search for better economic 
opportunity.  
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I thought the Trip 
Advisor at the end 

of issue #4 was 
going to send me 

back home.  

While I felt like I 
was back in my 

kitchen. I was really 
on a vision quest.  

As you can see 
I have a lot of 

issues.  

Carl is quite correct. He does in 
fact have a lot of issues. To see 
the full extent of Carl’s Issues go 
check out Callow Corvus 0.5-5.  

- Bouncing Bob 
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Anyways when I 
woke up from my 

Vision Quest. I 
was just on the 
beach, and I’ve 
been straight 

Chilin’ ever since.  

Actually, I’m 
really hot so 

I’m not Chilin’ 
per se.  
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We’ll all 
good 

things 
must come 
to an end.  

Not to say this 
trip was really 

good. I’ve 
been stuck 

here for quite 
a while now. 
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The real 
question is 

how do I get 
home from 

here?  

I don’t 
have any 
money. 

For a 
plane 
ticket. 

Maybe there 
is a post 

office 
around here 
somewhere. 

I’m sure 
someone 

would give 
me a stamp. 
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Then I could 
just mail myself 

back home. 

Little did Carl know 
there was in fact a post 
office close to his 
location. 

I don’t know if I’ve 
ever seen the 

words wonder, 
and post office in 

the same sentence 
before. 

There’s seriously 
nothing wonderful 

about the post 
office. Long lines, 

poor customer 
service. 
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Ok no 
workers, 
and only 

one 
glowing 
stamp. 

How do I 
get that 
stamp 
down? 

Carl spotted a lone rubber band on the floor of the 
abandoned post office of wonders.  

I flicked 
rubber-

bands all 
through 

high-
school. 

The elastic rubber band was expertly flung by 
Carl. 

Rubber band 
flinging should 
be an Olympic 

sport.  

Oh how my life 
would have been 

different if it 
were.  

Typical trip to 
the post office I 

guess.  
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Well 
problem 
solved. 

This little 
guy 

should be 
able to 

get me all 
the way 

back 
home.  

I’ve definitely never seen a 
stamp do that before. 

Hello Master 
I am the 

Weenie in 
the stamp! 

The stamp emitted a strange glow. The outline of 
the figure could be seen in the strange light. 

Nope I’m 
done with 

talking food. 
I’ll find 
another 

way 
home. 
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Hey wait up! 
Don’t you want 
to hear about 
your wishes? 

Look bud, I’m not 
interested in anything 
your giving away.  I’ve 

learned my lesson in the 
past few issues of this 

comic series. Nothing is 
free. 
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Master you 
don’t 

understand I 
am a magical 

genie. 

I am here 
to grant 
you 2.5 
wishes.  

Due to a 
recent Genie 

Union 
meeting we 

are no longer 
allowed to 
grant three 

whole wishes. 
Still two 

and a half 
wishes is 

surely 
enough to 

find 
something 
you need. What does 

this guy 
think I am 
an idiot? 

Man, this guy 
is an idiot.  

A 
weenie 
Genie. 
Yeah 
right.  
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Ok Mr. “Geenie” I 
wish you would 
leave me alone! 

WHAHAHATTT!
?!? 

You know I have 
to find a way 

back home, and 
I don’t have 
time to get 

followed by a 
giant talking hot 

dog. 

I mean your really 
cramping my 

style. 
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As you wish 
master. 

I already wasted 
enough of my 
time trying to 
get that stupid 
stamp out of 

that post office. 

I’m so far away 
from home, and I 

still don’t have 
any money to pay 
my fines when I 

get back 
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Woah, my wish really 
worked. He went 

away. Now I can get 
back to this serious 

business.  

Like if only there 
was some way I 

could just 
magically show up 
back at my house 

with enough 
money to pay my 

fine. 

Oh, Carl. Even when the 
answer to your problems 
is telling you he can 
magically help. You still 
don’t seem to 
understand the gravity 
of your situation. 
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Ok. Now all I 
have to do is 

think hard 
about how I 

can get 
home. 

I got 
it! 

Instant 
Transition! 

Carl has the power to instantly move from plot point to 
plot point. He first discovered he had the power to do 
this in CC#3. -Brainy Bob 

Ok how do I do that 
again. 

Well this is 
embarrassing. 

Well, 
there goes 
that plan. 

I must be too 
far away from 
any relevant 

plot. 
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Master I 
have done 

as you 
wished and 

left you 
alone. 

Your back 
now though! You never 

specified 
how long I 

was to leave 
you alone. 

Well if your 
really as 

magical as 
you say you 

are. My 
second wish 
should be no 

problem! 
I WISH 

I 
COULD 

FLY! 

Well you’re 
already a 
bird. So, 
this wish 
should be 

no problem.  

After making his proclamation the mystical 
weenie genie nodded his head, and granted 
Carl’s wish for flight.  
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I’ve always 
wanted to 

fly.  

I can’t wait 
to tell my 

family I can 
fly south 

with them 
this winter. 

Carl spread his wings, 
in an attempt to fly 
home after his long 
months spent in the 
Amazone. 

Ha, now he will 
no longer doubt 
my greatness. 
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I’m doing it! I’m 
flying! 

Wait a minute. 
How come I’m 

not going up any 
further.  

This actually 
feels an 

awful lot like 
jumping. 

I’ve 
jumped 

plenty of 
times in 
my life. 
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What the!? 
Why didn’t 

my wish 
work? 

This is going 
to hurt. 

I definitely know 
this feeling. I’m 
Falling down. 
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Ouch. That 
had to hurt. 

I have a feeling 
I’m going to be 
blamed for this. 

I knew that 
talking hot 
dog was a 

hack.  

I mean a “weenie 
genie,” who comes 
up with this stuff 

anyways. 
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So, what? You 
think it’s funny 
to tell me I can 

fly?  

Only to allow 
myself to not 

only hurt 
myself in the 
fall, but also 
to dash my 
dreams of 
flight yet 
again! * 

Carl last tried to fly in issue 
CC#0.5. In that issue he 
had a jet pack. -Buy some 
back issues Bob 

After brushing himself off, 
and regaining his barring’s 
Carl began to verbally 
assault the innocent 
Weenie Genie.  
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Master I believe 
you probably 

COULD fly. 
Which is what 

you wished for. 

I mean you seem to 
smoke an awful lot. 

Plus, you don’t seem 
like you in the greatest 

shape. 

You told me you 
could grant 

wishes. 

I think you 
could fly, if 

you 
changed 

your 
lifestyle. 

Well that’s 
not going to 

happen. I just 
need a little 

magic. 

Or you 
know you 

could fly in 
a plane. Or 

a hot air 
balloon. 
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Ok so 
for my 
.5 wish 
maybe 

you 
could 

send me 
half the  

way 
home. 

Or give me 
enough 

money to 
pay half 
my fine? 

I don’t 
think so. 

Those both 
kind of 

sound like 
whole 

wishes. 

That’s it! 
I’m done 
with you! 

WHATT!?! 
Well what 
can I wish 

for with my 
.5 wish? 

Honestly, I’m not 
sure. The union 

didn’t really 
decide what a .5 
wish constituted. All I know 

is that I’m 
not 

granting 
you 

anything 
even 

remotely 
close to a 
full wish! 

You stupid 
flightless 

bird! 

I’m going to 
put you right 

on the back of 
my cup. Until 
you can figure 

out my .5 
wish! 

As soon as Carl put the stamp on the back of his 
cup the Weenie Genie instantly disappeared. 
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Did I 
seriously 

just 
spend 
twenty 
pages 

arguing 
with a 
talking 
magic 

hot-dog? 

Oh my 
gosh. The 

Pirates 
Bay! 

I wonder if 
the pirates 

will take 
me home? 

I’ll take ye home mate 
if you can beat me at 

a game of pirate pong. 
If you lose though 

Mate you will have to 
be my deckhand, for 

eternity. 

Deal. 

Carl quickly met the captain of the Pirates 
Bay. An old parrot named Captain Red 
Feather. 

No time was wasted. The dubious duo 
began their game of pirate’s pong. 

Carl’s cup magically sprouted a racket, and much to the surprise 
of the narrator, and Captain red Feather Carl maneuvered the 
racket with ease. 
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I’ve 
never 
lost a 
game 

of 
Pirate 
Pong. 

He will 
make an 
excellent 

deck 
hand. 

I think the 
first thing 
I’ll make 
him do is 
swab the 

poop deck. 

Caw! 

BACK 
HANDED! 

This kind 
of 

reminds 
me of a 
video 
game. 

Except 
you 

know. 
Real.  
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He’s 
good. 

This lung candy 
is starting to 

make me lose 
my breath. 

Too good. 

I’ll just have 
to let out a 

big puff. 
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The smoke from Carl’s lung candy quickly began 
to disperse over the entire court. 

Rrrr, I 
can’t 
see. 

There’s 
too 

much 
smoke. 

Eventually the smoke from Carl’s lung candy 
enveloped the entire court. 

This one is 
a ringer. 

He’s 
wearing 
glasses, 

and I only 
have one 

eye.  

Maybe he’s 
more of a 

pirate then I 
thought. 

Ahh, 
much 

better. 
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This 
can’t be! 

Wait a minute. Did Carl just win? Color me shocked. 

The pirate being a bird of his word, took Carl upon his ship.  The duo then set sail for Carl’s home at 
the tip of Maine. Will Carl’s ride with the pirate go smoothly? Will Carl be able to make enough 
money to pay his fine? Find-out in the next mildly entertaining issue of Callow Corvus where Carl 
Continues his Journey Home.  
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Well nothing between 
me, and my home 
now…other than 

thousands of miles of 
ocean. What could 
possible go wrong? 


