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THE LYNN HANSEN STORY
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In the spring of 2016, I presented a
history paper in Pullman, at the Washington 
State University campus. I attend a branch 
campus in Richland, Washington, a few hours 
away. I’d never been to this one before.

After the presentation, I mentioned to one 
of the students that I drew cartoons.

WSU has a big
collection of
comics in the

archives.

Really? It’d be cool 
to see them, and 
maybe bring some

to my campus.

I was intrigued, so upon returning, I asked 
my history professor Dr. Bell about it.

You should really talk to Robert Franklin
over at the Hanford History Project

about this. He organized the collection
when we were in graduate school.

So, I visited Robert to gauge his interest.

All these old comics
are hidden away in the
archives? It’d be fun to
do a show with them.

That’d be rad. 
I’ve always

wanted to use
them somehow!

Rob told me that the collection had begun 
with Steve Willis, a former librarian at WSU 
Pullman. Steve himself also happened to be 
a cartoonist, part of the “Newave comix” 
movement of the early 1980s.

Steve encouraged his cartoon pals to send 
their comics to WSU for safekeeping, and 
they obliged; so much so, in fact, that when 
Steve retired, the comics kept coming.

We got another 
box of comics 

today.

Like we don’t have 
enough already?

Toss ‘em on the pile!
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It was Robert who catalogued these 
comics while working in the archives, 
in what would later become the “Steve 
Willis Comix and Small Press Collection.”

You mean you
WANT to rifle
through these
comics? OK,
go ahead!

Rob and I took two trips to Pullman to 
select and scan comics for the show. 
(Per MASC* rules, we could not remove 
archived materials unless there were
duplicates.) So, we planned to arrange the  
work on posters, print them, and display 
them in that manner.

*Manuscripts, Archives, & Special Collections

Of course, we were worried about funding for the 
show, but got a tip from Dr. Trevor Bond, the head 
of the WSU archives.

There are some funds 
set aside in another 

archive; including that 
work could help with 

the printing costs.

Trevor was referencing the “Lynn 
R. Hansen Underground Comics 

Collection,” and it was much like 
the Willis collection in content. 

Neither Robert nor I knew much 
about Lynn Hansen, except that 
he and Steve had known each 

other at one point.

The art show opened on April 6, 2017, 
and had a good turnout. There was one 
person I didn’t recognize.

Eventually, this mysterious person 
walked up and handed me a small book.

Thanks! 
Who are 

you?

I’m STEVE!
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Lo and behold, it really was Steve Willis! He 
had driven clear across the state to attend 
our art opening, and had waited until it was 
almost over to announce himself.

The show 
looks great!

Robert and I were thrilled to meet Steve, 
and delighted that he was pleased with the 
show’s execution.
Steve, some of us are
going for drinks, would you
like to come?

I’m really glad you used 
comics from the Lynn
Hansen collection. He 
would’ve really, really
enjoyed the show.

WOULD’VE
enjoyed it?

Yes. he died about twenty years 
ago now. I’d encouraged Lynn’s 
family to donate his collections 
to WSU, after his curious and 
unfortunate death.

Oh?

Yes.

Lynn Hansen
was a strange

person, and his 
death was even 

stranger.

But that’s a story for another day.

Sure!



Steve Willis and Lynn Hansen.
McCleary, Washington, 1987.
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Over the next few months, Steve began 
teasing us with snippets of the Lynn Hansen 
story, and he made it clear that he would 
only tell it to us in person.

So in July of 2017, we headed across the 
state to Steve’s home in McCleary.

It just so happened that we visited the same weekend as the McCleary Bear Festival, an 
annual event in which all the residents of the former logging town get together to share a 
special meal in the park.

Welcome!
Would you like a beer? I won’t drink 
any until after the story, so that I 

keep a clear head.

Another 
e-mail 
about
this?
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So, what type 
of a cartoonist 
are you?

I was born in 1955, so my 
generation was part of the 
“newave” comix movement, 

which came after the
“underground comics.”

Underground comix were definitely an
inspiration, but the topics never really
appealed to me. They were mostly about 
sex and drugs, which were only funny when 
you’re high. I always prefer making comics 
that are screwed-up even when read sober!

Also, newave wasn’t as concentrated as the underground; we lived all over the country, and 
discussed broader topics. Everybody was a part of it: poets, surrealists, inmates, professors. 

I drew a lot of comics when I attended 
Evergreen College in Olympia, thanks in part 
to Matt Groening. He was the first person I 
met at Evergreen, and we were neighbors.

Matt was the editor of “The Cooper Point 
Journal” at Evergreen, and was always 
really encouraging to people. He always 
advocated for more comics in the paper!
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It was actually Matt who encouraged our 
mutual friend Lynda Barry to draw comics. 
At first, she wasn’t interested.

Lynda, you like to draw 
and you like to write.

Why not put
them together?

Later on, Lynda and I both wound up in 
Seattle. I was there for graduate school, 
in the University of Washington’s library 
science program. I hated it!

It was here that Lynda showed me some-
thing that would change my life forever.

Steve, did you
know that you
can REDUCE
and ENLARGE
on the new
photocopiers?

So, I made comics and reproduced them at 
the copy shop, but I still thought I was the 
only one doing it.

But then, one of my roommates threw a 
party. This was in late 1981.

I’m Jon. My brother Rick makes
comics like this! I’ll introduce you!

Hmm. . .

! ? ! ?
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These two Wayne brothers were very 
helpful. They connected me with Clay 
Geerdes, who produced the “Comix World” 
newsletter, and they revealed to me the 
existence of the “newave network.”

So, I started advertising my work in Comix 
World, and people started trading with me. 
My networking really started in 1981. It 
was at this point that I realized I wasn’t 
alone anymore. 

Eventually, I was contacted by someone 
named Lynn Hansen. Not only did she like 
my comics, but she wanted to PAY for them!

Yeah, it’s really great 
that this girl wants to 
buy my comics.

You know
Lynn’s a

man, right?

That wasn’t the only thing Lynn and I had 
in common. At this time (1983) we were 
both geographically isolated; Lynn was in 
Idaho Falls, and my wife Robin and I had 
just moved to Pullman, where I was a 
librarian at WSU. 

At some point around this time, I visited Lynn in his apartment.
Let me show you 
something cool!
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Let me swap out the regular needle with 
this special one. It lets you listen to the 
recording backwards.

It really works!

Lynn was actually writing a book about the 
“Paul is Dead” hoax, called “Number 9.”
It was a neat book, but Lynn was an 
AWFUL writer! Really bad! I proofread that 
book so many times over the years.

Lynn was a real character. He was very 
direct, and he didn’t “forgive and forget.”

“Postage Paid by
Recipient”!? Screw

these guys!

Lynn made his living as a techie at local TV 
studios. He seemed to change jobs a lot, 
and lived in many places during the first 
few years of our friendship.

I noticed a pattern where Lynn would be 
all excited about a new job and location; 
then he’d move there, and after a short 

time, things would sour.
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Lynn visited sometimes while on trips to 
look for work. In 1987 he spent a week 
with us here, in McCleary. He was driving his 
beloved 1959 GMC truck.

Hey, did you see 
the new guy?

Yeah, and 
he’s got a 

truck!

You learn a lot about somebody when they 
visit you. For instance, Lynn was a severe 
diabetic, and careful about managing it.

Because of this, he did not 
drink or use drugs. In fact, his 
straight-edged stance could be 
tiresome.

In general though, Lynn was easy to host, and there 
were lots of things for us to talk about. For instance, 
we were both interested in paranormal activities.

Of course I believe in UFOs! 
After all, the term “flying

saucer” originated in
Washington!

I don’t care. 
I need to see 

PROOF!

So, I was surprised to learn the location of 
his most recent new job. As usual, this one 
didn’t last very long - but he soon found a 
way to occupy his newfound free time.

For some reason, Lynn took it upon himself 
to begin investigating UFOs. He claimed that 
he had made a special contact with some-
one: a cloistered nun, who had allegedly    
kept a diary during the Roswell incident!
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I was at work one morning in early 1994 
when I got a call from Lynn. I’VE SEEN THEM! THEY EXIST! 

I’VE FILMED THEM! YOU’VE 
GOT TO COME DOWN HERE!

Lynn said there were roughly
twenty different types of craft:

Some of these were moving 
too fast to be caught on film.

At this time, Lynn was filming in Midway, a 
small town south of Roswell. And strangely 
enough, this led to him getting another job.

HEY! 
HEY, YOU!

What 
are you 
doing in 
MY field? 
Filming
MY sky?

This man was Jose Escamilla, a Midway 
native who had something of a monopoly
on UFO sightings.
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Amazingly, Lynn began working for Jose, 
whose video company recorded footage of 
UFOs and sold it to tabloid shows such as 
“Sightings,” “Crusaders,” and “Encounters.”

Did you 
ever see 

any of this 
footage?

Yes! And I showed it 
to an acquaintance at 

Boeing, who was an 
aerospace engineer. 

The guys at Boeing thought the objects 
were man-made; likely prototypes built by 
military contractors such as Grumman,
McDonnell-Douglas, or Hughes Aircraft.

Looking back on this footage from the 
present day, some of these flying objects 
look very much like the drones in use now. 
One of them, the “Triangle,” looks quite a 
bit like a 1980s super-
sonic Air Force jet.

From about March to July of 
1994, Lynn really seemed 
happy in his strange new role. 
When we moved into this house 
in August, our very first phone 
call was from Lynn. 

Hello? Steve. . .
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Steve, my phone is 
being tapped.

And sure enough, I kept hearing 
what sounded like an extension 
line being picked up at random.

The other film-crew members are being 
bugged as well. The Feds came to the studio, 
but we sent them away since they didn't have 
a warrant. We also think we're being followed. 

I’m going to start sending
you things that I want you
to keep, in case I get killed
or have to go underground.

And then the phone went dead. 

Lynn?
LYNN?
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For some reason, I stayed on the line. After about a minute, I heard my own 
voice from earlier in the conversation 
being played back to me!

At the end, it made a sound as if my voice 
was being rewound on a reel.

What happened 
next?

Well, Lynn and I were 
both pretty freaked out. 

But he had an idea.

Jose’s company had let an FBI agent use 
their video facilities recently. Lynn felt like 
this agent owed them a favor, so he asked 
him to look into the wiretapping incidents.

This is BIGGER                    
than the FBI.

So weird . . .
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As August drew to a close, Lynn became 
increasingly fed up with the wiretapping.

Someone else has 
been enjoying my 

calls. I’m NOT paying 
my bill until you
remove this bug! 

A man came to his house and 
found no bug, but said he’d 
check down the line. Not 
only did he find the bug and 
remove it, but he KNEW who 
put it there - and he would 
NOT tell Lynn who it was!

We thought that was the end of the phone-
tapping, but it came back in early September. 
This time, Lynn found the bug and removed it 
himself.

I just found another bug on my 
phone! You guys just removed
one the other day!

There’s no record of a
tap being pulled. And we

don’t remove taps ourselves;
we call the police to do it.

In a letter from Lynn on Sept. 21, 1994, 
he wrote: “I keep noticing cars parking in 
front of my home. One left after I came to 
the window to look at it closely. The next 
one which appeared several nights later 
was still there when I went to bed, but was 
gone by morning.”

I too noticed strange cars parked outside 
my house.



18

This kept going on throughout the winter of 
1994, and well into the spring of 1995.

UUGH!
I bet it’s 
Lynn. . .
AGAIN!

In late March, I noticed a strange feeling 
in my stomach. It was uncomfortable, but I 
ignored it. It continued to get worse, to the 
point where it hurt to get up and down.

OW!

What 
was 

THAT?

Well…I’ve had 
this pain for a 

little while.

How 
long?

About two 
weeks.

WHAT ?! We have insurance! 
We have a hospital in town! 
Get over there right NOW!

So, I went to the hospital, and they did 
several embarrassing tests.

You’re going to 
Memorial Clinic 
in Lacey RIGHT 

NOW.

So I went there, and they did even MORE 
embarrassing tests.

We don’t know what 
it is, but if we don’t 
cut you open ASAP, 

you’ll be dead in 
twenty-four hours!
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According to Robin, the first thing I said 
when I woke up from surgery was a line 
from the movie “Theater of Blood.”

“You see?
Alive in triumph!
And you thought

me slain!”

An entire FOOT of my intestine had died, 
right where the large and small intestines 
join. They’d had to cut it out of me!

You swallowed a poison; a 
toxic substance. We don’t 
know what it is, just that 

it’s NOT something
naturally-occurring.

I was in the hospital for a week, and out 
of work for an ENTIRE month. I was also 
pretty “out” of it thanks to painkillers.

Gosh, I owe Lynn some 
stuff. Better write him 

a quick letter explaining 
what’s been going on.

A reply to my letter came a few days later, 
in the form of a hastily-scrawled note. It 
was written directly on the same paper 
that I had mailed to Lynn.
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Obviously, we were 
shocked by this news.

When I talked to Lynn’s father Ralph, he 
told me that Lynn had also been the victim 
of a mysterious illness - nothing like mine
in symptoms, but equal in its strangeness.

Lynn had just gotten 
a new job in Roswell 
at a TV station. His 

coworkers really liked 
him, so they noticed 
when he was sick at 

work, coughing and 
dehydrated a lot.

You should go 
to the doctor, 

man. Nah, I’m fine.

So when he didn’t show up for work one 
day, they were concerned, and asked the 
police to do a welfare check. That’s when 
they found him, dead.

The latest manuscript of “Number 9” was 
by the back door, ready to mail to me.

Mr.
Hansen?



21

So, that’s it, then?
Well, there are a 
few more things 
that Ralph said.

Apparently, Lynn had 
started losing his eye-
sight, which is common 
for severe diabetics. 
But I really don’t know 
for sure; Lynn was
cremated, and there 
was no autopsy.

Another thing: Ralph’s final comment struck 
me as odd. Lynn had always predicted an 
early death for himself, and I think Ralph 
was referring to that:

Lynn was born 
under a dark 
star, Steve.

So, you think maybe 
it was some sort of 
a suicide plan? Lynn’s 
mental health was 
definitely in question.

Yes, but if he WAS 
losing his eyesight, 
that would point 

to diabetes.

It could’ve been something besides 
diabetes, too. Lynn was always
single and kept his personal life 
very private. Maybe he had AIDS 

and didn’t even know.

Oh, that’s a plot 
twist for sure.

Guys, I’m really agnostic on 
this. I just don’t know what 

to believe! What do YOU think 
happened to Lynn Hansen?
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A Natural Death from Diabetes1

Choose Your Own Ending: How did Lynn Hansen Die?

The Feds Killed Lynn

The Military-Industrial Complex Killed Lynn

Death from AIDS

Lynn Hansen, the B.S. Artist

Lynn Killed Lynn

Steve Willis, the B.S. Artist

2

3

4

5

6

7
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Whatever Lynn was filming had nothing to 
do with his demise. He was a diabetic, and 
his already weakened immune system was 
dealt a fatal blow when he got the flu.

You should go to 
the doctor,

man. Nah, I’m fine.

Lynn’s refusal to see a doctor is in keeping 
with his personality. Nobody could tell him 
what to do if he didn’t want to hear it.

As far as the cause of death, aren’t Lynn’s 
parents trustworthy? What reason would 
Ralph and Lillian Hansen have to obfuscate 
their son’s death? Furthermore, why on 
Earth would Ralph Hansen lie to Steve - 
one of Lynn’s closest friends?

It was Steve, after all, who agreed to edit 
and publish “Number 9” after Lynn died,
and it was he who suggested they donate
his collections to WSU for safekeeping.

The book and collections also highlight why 
suicide wasn’t likely: Lynn was still collecting 
comics up to the end, and his Beatles book 
was almost finished. He was also at work on 
another book, about his UFO experiences. 
With all of this at stake, why would he take 
his own life?What an

awfully-
written
book!

Option No. 1: A Natural Death from Diabetes
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Lynn was right. He’d 
been right all along.

Roswell WAS home to an
extraterrestrial shipwreck.

When Lynn began to film the UFOs, the Feds’ alarms went off. Of course, they read along 
when Lynn sent Steve a letter (9-21-94) detailing his thoughts on the Roswell incident:

“The beings were not designed
to live long. . . for the craft was 
only filled with items they wanted 
us to find. The beings were not to 
be found alive, so that we would 
not have any true understanding of 
them.. .These beings do not have
digestive tracks [sic] so could not 
have survived any length of time 
on our land. Specific items were 
left in the craft so that man could 
progress into a more sophisticated 
state of being.”

When the Feds caught wind that Lynn was 
writing a book about his UFO experiences, 
they decided he needed to go away.

And since Steve was Lynn’s confidant in 
this matter, and had agreed to publish his 
Roswell manuscript, the Powers-that-Be 
were not going to risk him squealing too. 

Or was that
a coincidence 
after all?

Option No. 2: The Feds Killed Lynn

Lynn. . .



26

Lynn was wrong about the aliens, and he 
never filmed an extraterrestrial craft.

I’m telling you, 
there is no way
these crafts  are 

man-made!

It’s done.
Let’s go!

Steve’s friends at Boeing, however, were 
spot on: Lynn had unwittingly exposed 
military secrets to the public.

They decided that Lynn needed to go, but a legal trial and conviction would've taken an un-
wieldly amount of time, and would have further exposed precious trade secrets to the world.

So, the military-industrial complex took out 
a hit on Lynn, knowing that his death would 
be attributed to natural causes.

For good measure, the Feds poisoned Steve 
too. Not enough to kill, but enough to scare 
him into silence and weaken his morale.

Option No. 3: The Military-Industrial Complex Killed Lynn
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Lynn always
lived alone. He 
never spoke of 
past or present
relationships.

Could Lynn 
have been gay? 
Something else 
Steve mentioned 
reinforces this:

“More than once, 
Lynn sent me 
Beatles covers 

that were
obviously from 
gay pornos. He 

sent a couple of 
gay comix, too.”

WOW!

It’s important to remember that this was 
the pre-Internet 1980s. These sorts of 
things could only be found in porn shops.

I’ll take two “Wally 
and Beavers” and

a “Province-
town Punch.”

I discovered that Lynn’s parents had been 
married in the LDS church. Even if Lynn 
wasn’t a practicing Mormon, he had almost 
certainly been raised as such, and so 
would’ve likely kept his sexuality a secret 
from family.

So if Lynn were gay, he almost certainly would’ve kept 
it quiet. This would also be the case if he’d contracted 
AIDS. Perhaps the whole wiretap business was just a 
clever ruse, orchestrated to hide his own unfortunate 
condition. In this way, he was able to end his life 
without inflicting undue pain on his friends and family.

Steve, can 
you hear me?

It’s also possible that Lynn had 
AIDS and didn’t know about it. 
The wiretaps could’ve been real, 
and Lynn’s death was a surprise 
to everyone - including Lynn.

Option No. 4: Death from AIDS

You should go 
to the doctor, 

man. I’m fine.
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After Lynn died, Ralph had asked Steve to edit his book
“Number 9.” As he did so, a thought crept into his mind:

Wait a minute…
this is a book 
about a guy 

who faked his 
own death, or 
at least set up 
a lot of clues.

“I started replaying all the 
stuff that had just happened 
to me. Hearing my voice over 
the phone: was that Lynn?”

“Had Lynn created an elaborate hoax, 
which he was perfectly capable of doing?”

Hello? 
Hello?

What’s that, 
Steve? Can’t 

hear you! Must 
be the wiretap!

Steve also could not find Lynn in the 
Social Security Death Index.

Maybe Lynn really was in trouble, and was 
afraid for his life. Or maybe he was involved 
in something that we’ll never know about.

Enjoy your new life,
Mr. Hackett. Let WITSEC 
know if there’s anything 
more we can do for you.

Perhaps the 
strangest 
detail involves 
“Number 9.” 
In a letter to 
Steve on August 
15, 1994 (eight 
months before 
he died), Lynn 
requested that 
50% of the 
book’s future 
royalties be 
placed in an 
escrow account, 
“in the event I 
return to life.”

Option No. 5: Lynn Hansen, the B.S. Artist
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Ralph, had mentioned that Lynn was born 
“under a dark star.” He always seemed 
to go from buoyancy to depression; he’d 
be excited by a new job or city and then 
quickly become disillusioned.

Could he have suffered from some form 
of mental illness? His letters to Steve had 
grown increasingly confusing and paranoid.

As the years have passed, Steve himself 
now leans toward the conclusion that 
Lynn’s death was a dramatic suicide.

I have come 
to believe h

e 

allowed hims
elf to die a

nd 

took advanta
ge of the wh

ole 

UFO thing su
rrounding hi

m and 

manipulated 
it to distra

ct us. 

Talking it o
ut with you 

guys 

and thinking
 it through 

has 

led me to th
is conclusio

n,

albeit a ver
y vaporous o

ne.

The wiretap was a ruse orchestrated by 
Lynn himself. For an entire year, Lynn 
worked to convince Steve (and others) 
that his phone was being tapped.

He even bugged his coworkers, so that they 
thought they were ALL being watched.

The tap is back! Who do you think 
it could be?

It was all Lynn, who let his diabetes
symptoms mask his true intent. In this way, 
he ended his life without inflicting the pain 
on friends and family that a more obvious 
suicide would have caused.

Option No. 6: Lynn Killed Lynn
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As time went by and I thought more about 
this story, it occurred to me that Steve 
could be making the whole thing up. After 
all, the only sources I really have regarding 
Lynn’s life came from Steve.

Talk to my 
friend David 

Miller! He knew 
Lynn, too.

Perhaps Steve had been drawing cartoons 
under different pseudonyms for years. It 
had let him try out different styles and toy 
with people’s views of reality, something he 
enjoyed. But that wasn’t enough for Steve.

So now, his bizarre monikers would rise 
again, for another, more insidious purpose.
How can I be sure that the David Miller 
I wrote to wasn’t just one of Steve’s 
alter-egos?

Indeed, maybe there was no Lynn Hansen! 
Steve had made the whole story up, to 
amuse himself! Perhaps Lynn’s collection at 
the university is really just Steve’s own.

Have you seen my 
special needle? 

It lets you listen 
to the record 

backwards.

Perhaps the very name “Lynn Hansen” 
itself is some kind of a joke, or has a
double-meaning that only Steve knows.

One might ask why Steve would go to 
such trouble. Who’s to say? Cartoonists 
are strange people, and only a fool would 
question their motivations.

Option No. 7: Steve Willis, the B.S. Artist
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and enthusiasm for every stage of this project. Our late-night conversations of what 
REALLY happened to Lynn Hansen provided many of the possible ending scenarios.

Finally, I would like to thank former librarian ( but forever cartoonist ) Steve Willis, who 
insisted that this story be told and was convinced that I should be the one to tell it. 
Steve invited us into his home; shared notes, details, and ideas with us; and has been 
more than gracious during the arduous comics-making process. This is his story as much 
as it is Lynn’s, and I am grateful that he entrusted us with it. Thanks, Steve!

This book is dedicated to the memory of Lynn Ralph Hansen, 1958 - 1995.
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THIS IS A 
 BOOK WHICH 

TELLS THE TRUE-TO-
LIFE, autobiographical 

account of two comics-
related adventures I embarked 

on while attending Washington State 
University. This is the first comic book I 

have made with myself as a character, albeit 
a minor one. If this book were only about my own 

experiences at school, it would no doubt make for a very 
boring story. Luckily, this isn’t the case, as this book also tells 

the true-to-life, autobiographical account of a cartoonist and his 
friend, and the strange ways in which this cartoonist became ensnared 

in his friend’s increasingly-bizarre life. During this time, the cartoonist found 
himself grappling with some difficult and unanswerable questions, such as: What 
is real, and what isn’t? Is my friend the trickster or the victim? Do UFOs exist? 

I don’t claim to answer any of these questions; in many ways, this book 
hinges upon them being un - answerable. But I can promise that the 
reader will be intrigued by the happenings within, and find them an 
attractive diversion from other, less-bizarre stories that can’t even 
claim to be true. So come along, and join us in a strange tale called. . .
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