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I was raised in a Norwegian neighborhood. We had a big 
statue of Leif Erickson, boats, fish and lots of Norwegians. 
I am not Norwegian but I have eaten of the Holy Lutefisk. It 
was awful.  Have the haggis instead.

Preface
I don’t sit down and decide to make any particular creature.  
I just start, making one decision after another until all the 
pieces are on.  Arms or tentacles, red or blue; choices of 
that sort one after another.  When it’s done, I try to figure out 
what it is.  Failing that, I write a bunch of hogwash.  That’s a 
lot more fun than knowing I’m going to make a dog.  Crea-
ture first, what it is, later.  You will in no way better yourself 
by reading these descriptions.  Thank you for your patience.
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Oreodont Sort of Thing

I made this thing without any intent in mind but when 
it was finished it made me think of oreodonts.  Oreo-
donts were squat pig like things related to camels 
that used to run around Oregon grunting and snorting 
maybe 10 million years ago.  They probably didn’t look 
a whole lot like this but it made me think of them so I 
put bunny slippers on it.  You can see it was pleased.

The eyes and teeth glow in the dark and so do the 
bunny tails.  



Uncle Bunny

You know how you go to your grandma’s house and 
there are these little framed pictures here and there? 
The frames are really dorky and contain pictures of 
your aunts and uncles. There’s one of your uncle, he 
looks real nice to Grandma but you know he’s actually 
pretty awful. You and your grandma are seeing differ-
ent pictures. A good frame will do that, show some-
thing different depending on who’s looking.

Actually this is a cute little bunny picture. If you are 
seeing something different that’s because it’s a good 
frame.



God

Here’s a picture of God. Not what you thought huh? 
You were expecting Santa Claus in white robes. Sorry. 
Why do think witch doctors dress up like that? Cause 
they know, that’s why. How many witch doctors do 
you see with big white beards? Zero. None. I rest my 
case. Gimme that old time religion. I’m sorry if this 
is upsetting. I’m upset about it too. I’d greatly prefer 
a kindly old man with a white beard. This guy looks 
nuts.

God here is about 5” in diameter and has a hook on the 
back so you can hang it in your shrine. The eyes and 
teeth glow in the dark to remind you that it’s holy.



Minister of Joy

Wherever this thing is from they take your happiness 
seriously. So seriously there is an official bureaucrat 
dedicated to the task. It is this person’s job to deter-
mine what, if anything, will make you happy. All this 
is subject to certain limitations of course. Some things 
are just not proper. Indeed, most things are not prop-
er. Joy, after all, can be taken too far and can become 
a threat to what is proper. Does this thing make you 
happy? Does it give you joy? Probably not. At least 
parts of it, (the whitish bits), glow in the dark.

I don’t know what the luminous thing on its butt does. 
Probably has to do with attracting a mate. Or it would 
if that was proper, but it ain’t so there you go.



This is an alien sea urchin, alternately this could be 
a cactus of some sort. We used to go to Lynden Wa. 
for Easter. The woman who lived there had a cactus 
garden on the front porch. It was glass enclosed.  The 
cactus must have loved it cause there were a jillion of 
them. That is where I learned cactus were dangerous. 
Cactus, however, will not chase you down. Sea urchins 
will. I’ve seen them run down and consume full grown 
walrus. So watch out! If you do not have walrus at 
your local beach then you can be sure it is infested 
with urchins. If you do have walrus don’t mess them 
either.

Nothing on it glows in the dark. That would alert the 
walrus.

Mr Pointy
The Alien Urchin



Skrang

If you think about it life is just very elaborate chemistry.  
Here its all about carbon and water yet we have kittens 
and blobfish.  What then about Io, Jupiter’s moon?  It’s all 
about sulfer dioxide and radiation, or Titan where there are 
oceans, rivers and rain just like here but it’s methane, not 
water.  Given time and those bizarre chemical situations 
what sorts of things might arise?  Kittens?  Probably not.

I don’t know what’s happening to Skrang here.  It’s either 
laying eggs or getting eaten by them or maybe those white 
deals are just passing through.  Whatever it is it’s creepy 
and I’m glad it’s not happening in my yard.  Stuff like this 
is why I keep my windows closed at night.

I don’t know what the purple things are on either side ei-
ther.  Maybe its excited but let’s not go there.

 Those white round things glow in the dark.  Maybe that’s 
a clue.



Itchy the Gnit

Say, you know that sudden itch you just had? Well. It’s 
these things that do that. They live in your mattress and 
crawl under your skin at night. They sleep there during the 
day but may get restless and wiggle or just shift their posi-
tion. That’s what causes you to itch. See all those spines 
and the big horn?  Itchy!  At night they go back into your 
mattress and eat dead skin cells. Yum!

The eyes, teeth, those white things and the horn all glow 
in the dark. That’s so they can find each other when it’s 
time to mate. Hardly necessary since there’s kajillions of 
them in your mattress. This is why I sleep on a board on 
the floor.



Bombastic Sextipod

This is some sort of alien blind cave creature. Looks like it 
wandered out into the light. I don’t know why it’s grinning 
like that. Maybe it hears something, oh...wait, it doesn’t 
have ears. How sad. At least it’s happy. There is only one 
of these and it’s unlikely there will ever be another. That 
may be a good thing.

The teeth and those spikey things on the back glow in the 
dark. You can have endless hours of fun turning the lights 
on and off.



Ben

Remember the 30’s? No? Neither do I. I know all about 
‘em though. I’ve seen it in the movies and on TV. Here’s 
the thing. Everybody was tough see? They all had bust-
ed noses and bowler hats and said things like “dis”, “dat” 
and “mudder”!. They didn’t have cell phones but they did 
have blackjacks and communicated with those. If someone 
smacks you with a blackjack it’s perfectly clear how they 
feel about you. So...tink on dat see?

Ben is about 5” in diameter. His teeth and eyes glow in the 
dark. There is a loop on the back so you can hang it on the 
wall. It may or may not moider yous in your sleep. 



The Tooth Fairy is 
Dead

This is Sid.  You will see that Sid has little wings.  That’s 
because Sid is dead.  Now he works as the Fairy Godfa-
ther.  He brings constipation, prostate issues, fatty tumors 
and great huge skin tags. He is like the Tooth Fairy in that 
he takes teeth but he doesn’t leave quarters. He leaves 
invoices.



Bunny Hop

It was one of those puffy cloud days and I had just drawn 
what was going to be a Dali type landscape with hopping 
rabbits when I saw all those little puffy clouds receding 
in the distance. Little puffy clouds are way easier to draw 
than melted watches and flaming giraffes. We were sitting 
in a park in Portland, Or. at the time. There was a notice 
posted to watch out for cougars. I love this town. Go to the 
park, get devoured. How cool is that?



Clair, da Loon

Clair ran the office.  Clair ran the coffee machine.  Do not 
spill coffee on the way back into the warehouse.  If you do 
you will suffer the displeasure of Clair.  You do not want to 
suffer the displeasure of Clair.  I will say no more but leave it 
at that.



When I was a kid I was digging a hole in the garden and I 
pulled out a handfull of dirt that had a great big white grub 
in it. It was twitching and squirming and scared the holy 
bejesus out of me. Maybe it didn’t look quite like this as far 
as color and eystalks go but it had the same personality.

I wonder whatever happened to that thing. I wonder if it 
ever scared anyone else.

Big Grub Thing is 4 1/2”h x 4”w x 5”d. The spines glow in 
the dark. So do the teeth and eyes. It is original art. 

Big Grub Thing



Somewhere in the universe I bet there is something that 
looks a lot like this. This one is infested with parasites. That’s 
what those black things are sticking out of the segments. 
Here on earth there is a little beetle that does that to bees. 
It would be bad enough to have segments without having to 
put up with that.

These particular parasites lay luminous eggs or maybe the 
plant did that. That thing on top is luminous too.

The Alien Plant Thing is 4 1/2” high. It is original art. 

Alien Plant Thing



Here’s another deal from somewhere else. Those white 
things may provide some kind of interaction between it and 
the red pointy bits. Then again maybe the white things are 
some kind of parasitic worm that’s feeding off it and giv-
ing birth to the red things. As for those purple pointy things 
where the face should be. Those could be a sensory organ, 
a defense mechanism or maybe it’s reproducing. Hard to 
say. I’d leave it alone whatever it is.

Zarb



When I was a kid my parents used to go to Westport for 
fishing and clams. Once we stayed at a motel that was in 
the woods and not near the beach. Nothing to do but hang 
out at the roadside attraction out on the highway. The attrac-
tions consisted of an ancient pinball machine, a mechanical 
baseball game and a harbor seal. The pinball and baseball 
games were only a nickle but they sucked. That harbor seal 
though was really something. I liked him because he was a 
harbor seal. He liked me for the fish. It was a shallow rela-
tionship but satisfying none the less. He didn’t look anything 
like this thing.

Seal Boy here is about 5 1/2” long and since he is a little 
statue requires no fish unless you want to make some sort of 
offering to the Seal God.

Seal Boy



Tammy

You know I don’t plan these things out.  I just do one thing 
after the other and nine times out of ten when they are done 
they either look like someone I know or someone I’ve seen 
on TV.  This thing is about to burst into tears..  See how the 
upper lip is quivering?  Until this sells or is otherwise dis-
posed of I’m going to set it here on my desk in the Feng Shui 
hope that people will send me great wads of money like they 
did for Tammy and Jim.

I should mention that there is a slight flaw on the left side 
where the polymer clay got too thin.  See it in the side view.  
Avoid picking at it.  Tammy also had a flaw in that she was 
not good in her choice of husbands.  They tended to end up 
in prison using their great wads to buy cigarettes. 

It is 2” h x 3” w x 2” d.  The eyes and teeth glow in the dark 
should you want to give it money as you sleep.



Teks, an Alien Cowboy

Recently, scientists have confirmed the existence of a planet 
orbiting in the habitable zone of a star some 40 light years 
distant.  This is the planet Bzardwzztktd which I have men-
tioned previously.  Western TV shows have been bombard-
ing Planet Bzardwzztktd for some forty years now, (their 
time).  Bonanza is a big hit of course and has started a 
planet-wide fad concerning Hoss.  Creatures of all sorts 
dress and talk like Hoss.  Bzardwzztkdians, having solved 
most of their social problems, tend to get bored and will go 
to great lengths to entertain themselves. It should be noted 
that the lowliest worm on Bzardwzztktd is smarter than us so 
don’t get any funny ideas.

Anyway, Teks here is 3/3/4” h x 4” w x 2” deep.  His eyes 
and teeth glow in the dark and he’s a sweetie pie just like his 
hero.

By the way, Planet Bzardwzztktd, has 4 times the gravity of 
Earth.  That’s why all the denizens are puffy.  They are full of 
hot air.  Like politicians here that’s all that keeps them up-
right.



Mr. Sun

So, you wake in the morning.  You feel great.  Refreshed 
and ready.  You look outside and see the sun.  It’s screach-
ing.  It’s not supposed to do that.  You know then that it will 
not be a good day.  I had a day like that yesterday.  It began 
with a trip to the periodontist for a follow up featuring that 
sonic screaching tooth torture dealybobber.  It ended with a 
huge auto repair bill and anti-freeze all over the front carpet.  
Thing is I was going to post this yesterday but couldn’t get to 
it because of all the crisis.  So, obviously this piece is cursed. 
I will sell it nonetheless.  No discount because of the curse 
either.

Mr. Sun is 3 1/2” in diameter and about 1 1/2” thick.  The 
eyes and teeth glow in the dark, which is kind of ironic for a 
sun.  Get this and hang it on your wall.  It wil keep you from 
getting cocky.



I don’t know what I can add to the title but unlike us, Echi-
noderms - that is starfish, sea urchins and the like - have 
rotational symmetry. We, that is, us’n, have mirror symmetry. 
We look mostly the same on both sides. One side mirrors the 
other but if we are rotated we look different unless we are 
fortunate enough to have faces all the way around. Speaking 
of faces echinoderms don’t have faces, at least not on top 
and not much of one undeneath. This is that pesky artistic 
license thing again. This is a statue and I do what I want.

This particular echinoderm statue has glow in the dark teeth 
and eyes, is 2 1/2” high and 3 1/2” wide no matter which way 
you turn it.

I think its too bad humans don’t have rotational symmetry. 
We could have eight legs and one long eye that went all the 
way around. I think that would be cool.

Echinoderm with an Idiot Grin



Have you ever met one of those people prone to panic? Not 
panic attacks, which are a sweaty nervous kind of thing, 
but more like they are actually about to be attacked. You 
know, you say, “What time is it?” and they say “What do you 
mean!?” You may work with someone like that. You may 
work for someone like that. I am so sorry. I’m like that at 
times but I work alone. I talk to myself and misinterpret my 
meaning. But enough about me.

Tracy



Remember Andy Devine?  He was one of Roy Roger’s 
sidekicks.  Roy was so famous he had three sidekicks and, 
a horse, a dog and a jeep.  The last three were stuffed but 
not Andy.  He went on to have his own kid’s show where his 
sidekick was a frog that would whisper words in his ear caus-
ing poor Andy to make speech errors.  Maybe it’s better to be 
stuffed.  “Pluck your magic twanger, Froggy!”  Boyoyinggggg!  
“Hiya kids, hiya, hiya.”  Those phrases have been stuck in 
my head since 1955.  I can even do a fair imitation.

This thing, which made me think of all that again, is 3 3/4” 
high, 4” wide and 2” deep.  Even though it is a sidekick it will 
not kick you in the side.  It has people for that.

Bunky the Sidekick



1. Comes in the Night

2. Sneaks up real quiet

3. Flips you over

Spatula



You live on Planet Bwardzktkt. You come home after a long 
day knobbeling gorbs down at the orifice.  Gnarf, your pet 
thing, greets you.  It is so excited to see you it chews off one 
of your tentacles.  No matter.  It will grow back.  Hurts like 
the dickens though.

Gnarf here is 2 1/4” high x 3 1/4” wide x 5” long.   The eyes 
and teeth glow in the dark and it has cute eyelashes.   It 
will not chew off one of your appendages as it is just a little 
statue and is immobile unless moved by external forces.  
However, if reality changes and your telephone gets up and 
walks into the kitchen to get something to eat then you better 
watch out.

Gnarf



This is what a puppy ought to be.  I think all puppies 
should have flippers.  Then put a bunch of ‘em in room 
full of kittens with wings.  Wouldn’t that be fun?  Then 
get in there!  Yeah!  Gosh.  Then take a nap.

You might get lucky and that will happen for you some-
day...but probably not.  You’d be better off getting this 
thing.  It would remind you of winged kittens at least.

This one is 1 /3/4’h x 2”w x 3 1/2”d and has luminous 
eyes.  It’s original art.  It’s signed.

Pip - A Seal Sort of Thing Pup



I grew up in an Norwegian neighborhood.  You can’t imagine 
what that was like.  This looks a little like a kid I knew named 
Gordon.  His last name had more syllables than you could 
shake a stick at.  No vowels either.  Nice guy though.  A lot 
of those Norwegian kids looked like this and I’m sure quite a 
few ended up wearing brown hats.  Could have turned green 
and grown starfish legs by now too.  I don’t know.  I haven’t 
been back in awhile. 

Gordy here is 4 1/2” high and 2 1/2” in diameter.  The eyes 
and teeth are luminous.  All Norwegians have glow in the 
dark eyes and teeth.  A walk through downtown Ballard at 
night is remarkable.

Gordy



Mustard was my first cat.  I don’t know much about him.  I 
was three when he was gone somehow.  Right away we 
got another cat that looked just the same.  He was named 
Mustard too.  It’s been like that ever since.  One cat after 
another.  If I don’t have a cat for awhile one will show up.  I 
have a feeling that it’s like that for a lot of people.   Here’s to 
Mustard #1. 

Mustard is 9” high.  Not the drawing but the frame.  I drew 
the picture but the frame is from the Goodwill.  It’s a wood 
frame on a black metal base.  The drawing itself is 2 1/2” sq.

Mustard the Cat



Ever been to a World’s Fair?  I’ve been to a couple.  They 
always have buildings that look like this thing.  Inside are 
little tiny cities of the future with teensy automatic cars being 
pulled along by some mechanism under the table.  There are 
also little people flying around with little helicopters strapped 
to their backs.  You and all the other visitors ride in moving 
chairs and look at these futuristic displays as you pass by.  
All these promises for the future were back in 1962-65 and 
should have happened by now.  They didn’t. Probably for the 
best.  Imagine rush hour  with personal helicopters.   Then 
again maybe that did happen.  I don’t know.  I don’t com-
mute.
This little sculpture about the World’s Fair has a little city in-
side.  Really, haha.  It has luminous parts and some floures-
cent bits as well.  It’s about 4” high.

By the way old World’s Fair rides go to Disneyland when 
they die.  Oh.  There really isn’t a little city in there.   I figure I 
better say that now before someone gets disappointed.

World’s Fair Desktop
Monument



For some reason I’ve become addicted to making creatures 
with lots of little feet.  I don’t know what’s up with that.  It’s 
fun that’s all.  This thing looks like a puppy who just did a job 
on the rug and got caught.  We had a spaniel, Babe, when I 
was real young.  When it pooped on the rug my Mom would 
point at the poo and then at the dog while yelling “Shame!, 
shame on you!”  I became convinced that “shame” was the 
word for dog poo.  If I did something bad she’d say “Shame 
on you”.  I remember my surprise when I learned that shame 
didn’t mean that all.

Pickles is made of polymer clay with nice aluminum foil and 
floral tape insides.  It is 2 1/4” high with luminous teeth and 
eyes.  Babe, our dog, did not glow in the dark at all but he 
did appear once in a March of Dimes poster.

Pickles



This is what its like to be a cartoonist.  We are all happy like 
this all the time.  I’m sure all the other cartoonists out there 
will back me up on this.  It is so good we feel sorry for CEOs, 
movie stars and heads of state.  Particularly heads of state.  
Angry mobs rarely attack cartoonists.  I’m not saying that’s 
not a good thing, they just don’t.  That’s just one reason we 
are so happy.    I’m bored now.  Good day.

Happy here is 3 1/2” wide, 2” tall and an 1 1/2” deep.  His 
eyes and teeth glow in the dark just like a real cartoonist.

Happy, 
A Cartoonist’s Soul


