










What did it 
taste like?

Aw man! It’s 
gonna take me weeks 
to grow another TV 
presenter! What will 
the network hivemind 

say? 

Y’know, 
I’ve got a great 
recipe for jerk 

chicken...

C’mon Lemuel!
Lets get some 

dinner!

Spicey.

You’re still hungry? 
You just ate a whole 
HyperTruffle. RAW!

Gross.

So... are you 
gonna eat that?

Oop.



This whole star 
system only has a half-star 

review. Apparently the locals 
are super into... oxygen? That 

can’t be right.

GASTRONAUTSGASTRONAUTS

the last time
we ate our way 

around a possibly 
poisonous planet 

your stomach 
melted.

Says here they’ve got
the best Subthermic Mammalian 

Fat-Globule & Fermented Legume 
Emulsion in the universe.

Sounds 
gross. 

They call 
it “Chocolate 

Ice Cream”

 K’VIN & GORPLI

Hmm...
Beep.

Hi sweetie! 
I demand grand-
children!!! LOL.

Oxygen?
You mean explosive 

tree burps? Awesome! 
Now we gotta 

visit!

Ooh, honey!
howzabout we 

stop at this planet for 
lunch! Do you think 

they havetacos?

Gross-a-
licious!

huge 
views
from 
your 

mom...

Of course. 
I do everything 
perfect all the 

time always.

,

Okay, look. My R.A.M. 
got corrupted ONE time! It wasn’t 

my fault, there was a manufacturer’s 
recall, and now you won’t ever let me 

live it down! I just want us to 
forget that i ever forgot 

anything. 

We were late to 
my sister’s wedding 
because you forgot 

how time worked. 
We missed all the 

canapes!

Nice try, but 
you’re not buying any 
more memory upgrades 
until you apologize to 

my sister.

Never. 
She’s the 

worst.

That was a 
fun weekend and

you know it.  Plus, 
the livestream of my 

reconstructive 
surgery brought 

our blog huge 
views!

You’ll remember 
where we parked

right?

VEET

Voomp

Beep Boop

BLEAH!

And here is where I flip the script, and do aliens eating human food, instead of humans eating 
alien food. Not sure which version I prefer. I’ll crack it someday...



What are 
you gonna order,

my lil sugar-
circuit?

Yes!

Shrug?

Leave me
alone.

You monsters! 
Nobody freezes my 

wife’s brain 
but ME!

We’ll crop
out that guy.

I’m okay 
now. 

BEEP!

You go get it back, 
Mr. perfect, I’m gonna 

forage for tacos!

YES 
THEY
DO!!!

CHOMPF !Greetings, cream 
slinger! Two cones please! 

one with everything and 
the other with everything 

else. 

Hmm. Is this stuff 
organic?

Shame. I’m 
inorganic. Well, is it 

gluten free?

Trick question. 
Gluten Tyranny is the 
scourge of the galaxy. 
At least it’s carbon 

based, right?

AUGH! 
Brain freeze!

Cool... 
I wasn’t

gonna mention 
it, but your 

species doesn’t 
have a central 
brain, you do 
your thinking 

using a series of 
cerebral fluid 
clumps, that 

are--

Burning 
rubble selfie! 
You shoot the 
lasers, I shoot 

the photos. The left
is my good 

side.

. . .

ZORCH!Pew Pew !

K ’Chk !

The  End

Not
EVERY planet

has tacos!

Hell no.

Sigh. fine. 
So, where’d you
park the ship?

Well, I think
this planet is Quaint 

A.F. We should spend the 
whole day here! We could 

get night-brunch! 
And go antiquing!


