SAY, SHORTY! KEEP A SHARP

LOOKOUT FOR APPLE-SNATCHERS | T SURE

WiILL You?

GEE! IVE GOT A BWELL IDEA! ILL HIDE
IN AN APPLE TREE AND TRY AND

WiLL, CATCH THE APPLE-GRABBER

SHERIFF !

RED- HANDED /

HA! THIS LOOKS.
A LIKELN TREE!
OP 1 GO/

GOBH ./ 1 HEAR
SOMEONE
COMING ! MAVBE
IT'S THE APPLE -
THIEF HIMSELF |
I'VE GOT TO
BE QUICK !

QUICK, DAD!
WEVE. GOT THE
APPLE -SNATCHER

I CAN'T HELP LALGHING, SHORTY/
THAT MOUSETRAP STUNT WAS
THE SHERIFF'S IDEA!HO! HO! HO!




Vernon-Smith, the bounder, has let the
school cricket team down! Because he .
didn’t turn up, they lost the match.
Everyone thinks that he has returned

”’WORST Boy AT CREYFRIARS

to bis old bad ways that earned hl.m =
his ‘nickname. What they don’t know
is that the bounder is in bad trouble,
through no fault of his own. He is
shielding and hiding his Cousin Alan,
who has deserted from the Arm

WHAT A
DIRTY TRICK ,TO LET
THE SIDE DOWN AT
THE LAST MINUTE.
WAIT TiLL | 8EE THAT
ROTTER, VERNON-SMITH /

f,” NV

i
N’

N —

FRIARDALE. BUS /

’/[1

illlll\

e

“THE WAITFULNESS
WILL NOT BE LONG,
OLD CHUM. ~THERE HE

AS THE BUS STARTS AWAY, BUNTER. ROLLS )
FORWARD TO MEET SMITHY ~~

§ SAY, SMITHY, OLD PALY JUST
A SECOND. | HAPPEN 0 BE IN
\_ URGENT NEED OF A FIVER /

: ou GET OUT
OF MY WAY, @
YOU FAT FOOL /

SAVAGELY, SMITHY LEAPS AT BUNTER, LASHING
OUT INA FURY ~~

OH, REALLY, SMITHY." YOUu CAN'T
JOLLYWELL BRUSH ME OFF LIKE
THAT! | PON'T THINK A FIVER IS
“TOO. MUCH, TO S§TOP ME TELLING
oLp QUELQHY WHERE YOU'VE
\Etf.ﬁu THIS AFTERNOON. 8EE /

BLACKMAILING CAD /

HOLD ON, THERE " THAT'S QUITE ENOUGH,

SMITHY. THRAGHING BONTER LIKE THIS
1S JUST ROTTEN BULLYING /
HE'S NO MATCH FOR. YOU /

MIND YOUR
OWN BUSINESS,
WHARTON £

KEEP HIM OFF, YOU FELLOWS ! YOW.' QUCH.
{~~1 JUST TOLD HIM THAT HE WAS A ROTTER
FOR LETTING DOWN THE CRICKET TEAM AND ~~
AND THE BEAST PITCHED INTO ME LIKE

A MADMAN ~~

BUNTER WAS RIGHT.
AND YOURE NOT GOING TO
KNOCK. HIM ABOUT FOR.
TELLING THE TRUTH,SMITHY,

HANDS OFF HIM /

1 TOLD YOU TO KEEP YOUR.NOSE.
OUT OF MY BUSINESS, WHARTON.
NOW TAKE THAT /

{ YOU DIRTY ROTTER/
WHAT A DIRTY

{'LL SMASH YOU -
TO SMITHEREENS / /4

MAN DOWN.” WELL DONE,
BOB. THAT'LL TEACH
THE ROTTER

AT THE BOUNDER. ~~

O IT,
EETEEM“U BOE

BLAZING WITH ANGER , BOB CHERRY SPRINGS (

BUNTER BEFORE ME
WELL, LETTHEM THE
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IN A REGKLESS BITTER MOOD, THE BOUNDER,
SNEERS~~

OBVIOUSLY j

THE NEXT DAY, IN CLASS ~~

IR (—esTsR
LA TABLE -~

“THAT WILL DO, WHARTON
NOW, - VERNON-SMITH ~~

1 BELIEVE MY EARS.]
YOU~~YOU DARE SPEAK.
TO ME LIKE TUAT! 5TAND
OUT BEFORE THE CLASS,
YOU {NSOLENT BOY ¢

YOu COME INTO CLASS WHTH~-
WITH AN EYE LIKE THAT 7
HAVE YOU BEEN FIGHTING, BOY7

“THE BELL RINGS FOR THE END OF AFTERNCON CLASS ~~BUT THE.

MY HAT, SMITHY'S CERTAINLY
BOUNDER. 515 ON IN THE EMPTY FORM ROOM, BROODING BITTERLY ~~

ASKING FOR TROUBLE THESE

1 " EVERVONES AGAINST ME ~~
“THERE! PERHAPS ‘THAT WILL THE ROTTERS -~ FINE FRIENDS .~
“TEACH YOU A LESSON, : : f - THEY TURNED OUT 70 BE —~AS
ANY FURTHER. INSOLENCE AND | NS A : ? FOR THAT DIRTY POG ALAN —
YOU WILL GO BEFORE THE S HE'S THE CAUSE OF ALL THIS ~~
HEADMASTER . NOW-~~ 1 WONDER IF HES GONE BACK.7 [ WONT |
BACK TO YOUR SEAT / HAVE ANY PEACE TILL HE DOES ~~

HARRY WHARTON
FOLLOWS AND
CATCHES SMITHY
BY THE ARM ~~

HOLD ON, SMITHY ! 1 DON'T | HAVE TO HURRY IN CASE

KNOW WHAT YOU'RE UP TO IN | QUELCHY GETS BAGK. ~~

THE MASTERS’ CORRIDOR., BUT | HELLO THERE , EXCHANGE

CHUCK 1T, WHATEVER IT15./ IF | GIVE ME THE ‘THREE FISHES ‘AT

YOU'RE GOING TO RAG QUELCHYS | FriARDALE~~ HURRY , PLEASE. !
k.________

STUDY TO GET YOUR OWN BACK ,
YOU'RE A FOOL. WHATS COME

o OVER YOU 7

L

QUELCHY HAS A

» PYONE 1K HIS STUDY -~ . F
V'L PHONE ‘THE THREE FISHES : =
AND FIND OUT IF HE HAS LEFT :

THERE YET ~~ BUT F'LL HAVE
TO WATCH MY STER. THEREYLL
BE TROUBLE IF I CAUGHT

1 DON'T KNOW, SIR / DEPENDS
HOW LONG YOU'VE BEEM
EAVESDROPPING.,  —

WHAT.! You DARE ~~ YOU ~-~
YOU INSOLENT RECKLESS BOY .
You PARE SPEAK, TO YOUR FORM

MASTER IN THAT WAY. THIS |5

INTOLERABLE [ | SHALL TAKE YOU

“TO THE HEADMASTER AT ONCE ./
YOu WILL BE EXPELLED FOR THIS~~

VERNON-SMITH.
YOU DARE USE MY PHONE~
' AND DID 1 HEAR YOU ARIGHT 7
DID { HEAR YOU ASK TO
SPEAK TO THAT DISREPUTABLE
FRIARDALE INN~~

k the Bounder’s deserter cousin comes to Greyfriars and makes things even worse for the ‘““Worst Boy at Greyfriars™!
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The Wizzardig sprang into action. The fork and spade dug into the floor, and with a wild yell Dr. Gandybar
a

WILLIE’S GARDENING
MACHINE :

RS. SPROGGS, the
housekeeper at Gandy-
‘bar Academy, marched
into the headmaster’s study one
morning. She was angry.
““That garden ‘of yeurs,” she
began with a sniff. “It’s in a
dreadful state. All sorts of
seeds should have been sown by
now, As it is, it hasn’t even been
dug.”” She sniffed again.
“I—er, 1 haven’t had time,”
pleaded Dr. Gandybar uneasily.
Mrs. Sproggs scowled. “That
may be as may be,” she snorted.
“Find someone who has got
time, then. Employ a man to
- dig it.” r
‘The school can’t afford to
pay a gardener,” wriggled the
head d

““The school can’t afford to
iet the boys go hungry,” Mrs.
Sproges snapped. “You’ll be in
a fine pickle if they complain to
their parents about not enough
food. That’s what it will come
to, you mark my words.”

Dr.'Gandybar groaned. .

“There are some gypsies
camped just outside the viliage,”
Mrs. Sproggs went on. “Husky
chaps, they are. Just you go and
get them on the job for a few
days!”’

aying that, she stamped out
of the head’s study.

Dr. Gandybar glared after
her. The trouble was, she was
quite right! Many of the vege-
tables needed for the boys’
meals had to be grown in the
garden, and there would be
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was jerked his feet.
trouble if something was not
done soon.

So that afternoon the head
went to the gypsies’ camp,
just outside the village of
Little Mudwump. Nervously he
knocked at the door of the first
caravan he came to.

The door opened. A burly
man with a beard glared at him.

“Oh, er, good afternoon,”
said “Dr. Gandybar, stepping
back a pace. “l wonder if

you . . .

““Qp it,” said the burly man
in a threatening tone

“Come, sir,” said Dr. Gandy-
bar with dignity. ‘I was merely
going to ask if . . .”

“*QOp it,” said the burly-man
again, and slammed the door.

The headmaster was about to
hammer on the door angril?lr.
He thought better of it, though.

As he turned to walk away he
saw another gypsy watching
him from the second caravan.
This one was lean and sly-
looking.

“Ah, sir,” called Dr. Gandy-
bar. “Your friend doesn’t seem
very—ah, friendly. T wonder

gt
‘“Op eet! Getta going,” the
lean man ordered, in a foreign

“accent.

Furious and fuming, the head
made his way back along the
road to the school. He was just
passing Mudwump Abbey, a
pile of ruins hundreds of years
old, when he saw a shabbily-
dressed man digging busily.

Dr. Gandybar gazed at the
man’s back. Here, clearly, was
an old fellow who liked digging.

The headmaster cleared his
throat. 7

““Hey, you there, my man!”
he called. “Would you like to
earn yourself a shilling or
two?”’

The man stopped digging and
swung round fiercely. Dr. Gan-
dybar blinked and then went
red in the face. The digger was
Squire . Perrins, one of the
School Governors and the
squire of Little Mudwump!

“How dare you, sir!” splut-
tered the squire. “Oh—it’s you,
Dr. Gandybar,” he added in
angry surprise. ‘‘Really, I must
protest at your remark! Earn a
shilling or two, indeed!””

The unhappy head stammered
an apology. “I do beg your
pardon, Sguire,” he burbled.
“I—I thought. . . . Well, your
back was toward me, and you
are wearing such old clothes...”

Squire Perrins began to see
the funny side of the incident.
“Quite so!”” he chuckled. ‘I do
see how the mistake arose!”

He looked around him and
came nearer. to the head. He
dropped his voice to a whisper.

“As a matter of fact,” he
said, *‘I am digging for buried
treasure.”

“Buried treasure!”
Dr. Gandybar. -

“Sh!” urged the Squire. ‘““Not
so loud! A’ local legend says
that the monks who lived here
centuries ago, buried a hoard
of valuable old coins near the
Abbey. I’m looking for it.””

Dr. Gandybar was quite
excited. “Of course!” he ex-
claimed. “You collect old coins!

echoed

WILLIE INVENTS A GARDENING MACHINE

LLIE WIZZARD

I remember now.” :

Squire Perrins *nodded. I
have a costly collection,” he
said  proudly. “It is worth
hundreds of pounds. If only I
can find this other lot I shall be
a rich man indeed.”

The squire was keen to return
to his labours, so he wished
Dr. Gandybar good afternoon.
The. headmaster made his way

~ back to the school, his thoughts

again turning anxiously towards
his garden. =
e came to an unhappy
decision. There was nothing
for it but to get into his old
clothes and start the digging
himself. Then he had a brain-
wave. He would get some of the
boys on the job! After all, they
were the ones who ate the food!
He spoke about it during

~ geography class.

“I know many of you boys
are interested in nature,”” he
beamed. “So I have generously
decided to throw open my
beauntiful garden to those who
wish to study the wonders of
plant life. I think I can allow
about half a dozen boys to
come, starting after school
today.”

He smiled amiably around
the classroom.

“There will be nothing added

" to_your school fees for this

privilege,”” he. purred. **Now,
may I have the names of all
those interested? Only six,
please.”

No one stirred. Dr. Gandybar
frowned. :

*Come, come,” he said sharp-
ly. “There must be someone who
likes digg . . . I mean the glories
of nature?”

No one answered. 2

“Yery well, then,”” snapped
the head. “‘I’ll have you Spinks,
and you Clunk, and you Gump,
and you Twimple, and you
Bash, and you Wizzard. Report
to me in the garden!”” He glared
around and walked angrily out
of the room.

The six unhappy victims
reported as ordered. Armed
with spades and forks they set
to work unwillingly. Jimmy .
Bash complained the most after
the head had left them.

“Old stinker!” he growled,
stabbing his fork, fiercely into
the ground. ‘‘Making us do his
dirty work for him! Can’t you
get us out of this, Willie?
Haven’t you got an invention
you want to work on where you
need my help?” ;

Willie Wizzard, the schoolboy
inventor, was leaning on his
spade. His brow was furrowed
in thought.

“As a matter of fact, Jimmy,”*
he answered slowly ““I think I
have got an invention I want to
work on. It is a gardening
machine. The notion just came
to me.”

“It couldn’t come at a better
time!” cried Jimmy, slapping
his pal heartily on the back,



BUT ALL IT DIGS UP IS TROUBLE!

“When do we start?”’

‘*“Why not now?’ grinned
Willie. *‘Let me see,”” he went
on, “‘I shall want one of these
digging forks and a spade. But
first, will you get the head’s
petrol-driven lawnmower? I
think I have everything else I
shall need in my workshop.”

Jimmy rushed off and re-
turned with the Head’s motor
lawn-mower, which he trundled
into Willie’s workshop. At once
the schoolboy inventor busied
himself with spanners and pliers

.-on the lawn-mower. He added
one or two sprockets, then
attached two levers. After bolt-
ing the fork and spade to the
levers, he stepped back to
inspect his work.

“Well?”’ asked Jimmy Bash
anxiously. :

Willie nodded slowly. “I think
30, he replied. ‘“‘Let’s take it
outand try it.”

The two boys wheeled the
lawn-mower back to the place
where their four classmates were
still digging.

“Willie will now demonstrate
the Wizzardig!”’ cried Jimmy.

As the others crowded round,
Willie set the machine in motion.
It moved forward steadily. The

fork on the front rose up and
down, and after it, followed the
spade, which, with every move-
ment, turned up a great clod of
earth. :

“Well done!”” yelled Jimmy.
“Now let’s take it in turns to
steer it backwards and forwards

‘across this patch of ground.
Here—let me have first go!”’

Just as he took hold of the
lawn-mower’s handles an angry
voice smote his ear!

“Bash! What are you doing
with my lawn-mower 7"’

All six boys spun round. Dr.
Gandybar was standing there.
He was furious.

““My prize lawn-mower!” the
head howled. ‘“Your parents
shall hear of this, Bash! How
dare you ruin my mower on
rough ground! You will. . . .”

Willie Wizzard interrupted
him. ‘‘Pardon me, sir,”’ he
began, ‘It was I who . . .

“‘Silence, boy!”’ roared the
headmaster. ‘‘I don’t want to
hear another word. I will hear
anything you have to say in the
morning. Now take that mower
into my study. I want to
examine it and write a full
report to all your parents!”

And with an angry red face
he marched towards the school.

“*Phew!’’ breathed Wizzard.
‘“He’s really got 'em today! I'm
sorry, you chaps. 1 shall, of

course, own up in the morning.
Meantime, [ suppose we had
better get the Wizzardig into the
head’s study.”

They carried the machine
indoors and went to their
rooms. The head returned to
his study some minutes later
after his rounds of the school.
He shut the door and glared at
the machine.

“Wretched boys!”’ he mut-
tered. **What do they think they
are up to?”

He bent to examine the
mower carefully.

3
(0}

“H'm,” he said at last. *‘I
see. I wonder if this could be
one of Wizzard's ideas? Let
me find out how it works.”

He started up the mower. It
sprang forward. The fork dived

eep into the carpet and
through the floorboards. The
fork came up again bringing a
whole floorboard with it- fol-
lowed by a spadeful of bricks
and mortar.

As the carpet was pulied, it
jerked Dr. Gandybar off his
feet. With a wild ““Wow!” he
landed flat on his back on the
floor. He scrambled to his feet
again. By this time the Wiz-
zardig had ripped up another
floorboard. The head dashed
towards the machine to try to
stop it. He tripped over the
carpet and fell down the huge
hole in the corner of the room!

Dr. Gandybar landed with a
bump and a howl about twelve
feet below. The howl echoed.
Picking himself up the head
found himself in a kind of
underground passage, damp and
dim. Many hundred yards away
he could see a patch of daylight.

Above him he could hear the
Wizzardig still plunging around
his study. The head peered
around. There was nothing to
stand on. He tried to leap
upwards, but he could not jump
high enough. He would have to
shout for help and hope some
of the boys heard him.

Dr. Gandybar opened his
mouth, then shut it. It would
never do for the boys to find
him in this undignified state.

There was only one thing to
do. He must' make his way
towards that patch of daylight.

He stumbled forward. Some-
times - he splashed through
puddles. At other times he
walked face first into cobwebs.
He bruised his shins and bashed
his ankles. At last he came to
where the patch of light was.

The daylight came from a
hole in the roof of the under-
ground passage. From the hole
hung a rope ladder! .

Thankfully Dr. Gandybar
started to climb. He had taken
two steps upwards when an
angry voicereached him. It came
from farther along the passage.

“Hurry up with that swag!”
someone was saying harshly,
“Carlo on guard up there will
be getting anxious!”

A cold shiver ran down Dr.
Gandybar’s back. He recog-
nised that voice. The speaker
was the burly gypsy he had met
that afternoon!

He had another shock the
very next moment. Another
voice spoke. It came from the
hole above him!

“Quick?’ .it. hissed. ““We
gotta make-a da gettaway!™
. Dr. Gandybar crouched back
into the shadows. He could see
a man’s head framed against
the daylight. That must be the
man Carloon guard!

He thought quickly. Carlo
must have seen him on the
ladder. Disguising his voice as
much as he could be called
back: ‘“We are nearly there.
The others are coming now !’

Carlo grunted. ‘“Good,” he
said, thinking he’d heard one
of the men he was waiting for.
He moved out of Dr. Gandy-
bar’s sight.

The headmaster jumped nim-
bly to the ground and hid him-
self in the darkest corner he
could find. He was just in time.

Around a bend in the passage
came three men. The two in
front carried something between
them. But it was the third who
made Dr. Gandybar gasp. In
his arms was a big box crammed
with coins!

The three men came to a halt
by the rope ladder. The head-
master’s eyes nearly popped out
of his head. The thing the first
two -men were carrying was—
Squire Perrins himself, bound
and gagged!

Dr. Gandybar gave a loud
yell and sprang forward to
rescue the squire. Fists flying,
he leaped at the burly man.
Caught by surprise, and still
holding the squire’s feet, the
burly man didn’t have a chance.
A terrific biff caught him right
on the nose. With a howl he
clapped a hand to his face.

Dr. Gandybar turned on the
second man and clipped him

neatly on the jaw. He went
down without a sound.
The third man had now

recovered from his surprise. He
had dropped the box of coins
and pulled a blackjack. He took
a mighty swipe at Dr. Gandybar
who dodged in time. The head-
master recovered his balance
and thwacked the man on the
ear. It was not a heavy blow,

however, for with a snarl the
man lifted his blackjack again.

Once more  Dr, Gandybar
dodged, and this time he moved
forward to grapple at close
quarters. He was just about to
dig the fellow in the ribs when
he heard a fierce whisper in his
ear.

“Peeg dog!” It was Carlo,
who had clambered down the
rope ladder!

Carlo’s strong arms gripped
him. Then the burly man he
had hit first came towards Dr.
Gandybar, holding a handker-
chief to his bleeding nose. He
lifted his fist.

Dr. Gandybar waited for the
blow, but it didn’t come. A
strange clanking sound was
filling the air.

“Lumme!” cried the burly
man, turning pale.

“Caramba!’’ hissed Carlo.

Dr. Gandybar- turned to
look. Coming rapidly along the
g:ssage was the Wizzardig. Just

hind it were Willie Wizzard
and Jimmy Bash! ;

The Wizzardig jabbed merrily
at the ground as it rattled along,
churning up earth and stones.
It headed straight for Carlo.

“My feets!”” screamed Carlo.
“Tt wiﬁ dig my feets”” He turned
on his heels and ran as fast as
he could. The other two villains
paused for a second. Then they
too scampered off in the same
direction, leaving the fourth
man unconscious on the floor
beside the bound Squire Perrins.

The Wizzardig clanked swiftly
by the astonished headmaster

‘(Continued on page 18)

odd runs.

SUBBUTEQ
“TABLE CRICKET”

The Replica of Test and County Cricket

Played with teams of miniature men, ball,
and stumps with bails. Over-arm bowling,
double wickets and all the “‘outs’’ such as
clean bowled, stumped, caught, etc. Googlies, breaks,
and even body-line bowlin

Send stamp for full details and order form to:
P. A. ADOLPH, Dept. 51, The Lodge, Langton Green, Tunbridge Wells

g- Hits for six, four and

“AWOTHER SUPER /. *

CEL!

7R

FREE!

COUPON
WORTH 376
IN EVERY
PARCEL!

of FILM BOOKS, STARPICTURES &OTHERTHRILLING
BOOKS, WITH HOURS OF INTERESTING READING

Name

i"'Write today to Dept. 5.4., 172 Fleet Street, London, E.C.4.~~¢
Please send Bargain Parcel of Books, etc. | enclose 5/- [

Addr

5.4 _l

1

Town

et v s e

T s e

: ﬁ_BiFFERENf PARCEL WILL BE OFFERED EACH WEEK
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{LL 900N HAVE
YOUR CHIMNEY
CLEAN, MISs |

THANKS , TEX .
QLD CRUSTY NEXT
DOOR HAS BEEN

COMPLAINING /

80 TEX GIVES ONE BIG HEARTY
SHOVE , . ., .

: BAH ! :
SILLY TOMFOOLERY!
'Ll SHOW ‘EM/

HM! ETILL SEEMS

BLOCKED LP!
I'D BETTER 05K
MY SPECIAL

JET- PROPELLED

HO0T- SHIFTER /

IT-LOOK® AB
YOUR CHIMN

GOLLY, MR CRUBTY.

IF
EY

NEEDSH SWEEPING,
To0!




was a huge hidden treasure
—a great hoard of stolen
property, the loot from dozens
of clever robberies. The master

crook who had planned these .

robberies and hidden the trea-

sure was a cunning old China- -

man named Wan Chen.

Wan Chen had the ivory
mandarin made to hold - the
secret of his treasure hoard.
It was a little ivory statue, with
clockwork to make it dance,
and if you counted the steps
carefully, and watched which
way the mandarin faced, you
could discover the exact spot on
the map where the treasure lay.

A second master-crook, called
the Professor, was determined
to get the treasure for himself.
He had tried all sorts of
desperate tricks to get hold of
the ivory mandarin, and he had
succeeded at last. But before
he had time to read more than
half of the secret, the mandarin
had been snatched from him
by Bob Harley. However, the
Professor thought that he could
guess the other half.

Bob Harley, the son of
Inspector Harley of Scotland
Yard, and Lotus Chen—Wan
Chen’s daughter—had been the
Professor’s prisoners. When the
escaped from him, they tool{
the ivory mandarin with them,
and now it was in the hands of
the police. But it wouldn’t
work—for it had been soaked
in water! ;

The Professor had been
caught by the police—largely
thanks to Bob and Lotus. But
he had not been under arrest
long, when he managed to make
a daring escape, fleeing from
the country in one of the
world’s fastest air-liners, a new
De Holland “‘Rocket™.

“A ‘DE HOLLAND

_dred miles an hour, and
keep it up for ten thousand
miles!”” said Inspector Harley.
““The Professor may be almost
anywhere in the world by now.
We don’t know where even to
begin looking for him!”’

It was the morning after the
Professor’s getaway. The Inspec-
tor, with Bob and Lotus, was
sitting in Superintendent Smith’s
office, back at Scotland Yard.

Bob and Lotus had just
finished telling the full story of
their own adventures of the
day before, and a police officer
had taken it all down in short-
hand for the official record.

The Superintendent picked
up the ivory mandarin, and
shook it.

‘“And now this little chap
won’t work,”” he said, ‘‘we seem
further than ever from getting
all that stolen property back.”*

“Couldn’t the ivory mandarin
be mended ?’* asked Lotus. She
and Bob Harley had become
firm friends during their adven-

‘Rocket” can do six hun- -

day or two.
Lotus had
known nothing
of her father’s
crooked past,
until the affair
of the ivory
mandarin had
brought it to
light. Now she
wanted to help
right her
father’s wrong-
doing — all the

more 50, be-
cause she loved
him dearly. In
any case, she
had no idea
where he was
now, since he

had made a
daring get-
away from the
1;;o}ice in a
elicopter.

‘““We’re go-
ing to try to
get the man-
darin mended,”
Bob’s dad an-
swered her, e
“But I doubt whether it will help
us very much. A good watch-
maker will probably be able to
make the little chap dance again
quite easily. But will he be able
to make him dance in exactly
the right way ? There’s all sorts
of wheels and levers and things
inside  his clockwork, and
according to the way you
put ’em together, so you can
make him do thousands of
different little dances.” “I don’t
think we’ve got much chance of
hitting on the right one, you
know.”

“You make it sound pretty
hopeless, Dad,”” said Bob.

“No—1I don’t think it’s quite
that,”” returned the Inspector
thoughtfully, “It seems to me
that we’ve got one very good
clue. Before Bob here snatched
the mandarin from under the
Professor’s nose, the Professor
had counted off the first set
of steps that the mandarin
made, and so he’d got hold of
the first part of the secret. That
first set of steps adds up to the
figures 34 and 26. He does this
facing East, which gives us
34 degrees, 26 minutes East
longitude. But we don’t know
the latitude. If we did, we'd
know just exactly where to look
for the treasure. But we do
know something else!”

“What’s that?”’

“That the Professor got very
excited when he learned that this
longitude could mean that the
treasure was somewhere off the
South-East * coast of Africa.
Bob and Lotus here heard
him!”’

“That’s right!” put in Bob.
“He said it made him think of
something in the past!”’

“Exactly!” said Bob’s dad.
“And we know a good deal

Mandariyn

Bob lwpp eud in his tracks. Facing him from every side were a dozen or more Wan

Chens, all exactly alike, and all

about the Professor’s past. Let’s
look up his record, and see if
he has ever been in that part
of the world, or had anything
to do with it!”

The Superintendent sent for
the file which contained the
Professor’s official life-story—
so far as it was known—and
together he and the Inspector
pored over it.

Suddenly the Inspector gave
a shout. :

‘““Here we are!” he cried.
“Listen to this! ‘In 1932 the
Professor was among those
believed lost when the oil-
tanker Southern Star sank off
the South-East coast of
Africal’”

The Super snapped his fingers
together.

“It might be interesting to
know the exact position in
which she sank!”’ he said.

Bob’s dad reached for the
telephone.

“Get me Lloyds,” he said.

Nobody spoke as he waited
to be connected through to the
head office of the famous
insurance company. Almost
every ship afloat is insured with
Lloyds, and he knew that they
keep exact records of every
sinking. =

He was soon able to speak
to the official whom he knew
could tell him what he wanted
to know. There was a short
wait while the necessary book
was fetched. Then came the

reply.

?";hank you very much!”
said Inspector Harley at last.
He hung up the phone, and
turned to the others.

“The position at which the
Southern Star sank is 34 degrees
"26 minutes East, and 37 degrees
14 minutes South, and what's

holding guns!

more, the vessel was owned by
a Hong Kong company of
which Wan Chen was a direc-
tor!”

“Holy smoke!” gasped Bob.
“So Wan Chen stowed his
treasure on board this tanker,
and then hid it by sinking it to
the bottom of the sea!”

“It certainly looks that way!”’
Inspector said Harley.

N and on the ‘“Rocket”
had thundered. High in
the air—far above the levels of
ordinary aircraft—the sleek
silver monster was far out of
sight of anyone on the ground.
Even the mighty thunder of
four jet engines that pulled with
the power of forty-eight thou-
sand horses could hardly be
heard. She had been flying for
more than eleven hours. South-
ern Europe—the Mediterranean
—the Sahara Desert—tropical
Africa and the rolling forest
lands of Tanganyika had slipped
past under her speeding wings.
The Professor had held the
great machine on a steady
south-easterly course for nearly
seven thousand miles now.
Below him stretched the blue
of the Indian Ocean.

This was by no means the
first time the Professor had
flown a big aircraft. During the
world war he had piloted many
different types as a special agent
in the pay of the enemy.

Parachute drops were nothing
new to him, and he planned to
make one now.

He peered down to his left,
seeking to find out just where
he was. From that great height,
he could scan over vast dis-
tances, for the earth below
looked almost like a section
of a class-room globe.
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_Then his searching gaze
picked out a cluster of little
1slands, dropping back below
his starboard wing. These must

~ be the Seychelles. He glanced at
his compass, and putting on a
little right rudder brought the
machine round until it was
heading a few degrees west of
south.

Now ithe Professor scanned
the horizon straight ahead of
him, and soon picked out the
green shape of a big island.
This was Madagascar—more
than twice the size of the
British Isles.

Twenty minutes later,
island was beneath him.

The Professor was ready
jump.

He set the controls of the
“Rocket” to hold her on her
southerly course, and switched
in the automatic pilot, so that
the plane would fly herself.

Swiftly he checked over his
parachute harness, and the
small cylinder of compressed
oxygen, which he would have
to breathe as he dropped. At
that great height, the ordinary
air is too thin and cold to keep
a man alive.

The Professor adjusted his
oxygen mask over his mouth
and nose, slid back the metal
door of the “Rocket”, and
jumped.

He dropped swiftly through
. the thin upper air. He wanted
to be as near the ground as was
safe before he pulled the rip-
cord of his parachute, for he
knew how easily a high, drifting
parachute can be seen from the
ground. The Professor had no
wish to let the French authori-
ties on the island know of his-
arrival in Madagascar.

He turned slowly over and
over as he fell. First he saw the
sky above him, with the silver
shape of the abandoned
““Rocket’” winging on over the
Southern Oceans. She would go
on, he knew, for an hour or
more yet before her fuel ran
cut and she spun down to a
watery grave.

Over he turned again, and
now he was looking at the
island below. His sharp eyes

the

to
'

made out the shape of Tavga
Bay, on the East coast. So far,
so good.

The green forest below rushed
up at him, faster and faster as
he dropped lower and lower.

At under two thousand feet.
the Professor pulled his rip-cord,

Helanded, as he had planned,
aB few miles inland from Tavga

ay.

The Professor rolled his
parachute into a bundle, and
thrust it out of sight in a clump
of dense underbrush. Then he
checked his gun, to make sure
that- it was in good working
order.

Food, drink, and rest were
the things the Professor needed
now, and in Tavga Bay he knew
where he could find all three.
For an old friend of the Pro-
fessor’s lived there.

Food, drink, and rest. And
after that, Wan Chen’s treasure.

The Professor chuckled to
himself as he set out towards
the east coast of the island.

OTUS and Bob came out
of Scotland Yard. Bob
was going home. Lotus

was going back to her boarding
school in Buckinghamshire.

“I'll see you off at Baker
Street Station,” said Bob. “We'll
walk along the Embankment to
Westminster Underground, and
get a train to Baker Street from
there.”

Lotus nodded. To tell the
truth, she was not at all eager
to go back to school. Something
told her that the affair of the
ivory mandarin was notyet over.
And Lotus didn’t want to be out
of it. And anyway, where was
her father?

Bob’s feelings were somewhat
the same. He knew that he
would be going back to school,
too. Back to the routine of the
police cadet college. Bob sighed.
He would have liked to be in at
the finish—on the spot when
Wan Chen’s treasure was at
long last discovered.

Both of them were very much
wrapped up in their own
thoughts as they walked along
the Embankment towards the
Underground station.

(Continued from page 7)

Neither of them noticed the
little sun-burned man in the
shabby suit and the cloth cap.

The little man had been
waiting for them when they left
Scotland Yard. Now he was
following them carefully.

They reached the station, and
Bob joined the short queue to
buy tickets at the booking
office.

At once the little man sidled
swiftly up to Lotus, muttered
something, and slipped a folded
paper into her hand. Then he
darted away, and was lost from
sight in the crowd.

Lotus frowned, unfolded the
gaper, and glanced at it. Then

er eyes widened in surprise,
and-her face paled.

Just then Bob came back with
the tickets. He had not seen
what had happened. In fact the
little man had been very careful
to make sure that Bob should
not do so.

“I’'ve got the tickets,” said
Bob. Then he saw the girl’s face.
“nge—l say-t—_w?at's the mq.’t-
ter? Are you feeling groggy?”

“I'm aI{right.“ Lotus spoke
with an effort. Then she pulled
herself together, and smiled at
Bob. “It’s nothing, really.”” She
pushed the folded scrap of
paper into her pocket.

Bob saw  the action, and
wondered to himself. Lotus had
had nothing in her hand when
he bad left her, he felt sure.
What was that scrap of paper
that she was pushing away in
such a hurry ? Bob almost asked
her, and then stopped himself.
After all, she didn’t have to tell
him about it if she didn’t want
to. :
“Bob—you don’t have to
come to Baker Street with me.
After all—it’s out of your way,
isn’t it?”

Bob was about to argue, but
something in the girl’s manner
stopped him. She wasn’t lookin
at him. Bob sensed that she ha
some very strong reason for
what she was doing.

““Just give me the ticket. I can
manage—really I can.”

“Qkay—sure,”” said Bob awk-
wardly, as he handed over one
of the two tickets he had bought.

“Thank you, Bob. Goodbye.”
Lotus squeezed his hand. Then
she was gone through the ticket
barrier.

Bob frowned, and stood
thinking hard. Below him on
the underground he could hear
the sound of a train coming
in to the platform. ;

Then Bob made up his mind.

He sprinted through the
barrier, waving his ticket as he
went, along a passage at the
double, and down some steps
two at a time.

Bob dived into a carriage,
just as the automatic doors were
shutting, and prayed that this
wasn’t the carriage Lotus had
entered.

He looked around him as the
train moved off. No—not a sign
of Lotus. He walked to the end
of the carriage, and peeped
through the window which gave
a glimpse into the next one.

There was Lotus, sitting side-
ways-on to him. In her hands
was a sheet of paper.

It seemed to be a letter of
some sort. Bob wished that he
could read it. He had a hunch
that in that letter was the reason
for the girl’s sudden wish to go
on her way alone.

There was some mystery here.
And after the adventures of the
past three days, Bob could
easily believe that some new
peril might threaten Wan Chen’s
daughter.

Bob made up his mind to
follow her, and keep watch until
he was sure that Lotus was out
of danger.

In the next carriage, Lotus
sat and looked at the paper.

It was a letter. .

- A letter from Wan Chen, her
father, telling her where he was,
and asking her to come to him
at once, alone.

An hour and a half later,
Lotus reached Ketterwick.

Ketterwick is a little market
town, fifty miles from London.
This week it was busier than
usual, for a travelling fair and
circus was visiting the place, and

° many people were coming into

the town from the surrounding
countryside to enjoy the fun.
The day’s business had not
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THE MYSTERY OF THE
IVORY MANDARIN
(Continued from page 8)

yet begun, as Lotus picked her
way among the sideshows and
booths.

Fifty yards behind her, Bob
Harley was watching from the
cover of a merry-go-round.

Lotus stopped at last before
one particular sideshow. It was
a big tent, with a bright red
pay desk outside the entrance.
Over the top was a big lettered
board, painted in bright colours
with a design of dragons and
stars. The lettering read:

ALL THE MAGIC OF THE
MYSTIC EAST! AMAZING!
MYSTIEYING! SEE CHEN
WANG —THE GREATEST
WIZARD OF ALL TIME!

From where he stood, Bob
could read the big lettering
easily. Chen Wang—Wan Chen!
Could it be?

Lotus pushed up the flap of
the “tent, and looked inside.
Then she entered.

Bob thought for a moment.
Then he carefully worked his
way round the outside of the
various tents and booths. He
was very careful to seem as
though he was just strolling
round, as any boy might do,
out of idle curiosity. He reached
the back of the Wizard’s tent
without anyone taking any
special notice of him.

He stood for a moment until
he was sure that no one was
watching him. Then he moved
silently into the narrow gap
between the Wizard’s tent and
the next one and crouched
down.

Wan Chen’s voice came to
him through the canvas. -

‘“‘Dishonourable father of
dutiful daughter play many
parts, like actor. Some bad
parts. If all plans had gone
well, daughter never hear of
these. Now must face truth
about worthless parent. Have
done much that is wrong. Using
disguise as Chen Wang, have
visited many parts of England
and planned robberies for gang
to carry out. Police never sus-
pect that Chinese wizard in
sideshow and Wan Chen,
Chinese ivory merchant, are
one and same person. Not
know now. But one cat is out
of proverbial bag. Police now
looking for Wan Chen.”

‘“What are you going to do,
Father ? Why did you send for
me2

‘“Had meant to leave you here
in England and return to land
of honourable ancestors. Had
meant you to read secret of
ivory mandarin in time to come.
Then police give you reward for
finding Wan Chen’s stolen
treasure, and maybe you never
know truth of parent’s life of
crime. But now you know
truth—I take you to China.”

“And the treasure, Father?

Can’t you give it back—it
isn’t—’'' Lotus broke off.
‘“‘Father—what’s the matter 7"’

The fright in the girl’s voice
sent a chill of alarm shooting
up Bob’s spine.

‘“Honourable eavesdropper
on outside of tent please not to
move! This unworthy person
has gun in hand!”

Bob could have kicked him-
self. The sun had come out
from behind a cloud and-thrown
his shadow on the side of the
canvas tent.

‘“Please to raise hands and
stand still!”” came Wan Chen’s
voice again. =

At that moment the sun went
behind a cloud.

Bob took a chance and
leaped for the open towards the
front side of the show-tent.

He heard the plop of a
silenced gun and a bullet tore
through the canvas behind him.
Bob sprinted along in the open,
heading down the midway of
the fair. Surely Wan Chen
wouldn’t dare to shoot at him
in the open where other people
might see him.

Bob: meant to dodge Wan
Chen if he could. He saw the
open doorway of a wooden
sideshow building ahead of
him. Inside was semi-darkness.
Bob dived inside, hoping that
Wan Chen had not seen him.
He forged ahead in the gloom
and bumped into something.

Dimly he could see his own
reflection and guessed that he
had dodged into one of a fair-
ground’s best-known side-shows
-—a mirror maze.

Bob stretched his hands out
in front of himself and feit his
way round three or four corners,
hoping to find a way out. He
couldn’t go back to the front
entrance, for that way he
would be almost certain to run
intoy,, Wan Chen, even if he
hadn’t seen him dodge inside.

But that was a vain hope.
A second later the lights of the
maze suddenly came on. Wan
Chen clearly knew that he was
somewhere inside and was
coming after him.

Bob bumped himself against
a couple of clear glass panels
that had been placed among the
mirrors to make the maze more
baffling. Then he found an
opening again and dived
through. The mirrored passage
took two more turns, then Bob
blundered suddenly out into
a many-sided space in the
middle of the maze.

He stopped dead in his tracks.

Facing him from every side
were a dozen or more Wan
Chens, and all holding guns.

Bob knew that only one was
real—that all the rest were just
reflections.

But which way should he go
now?

Next week: The battle for the
sunken treasure!
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MICK GETS RID OF A BULLYING MANAGER BY MAKING HIM GIVE HIS BOSS THE SACK!

“BANG!’ The cigar exploded with such a report that it knocked the

THE SACKING OF
MR. PICKEM

ICK the Moon Boy and

his twelve-year-old pal
¢ Hank Luckner were sit-
ting in a milk bar in Chicago.
A young man came in, flung
himself down into a chair and
groaned aloud.

Mick and Hank stared at
him with interest, for young
gentlemen don’t as a rule sit
groaning aloud in milk bars.

h dear!” he groaned,
taking not the slightest notice of
Mick and Hank. ‘““This is ter-
rible. But I might have known.
1 saw it coming.”

*“What’s the trouble?” asked
Mick.

The young man stared at him.

“I don’t want to butt into
your affairs,” said Mick, “but
perhflps my pal and I can help

ou.””

“I’ve got the sack!”’ cried the
young man. “I've been with
Pickem’s Advertising Agency
ever since I left college, seven
years ago. I've worked for them
night and day—and now that
brute Riley’s kicked me out.”

“Who’s Riley ?” asked Mick.

“The " new  manager,”’ cried
the young man passionately.
“He’s only been with Pickem’s
Advertising Agency about a
month and during that time
he’s sacked at least half the
staff—a lot of ’em men with
wives and families and abso-
lutely dependent on their jobs.”

“But what’s he done that
for 7’ demanded Mick.

“What for 7’ cried the young
man. “Because he’s the most
heartless brute in Chicago,
that’s what for. He’s supposed
to be a live wire, a go-getter.
That’s why he got the job as
manager. To put some pep
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in his chair!

into the firm. And the way he’s
doing it is by steadily sacking
the whole of the present staff.”

“Why, aren’t they doing
their jobs properly?’ asked
Mick.

“Of course they’re doing
their jobs properly,” cried the
young man fiercely. “You won’t
find a better bunch anywhere.
The only reason Riley is sacking
them and bringing in new people
is to show everybody around
that he’s the boss.”

He wiped his face with his
handkerchief and went on:

“It’s like this, you see. Mr.
Pickem doesn’t come to the
office very much now. He
hasn’t been very well and he’s
had to take a complete rest. So
he hires this Riley, who’s from
New York, to take charge of
the business in his absence.
He’s given the swab an_abso-
lutely free hand and Riley’s
taking advantage of it to sack
men who've been with the firm
all their lives. If he doesn’t like
your face you're out. If you're
a couple of minutes late in the
morning you're out. If you
stand up to him when he’s
bawling at you you’re out. Any
excuse is good enough for him
to kick a guy out. In fact, he
doesn’t need an excuse. He
kicks ’em out without that, like
he’s kicked me out.”

‘*And does Mr. Pickem know -

about these sackings?’ asked
Mick.

*“No, he doesn’t,”” said the
young man. ‘‘His doctors say
that he’s not to be bothered
with business at all. Riley knows
that and knows that he can do
as he jolly well likes. He’s the
absolute boss—the big shot—
and, being a complete brute
into the bargain, he’s having a
grand time bringing misery and

millionaire clean over backwards

unhappiness to decent men and
women who have worked for
years and years for Pickem’s.”

“I see,” said Mick. He eyed
the young man steadily. He
liked the look of him. *“‘Well,
I think I can put this Riley in
his place for you and get your
jobs back for all you people
who’ve been sacked.”

“You can?’ cried the young
man, looking at Mick in amaze-
ment.

“I’ll handle him,”” said Mick
coolly, *“and I'll do it right now.
What’s your name and where is
this Pickem’s Advertising
Agency?”’

The young man told him that

.his name was -Harold Tubbs

and gave him the address of
the agency.

““Okay, you and Hank amuse
yourselves for a couple of
hours, then I’ll meet you back
here,”” said Mick, rising. “And
don’t worry. Everything’s going
to be all right.”

He stared very hard at Harold
Tubbs for a moment then turned
quickly away. And as he did so
an amazing thing happened.
For he was no longer his hand-
some, boyish self, but was the
absolute spitting image of the

somewhat thin and sharp-
featured Harold Tubbs. What
was more, he was dressed

exactly as Harold was dressed.
In other words, anyone seeing
him would have sworn that he
really was Harold Tubbs.
Harold didn’t see this amazing
change in Mick, for the Moon
Boy was already moving swiftly
away towards the door. Out-
side on the sidewalk he hailed
a taxi and was driven to the
offices of the Pickem Advertising
Agency.
it was
wonderful magic powers,

by means of his
of

THE MOON BOY

course, that Mick had changed
himsell into the double of
Harold Tubbs; and when he
walked into the offices of the
advertising agency all the clerks,
typists and secretaries thought
that he really was Harold.

They all greeted him very
warmly indeed, which showed
Mick that Harold was a very
popular guy, but one of the
clerks said to him gravely:

“You shouldn’t have come
back, Harold. Riley’ll have a
fit if he finds you in here after
he’s sacked you.”

“It’s Big Cheese Riley that
I’ve come to see,” said Mick,
speaking in Harold’s voice.
**Where is the stinker ?*’

‘““He’s in his private office,”
replied the clerk. ““He’s got
John Ronson, the millionaire
motor-car maker with him.
They’re discussing business. Big
business. Harold,”” he almost
screamed, as Mick made to-
wards a polished oak door
with the name Oscar Riley on
it. ** You can’t go in there!”

“Can’t I?” grinned Mick.
“You’d be surprised!”

With that, and leaving white-
faced clerks and typists staring
after him, he opened the door,
walked boldly into the private
sanctum of the great Oscar
Riley and shut the door behind
him.

Oscar Riley, a big fat man
with cold little eyes and a
square-jawed, brutal face, was
sitting at his expensive desk.
Sitting talking to him across
the desk was the well-dressed
millionaire motor-car maker.

At sight of Mick, whom he
took to be the sacked Harold
Tubbs, Riley’s little eyes opened
wide with surprise and fury,
and his fat red face went
purple with passion.

“What in thunder do you
want in here?’ he roared,
blundering to his feet. “How
dare you—get out at once
before I have you thrown out!”’

“You talking to me?” asked
Mick sweetly, making a curious,
movement with his hand.

That movement put the magxc
’fluence on the fat Riley, who
immediately beamed all over
his face and cried: :

*““No, no, Harold, my boy,
I was only joking. I think you're
a swell guy. Come and sit
down. Mr. Ronson is just about
to sign that million dollar con-
tract with us. Have a cigar,
Mr. Ronson.”

He shoved a box of cigars
across the desk towards the
millionaire. Looking somewhat
surprised at Riley’s sudden
change of tone towards Mick,
Mr. Ronson took a cigar and
lighted it.

Bang!

The cigar had exploded with
such a shattering report that it
knocked the millionaire clean
over backwards in his chair and

(Continued on opposite page)
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209,427 188534 198787 142,982 118,735 59,619
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Well, was your number there? if so, this is what to do: f, Choose
a present from those named on the left and write its name in the
space marked “For Official Use’" in your Club Album. 2, Write
on a piece of paper the name of the character, story or picture-
story you like best in COMET and add a few words saying why.

If you have not yet joined our grand new Club, all you have to do is write
to us on a piece of paper saying, “‘Please make me a member of the
C.ES.C.,”" adding your full name and address. Then pin two 21d. stamps to
the paper and enclose it in an envelope and post to the Club address
(given above). The Engine Spotters’ Album with your Club Number
printed on it and lots of interesting things inside will then be sent to you
post free. Once you're a member, you too can join in our Club fun and,

3, Make sure your name and full address are filled in on the
Membership page of the Album. 4, After checking to make quite
sure your membership number and one of those above are exactly
the same put both your Album and piece of paper in an envelope,
seal it and stick on a 24d. stamp. Post at once to: COMET E.S.
Club, 3 Pilgrim Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.) to arrive
by Tuesday, July 22, the Closing Date.

of course, watch for your number to appear. -

Provided your claim is in order your present should reach you
about seven days after the Closing Dace, Albums are returned
at the same time—post free!

MICK THE MOON BOY
(Continued)

made his face as black as soot
with some chemical from the
explosion.

‘““Confound you!’’ he
screamed, scrambling furiously
to his feet. “How dare you give
me a trick cigar, Riley, you
blackguard ? You must be crazy.
This'll cost you a million
dollars. I'm going to take my
business  elsewhere, d’you
hear ?”’

“I should tell Mr. Pickem
that, too, if I were you,”
advised Mick.

“I will””” shouted the rich
and raging Mr. Ronson. “I’ll
get him on the phone at his
private house and I’ll tell him
how this fat fool Riley’s con-
ducting the business—giving
his best customers dangerous
exploding cigars!”

““Phooey!”’ sneered Riley.
“Pickem’s no longer in the
business. I’ve been giving every-

body the sack in this joint and
now I'm going to sack old
Pickem himself!”

“But he’s the owner of the
business,’” shouted Mr. Ronson.
“You can’t sack him!”’

SCan’t 1Y cried Riley,
snatching up the telephone.
“You just get an earful of this!”

Within a few moments he
was through to Mr. Pickem at
that gentleman’s private house.

“That you, Pickem?’ he
roared over the phone. “Riley
here. I've just rung up to tell
you you’re sacked. I've been
sacking everybody around here
and now it’s your turn. What’s
that? You own the business?
Har! Har! Har! That’s what
you think. You’re sacked, I tell
you, so don’t you shove your
ugly mug in here again. What
d’vou say? You're coming
along to the office right away.
Okay, you come. I’ve got the
sack waiting for you!”

He certainly had. For when
Mr. Pickem, a nice little
gentleman, came rushing into

the private office some twenty
minutes later, Mr. Oscar Riley
leapt on him and whipped a
huge sack over him and started
to tie him up in it with feverish
haste, laughing like billy-o as
he did so.

“Har! Har! Har!” he guff-

awed. ‘““I told you I had the
sack waiting for you, you pesky
little man. How d’you like it?
I'm a great hand at sacking
guys. Har! Har! Har!”

The grinning Mick, who had
been watching the scene with
the flabbergasted Mr. Ronson,
made another movement with
his hand. This movement took
the magic ’fluence off Riley
and restored him in a jiffy to
his usual self.

The fat and bullying manager
stared pop-eyed at the strug-
gling sack in which he had tied
Mr. Pickem; then with a hoarse
cry he ripped it open again and
hauled out the raging owner of
the firm.

“Gee, Mister Pickem, I just
dunno what came over me!”’ he

cried. “I'm mighty sorry—I
hope I haven’t hurt you——""

*“Yes, you have!” yelled little
Mr. Pickem in a towering pas-
sion. ““You—you—you big,
blackguardly bonehead, get out
of here!”’ he screamed. “You’re
sacked-—finished. I won’t have
you around here another
minute!”’

He didn’t, either. What was
more, when he heard how the
brutal Riley had been sacking
old and valued employees right
and left, including Harold
Tubbs, he had the whole lot of
them back immediately and
gave them all a rise in salary
just to make up for the way
they’d been treated.

But to this day Harold
Tubbs denies that he was in the
office when the “‘sacking” of
Mr. Pickem took place, and is
quite mystified by the way the
staff insist that he was there.

Next week Mick and Hank
have some fun with a talking
scarecrow!
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WHEN THE -
WHITE MEN =
AGREED TO KEEP

AWAY FROM

“THE, COMANGHE.

. HUNTING GROUNDS ,

THE REDSKIN TRIBE ~=
WAS SATISFIED, AND
PROMISED PEACE .
ALL WENT WELL
UNTIL ONE DAY ~~~

PALEFACE.
BREAK, TREATY .
| STOP HiM #

X

\ s N

How.” PALEFACE
ON COMANCHE,

LAND.
MUST TURN

BUT AS THE CHIEF TURNS TO RIDE OFF
KURT HOGEN GRABS A RIFLE AND ~~
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ABOUT THAT /

NEXT MOMENT THE WAGON 1§
TEARING ACROSS THE PRAIRIE ~~

WHAT DNou THERE'S GOT
WANT TODO | ‘TOBE A WAR
IF WE'RE. “TO SELL
RIFLES TO THE.
INDIANS, AND THIS
SHOULD START ONE
ALL RIGHT

GEE ,MIGHTY SORRY, CHIEF.
WE DIDN'T KNOW

ANYTHING

L/
YEAH., WERE
STRANGERS /

AND THE VILLAINOUS

KURT HOGEN 1S RIGHT ./
SOON, SMOKE-AFTER-SMOKE
SIGNALS RISE OVER THE
PRAIRIE , SUMMONING THE
COMANCHE. BRAVES ~~




AND ONGE AGAIN THE WAR-DRUMS SOUND OUT THE

PALEFACE.

KILL CHIEF. 22

e

500N AFTER AT FORT BENSON ~~

INDIANS ./
ON THE
WARPATH /

ﬁ

\

1
T A
i
"'v_-," I{ o =
e @
5P e\ i};_
SN | |/

.//,7/’

A

_ L ENES .,

==

T2

= —
WERE SHORT &
>y [ OF MEN/ CANT

Mﬁgi% }.rtﬁfsﬁp\;{év

P, HOLD OUT FOR | FOR REINFOROEMENTS
LONG, 81,/ ) TWO DAYS AGO ~~

THEY/LL BE HERE.

BUT AT THAT MOMENT A LONE RIDER 1§ — |

FAST APPROACHING FORT BENSON ~~~
KIT CARSON, THE FAMOUS SC0UT.

{Continued on next page)



KIT CARSON AND THE REDSKIN RISING (Continued from page 15)

AS HE NEARS THE FORT, THE SOUNDS OF BATTLE MOUNTING HIS MUSTANG, KIT CARSON GOES
MAKE HIM DIVE FOR CGOVER, ~~ THUNDERING HEADLONG INTO THE INDIANS ~~

HECK.! AN INDIAN WAUGH -~
RISING . BUT THIS MESSAGE s, PALEFACE/
MUST GO THROUGH ~~ ¥ KILL HIM

P .h

IN A FEW MOMENTS THE COMANCHES ARE ALL ROUND 7] LIKE A FLASH KIT SLIPS FRO
KIT CARSON >~

M THE SAPDLE ~~"]

pg AAAH, e
N ~

7, o Ky € /
= s — — /

AND THEN HE |5 THROUGH ;
THE SAVAGE HORDES AND — ' KIT DELIVERS HIS MESSAGE TO THE QOLO)

OVER THE WALLS OF
THE FORT ~~

7O COLONEL g
8COTT. NO \
REINFORCEMENTS,
RELY ON YOU TO

KEEP INDIANS

OFF WARPATH. M)

: éti =
E'RE DONE FOR, KIT.

week Kit has a plan to stop the battle—But Hogen and Shayne stir up more trouble!
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BILLY THE BUNNY
BEATS THE BOASTERS

- ELP!” yelled Billy Bunn
the rabbit.

He had a jolly good
reason for shouting for help.
For poor Billy was caught in a
rabbit snare. He had been
fnskini and gambolling merrity
through the woods, when with-

. out the slightest warning he

had found himself caught in a
cunningly-placed snare.
- Billy hadn’t always been a
rabbit. Not so very long ago he
been just an ordinary
schoolboy—one of a party of
boys who had come to Meadow-
sweet Farm to help Farmer
Whipstraw with the harvest.
One morning, however, the

whole lot of them had felt ill. -

So Dr. Dozey, the village
doctor, had come out to the
farm to give them all a dose of
medicine. But Dr. Dozey was
the most absent-minded little
old gentleman that you could
meet anywhere. He got his
bottles mixed up and, instead
of giving the boys a dose of
medicine he gave thefn a dose of
a wonderful liquid which he
had invented for changing
people into birds and animals.

The result was that in a flash
the whole bunch of them had
been changed into the strangest
collection of birds and animals
that you ever saw. And birds
and animals they were doomed
to remain until Dr. Dozey
could find a liquid to change
them back to their proper
selves again.

“But I'll never live to be
changed back to mty proper self
if I don’t get out of this beastly
snare,” almost sobbed little
Billy Bunn. ‘“Some awful
poacher or some other
r-r-rotter’ll come along and kill
me—that’s what’ll happen.
Help! Help!”

He shouted at the top of his

~ voice, for although they had

been changed into birds and
animals, he and his pals could
still talk in their human
voices.

““Oh, why did I ever come out
alone?’  thought poor Billy
despairingly. “If only I'd had
one of the other chaps with me
he couid have gone for help or
something. Hallo! Here's some-
one coming!”

He crouched down, still
caught in the snare, his heart
beating wildly. Because, for all
he knew, it might be the man
who had set the snares who he
could hear coming along
‘whistling gaily.

Next instant Billy gave a
gre... gasp of relief. For it
wasn’t a man who came into
view round a bend in the path,
but a small, cheery-faced boy
with his hands in his pockets
and a school cap on his head.
Billy recognised the school cap
as that of St. Anselm’s, a school

sitnated about
two miles from
Meadowsweet
Farm. =
“Isay!”’ cried E
Billy, as the E
small boy came
abreast of the
spot where
Billy was
crouched.
Thesmall boy
looked down.
As he did so he
nearly jumped
out of his skin.
“It—it wasn't
you who
spoke?’’ he
gasped, gaping
at Billy as
though he
couldn’t be-
lieve his eyes.
“Oh, yes, it

was!’’ cried

7.

Billy.

‘““But-—but
1 didn’t know
that rabbits could talk!” gasped
the small boy, his eyes nearly
sticking out of his head.

“QOh, yes, some of us can!”
said Billy. “But do, please, for
goodness’ sake, let me out of
this snare!”’

“Oh, yes! Right-ho!” cried
the smali' boy. Hestooped down
and very quickly released Billy.

“Thanks very much!” said
Billy gratefully. “It’s awfully
decent of you. Perhaps one day
I’llbeabletodoyouagoodturn.”

“You could do me and a lot
of my pals a good turn now if
you liked,” said the small boy,
still staring at Billy as though
he couldn’t believe his eyes.

“Could 1?7’ asked Billy.
“Well, fire away! What is it
you want me to do?”

“I’d like to take you back to
school with me,” cried the small
boy eagerly. ‘““Oh, not for
keeps!” he went on hastilf',
seeing by Billy’s face that Billy
didn’t think much of that idea.
“I'd let you go again, honest
I would. You see, it’s like this.
We've got a boy at school
named Ogden Platt who’s
always boasting about what
marvellous pets he’s got at
home. He says he’s got a dog
that’s nearly as clever as a
human being, and he says he’s
got a white mouse that’s nearly
as clever as the dog, and he
says he’s got a rabbit that he's
trained to do tricks. He'’s
always boasting and bragging
about them, and we’re simply
sick of hearing him. Now if
1 was suddenly to produce a
talking rabbit, that wouldn’t
half take the wind out of his
sails, wouldn’t it 2"

“It certainly would,” agreed
Billy. ;
“Yes,” cried the small boy
excitedly, ‘“he’d probably shut
up after that and we’d all get
some peace. I’ll let you go again
as soon as Ogden Platt and the

When young Bill Bunn had his pepper-pot whee

ze,

The quarrelsome dog found it hard not toc sneexze!

other chaps have seen you.””

‘““Right-ho!”’ agreed Billy.
“That’s a bargain. You’ve done
me 2 jolly good turn, so I'll be
very pleased to do you one.
Come on, let’s go!”’

He went scuttling away with
the small boy running along
beside him.

“What’s your 'name,
way ? he asked.

“Tommy Brown,” replied the
boy. “Have you got a name ?”’

*‘Of course,” said Billy.
‘“Mine’s Billy Bunn. Now you’d
better pick me up and pui me
inside your jacket, Tommy.
We're geiting near the school,
and I don’t want to be chased
by any horrid dogs or anything.”

Picking Billy up, Tommy
buttoned him inside his jacket.
Then he ran eagerly on until
he reached the school. Gather-
ing a lot of his pals, for it was
a half-holiday that afternoon—
he sent one of them to find
Ogden Platt, then led the way
into his study.

““What d’you think I’ve got ?”’
he cried.

“What ?"" demanded his pals.

“A talking rabbit!” cried
Tommi", triumphantly produc-
ing Billy from out of his jacket.
“I bet this won’t half put the
kibosh on Ogden Platt and his
wonderful pets that he’s always
talking about. Set the tea,
somgbodf. I'm. going to stand
this jolly little rabbit a whacking
fine salad tea!” ‘

“Thanks very much!” said
Billy politely.

At the sound of Billy’s voice
all Tommy's pals stared in
absolute amazement. Then, as
they broke into a hubbub of
excited chatter, Ogden Platt and
his pals Marmaduke Mopp
and Cuthbert Cropper came
marching into the study.

““Oh, there you are, Platt!”
cried Tommy. ‘“‘Well, we’ve
heard a lot about the marvellous

any-

pets you have at home, but
I bet you haven’t got a talking
rabbit!” {

“Talking rabbit?’ sneered
QOgden Platt, who was a fat,
puddingy-faced boy. ‘“Don’t
talk such rot!”’

“What d’you mean—rot?”
snapped Biily the rabbit. “Of
course 1 can talk, you great
ignorant, pie-faced, two-legged
human. I can talk a jolly sight
better than you, let me tell you.
What date was the battle of
Hastings, anyway? I bet you
don’t know that!”

Ogden Platt and his two pals
got such a shock at hearing the
rabbit talk that they just stood
gaping at it with their mouths
open and their eyes starting
out of their silly fat heads.

“Don’t stand staring there
like a stuck pig, Ogden Platt!”
yelled Billy. “I’ve heard about
those so-called wonderful pets
of yours at home—your trained
dog and your white mouse, and
your wonderful rabbit that can
do tricks. All right, bring ’em
along and let my pals here and
me have a look at ’em. Pl
teach ’em a few tricks, I bet.
Who won the Battle of Tra-
falgar? And how many times
will four go into a hundred?
Yah, I bet you don’t know!”

Ogden Platt could see now
that never again would he be
able to swank about his won-
derful pets, and he was abso-
lutely mad with rage. Then
suddenly he had a brainwave.

“Come on!” he said to his
two pals, Marmaduke Mopp
and Cuthbert Cropper.

He rushed from the study,
followed by his two henchmen.

“Where're you going?”’ de-
manded Marmaduke Mopp.

“I’'m going to get old Basher’s,
the housemaster’s, dog!" cried
QOgden savagely. ‘“‘He’ll soon fix
that beastly rabbit.”

(Continued on next page)
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Horace Hanky was all of a fever,
As he heaved, and he pufied,
to lift up the receiver!

He knew that Mr. Basher
was out in his car, and he
found the dog in that gentle-
man’s study. Tying a bit of
string round its collar, he took

~the dog along to Tommy’s
study. The salad tea-party had
just started, and Billy, the
honoured guest, was sitting on
the table munching away at a
lovely juicy lettuce and talking
to Tommy Brown and the rest
of his excited pals.

The dog made one savage
bound up on to the table. But
Billy had already seen his peril
and had snatched up the pepper
pot between his front paws.
Yanking off the top of the pot
with his teeth he flung some of
the contents right in the face
of'the snarling, savage dog.

“““Ha, ha, ha! Good old Billy!
Hurrah for Billy!”’yelled
Tommy Brown and Co., caper-
ing delightedly as, snorting and
sneezing, and with its tail
between its legs, the savage dog
turned and bolted from the
study. “There you are, Ogden
Phatt! Your rabbit couldn’t do
a trick like that!™

And the raging but defeated
Ogden had to agree.

Billy and the boys finished
up their tasty meal and some
while later, amid cheers and
more cries of “Good old Billy”
and ‘“Thanks a lot!” the happy
rabbit ran off back to Meadow-
sweet Farm.

RESCUING
A HEDGEHOG!

UST about the time that

Billy was setting out for the

farm, Horace Hanky, the hedge-

hog, was taking a stroll through

the woods when he suddenly
heard voices.

‘““Oh, blow! Here come some
of those St. Anselm’s school
kids,” he told himself as he
saw three small boys approach-
ing. ‘I haven’t time to run away,
so I'd better curl myself up into
a ball, then perhaps they won’t
notice me!”’

Without further ado he
curled himself up into a ball
with his head and limbs tucked
in and orly his sharp brown
spikes showing.

Then he gave an inward
groan of dismay, for he had
heard one of the boys cry:

“Oh, loogk, here’s a hedge-
hog!”’

He squeezed himself into a
tighter ball than ever as he felt
someone turn him over.

“Isn’t it queer how hedge-
hogs protect themselves?” he
heard another boy say. “What
shall we do with him?”

“] dunno,” said another
voice. “I do wish we could
make him unroll himself. D’you
know how to make hedgehogs
unroll themselves, Dicky 7’

“No, I don’t!”’ said a third
voice. *“But I tell you what.
Why not let’s take him along
to old Wiffles, our old Form
master? We have natural his-
tory tomorrow morning. He
ought to be frightfully bucked
if we take him along a real live
hedgehog. What d’you think ?”’

“I think you’ve hit the nail
right on the giddy head, Dicky!”
cried one of that young gentle-
man’s pals. “The point is,
how’re we going to carry it?
I don’t want its prickies sticking
into me.”

“Carry it in your handker-
chief, that’s the best way,”
suggested one of the voices.

Next moment Horace felt
himself picked gingerly up and
placed on a handkerchief which
had been spread on the ground.
Then the owner of the handker-
chief put the four corners of it
together and lifted Horace up
in it and the party set off for
St. Anselm’s, taking the unfor-
tunate Horace with them.

He listened intently as he
heard the boy carrying him say:

“Shall. I take it in to old
Wiffles before supper or wait
until later

‘*No, take it in to him before
supper,”’ said one of the others.
“Then he’ll know he’s got it.
He may want to swot up some
notes about hedgehogs, because
1 bet he doesn’t know an awful
lot about them. You'll find

him in his study, I reckon.”

So on reaching St. Anselm’s,
Horace felt himself being carried
into the study of Mr. Wiflles.

““Please, sir, here’s a hedge-
hog, sir!?”’ he heard his bearer
say. “We found it in the woods,
sir, and we thought you might
like it for the natural history
lesson, sir.”

“Yes, indeed, Binks, that was
very thoughiful of you,” said
Mr. Wiffles. “Put it on my desk
and let me have a look at it."”

Horace felt himself being
dumped down. Then the hand-
kerchief was unwrapped.

Yes; ?uite a nice specimen,
by the look of him,” said
Mr. Wiffles. “*Well, thank you
very much for bringing him,
Binks. I will give a lecture on
hedgehogs tomorrow. Run
along now, for there goes .the
supper bell.”

““Shall I leave him on the
desk, sir 7 asked Binks, rolling
Horace off the handkerchief.

“Yes, he’ll be all right here
until after supper,” said the
Form master.

Young Binks departed. A few
moments later Horace heard
the master walk from the room,
closing the door behind him.

“‘Here’s a jolly nice state of
affairs, I must say,”” he said to
himself, cautiously uncurling
himself and taking a goep about
him. “How the thump am
I ever going to get back to
Meadowsweet Farm? It’ll take
me ages and ages to walk two
miles, even if I get out of this
beastly school. One of those
horrid little kids might want to
keep me in a locker or some-
where as a pet.”’

The very thought so alarmed
him that he uncuried himself
completely and took a good
stare all about him in search
of some way of escape.

But there seemed to be no
way of escape at all.

Then suddenly his tiny littie
eyes glinted and his tiny little
heart missed a beat. For near
him on the desk was a telephone.

If only he could manage to
lift the receiver and get through
to Meadowsweet Farm he might
yet be saved, he thought,
tingling with excitement.

Exerting all his strength, he
found to his delight that he
could just lift the receiver.

Trembling with - excitement,
Horace gave the telephone
number of Meadowsweet Farm.
A moment or two later he

heard the great jovial voice of
cheery Farmer Whipstraw come
booming over the line.

“Hallo, Farmer Whipstraw
here!”

“Oh, listen, Farmer Whip-
straw!” gabbled Horace quickly.
*“This is Horace Hanky speak-
ing. The boy who was turned

into a hedgehog, you know. .

Well, I've been caught by some
of St. Anselm’s kids and I'm
on the desk in the study of
Mr. Wiffles, one of the Form-
masters. Will you tell Dr.
Grunter at once, please, so
that he can arrange for me to
be rescued.”

“Yes—yes, certainly I will, =

Master Hanky!” boomed the
jolly farmer. “Dom’t worry,
we’ll soon get you out of that!”’

Before Horace could reply
the door of the roem opened
and in came Mr. Wiffles.

“Why, bless my soul!” he
cried in astonishment. “Who
would believe it? Fancy the
little creature playing with the
telephone!”’

Meanwhile, Farmer Whip-
straw was talking to Dr.
Grunter, the master in charge
of the boys at Meadowsweet
Farm who had been turned
into a polar bear.

“Stupid dolt, that Horace
Hanky, to get himself caught
like that!” snarled Dr. Grunter.
“Pll send George Harris to
rescue him!””

George Harris was a boy
who had been changed into a
great hairy gorilla. Reaching
the school grounds, George
saw a small boy and grabbed
him by the arm.

‘““Where’s Wiffies’s study?”’
he growled.

The small and trembling boy
showed him and, rushing in,
George swept the startled and
frightened Mr. Wiiflles aside
and snatched up Horace.

“Come on, fathead!” he
growled. “I’ve come to take
you home!”’

He scuttled out of the room
and out of the school and
headed back towards Meadow-
sweet Farm with Horace in
one of his great paws. But it
was many a long day before
Mr. Wiffles got over the shock
of his encounter with the
mysterious - gorilla who had
run off with the hedgehog after
talking to it in a human voice.
Next week: Tubby Tweeks, the
greedy pig, becomes an actor!

Don’t miss the fun!

THE WHEEZES OF WILLIE
WIZZARD(_C(MIImwd | from page 5)

and went after the running men.
Dr. Gandybar, panting, gave
orders to his two rescuers.

“Untiethe Squire,” he gasped.
“Use the rope to tie up that
fellow.!”

The two boys obeyed quickly.
Then everyone spoke at once.

The Squire explained that a
gang of crooks, disguised as
gypsies, had found that an old
passageway led from the old
Abbey to the cellar of his house.
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They had broken in to steal his
coins, but he'd disturbed them
andtheyhadtiedand gagged him.

Willie Wizzard explained that
he and Jimmy Bash had become
alarmed at the noise they had
heard in Dr. Gandybar's study.
They had gone inside just as
the Wizzardig had itself fallen
through the floor. Lowering
themselves into the passage
below, they had chased the
machine trying to catch it.

“] am glad you didn’t, my
brave boys!” exclaimed Dr.
Gandybar. “‘But now for those
rascals! You, Bash, get up that
ladder and fetch the police!”

Jimmy acted at once, while
the others hurried along the

assage. The sound of the

izzardig’s  clanking grew
louder and louder. At last they
found the machine. It was
pushing hard up against one
wall of the passage, still digging
furiously. Three terrified gypsies
were grimly clinging to a ledge
of rock directly above!

As they approached, the
Squire listened hard. “That is a
strange sound,” he said, And
when the police had arrived to

-take all the crooks away, he got

down on his hands and knees to
see what the Wizzardig had

uncovered just by the wall.

It was a heap of old ¢oins!

The find proved to be the
hoard buried by the monks—
the very hoard which the
Squire had been trying to find.
It was immensely valuable. By
the time he had received his
share together with the reward
for rounding up the crooks,
Pr. Gandybar was easily able
to pay for the repairs to his
study. In fact he had enough,
money left over to employ a
full-time gardener to grow the
school vegetables!
Next week : Willie invents a paper-

chasing machine!
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INSTEAD OF GOING OUT THIS
AFTERNOON YOU WILL REMAIN
HERE AND ATTEND AN

THE ADVENTURES OF

MY FIRST PICTURE SHOWS THE

COMMON OR GARDEN CHICKEN- -~
Or OEAR ./

ERI}

THE TWO NEW BOYS

LANTERN LECTURE BY PROFESSOR
i TWITTER THE GREAT BIRD WATCHER!

—-—"I“/ a

coot T _MUST
BE AN AUSTRALIAN

BIRO, CLAUDE, COB,
ms UPSIDE DOWN!

I FEAR WE MUST CONTINUE THIS LECTORE
STANDING ON OUR HEADS )

THE LANTERMN
OTHER WAY,

O CALAMITY! I FEAR THE SLIDE & STUCK:">
Tl P THE

OH NO, SIR!
T HAVE GOT A
4 Y

ALL WE HAVE TO DO 15 TURN ) STEADY, scwaq

THAT LANTERN
& VERY
DELICATE!

ASIDE FOOLIBH BOYS !

I MUST LOOK INSIDE
AND SEE WHY THE LIGHT
HAS FAILED /

GOSH, NO WONDER

N
T WON'T LIGHT OF
CLAUDE !

AH! THAT'S
FIXED iT IN
AGAIN,
CUTHBERT/
SWITCH ON/

GOLLY! WHAT QUEER
LOOKING BIRD 1S THAT ON
THE SCREEN, CLAUDE?

BAH! ILL TEACH YOU
TG RUIN MY LECTURE!

SLIPPED UP ON
THE &L z

& THBERT., LET! H
Sl PICTURES

=
C.I.AUDEE.
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[’ TONIGHT WE GTRIKE, MY TRIENDS. | SHALL
o TO THE PALACE , WHERE | AM TO BE THE GUEST
8l OF THE QUEEN. THE FIRST 9QUADRON OF YOU,
FLYING 1IN EARTH-TYPE ©PACE -SHIPS, WILL

i

.

M PRINCE GRIMBOLD 19 GIVING HIS ORDERS FOR THE
ATTACK ON THE IMPERIAL PALACE /

THAT MNIOHT, THE EARTH FOLK <
ENTERTAINMENT N COMPANY WITH
QUEEN ALVA AND OTHER IMPORTAMNT
GUESTS. PRINCE ORIMBOLD 1S5 THERE,

g
\ - )

SUDDENLY ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

THEN GRIMBOLDS MEN SWEEP IN. THEIR MASKS PROTECT THEM |
FROM THE OAS, WHICH QUICKLY OVERCOMES THE OTHERS., THE
PALACE GUAR

TRY GALLANTLY TO FIGHT BACK ~ BUT THEY (AN
T e, e i
— THIS 15 SOME TRICK ~ ~

& ITHEY MARE THEIR
R TAWAY FROM THE
LIPALACE, TAKING THE
QUEEN WITH THEM.
A FEW POLICE PATROL -
SHIPS TRY TO STOP
ITHEM ~ ~ BUT ARE
SHOT QUT OF THE &Ky

WHEN THE E
CAD ARE WEA

[AND ABOUT AN HOUR LATER,
TS OF THE
5 OFF,

THE QUEEMN HAS BEEN N
RIDNAPPED” WE ARE
BEING INVADED BY EARTH
MEMN 7 SEIZE THESE
SPIES AT ONCE, AND
THFROW THEM
INTO  PRISON /

/ | OF COURSE ,
AS THE QUEENS
COUSIN, WILL BE
YOUR KING UNTIL.
WE HAVE
RESTORED HER
TO HER :
THRONE /

THEY LOOK JUaT LIRE Us/ }

e



