THE FIRST ONE
15 AROUND HERE
SHERIFF, I'VE SET SOME MAN- SOMEWHERE,
TRAPS IN THE FOREST TO SHERIFF,
CATCH THOSE BANDITS, 'D
BETTER SHOW YOU WHERE
THEY ARE S0 YOU WON'T GET
TRAPPED BY MISTAKE .

‘A YOU FOUND (17 WHAT. D'YOU
THINK OF (T,SHERIFF? BUT WAIT
FUNTIL YOU SEE THE NEXT

OMNE /- 5

£/ I'™M FEELING
DIZZY - | MUST
HANG ON TO
SOMETHING f

WITH MY TRAPS, SHERIFF, WE'LL : S EUNNY.. 7 OF COURGE YOU
IGOON COP. THE BANDITS AND PUT A | || DONT REMEMBER] DON'T, MY FREN
P TO THIS CLOTHES STEALING SETTING THIS Z15 ONE 1& OURS /
£ HARIT OF THEIRS / . -7

;ri




HANKS to his motor bike,
Horace Coker is in trouble. He
has almady broken bounds to
meet his aunt in Friardale, and is in

HORACE COKERS MOTOR BIKE

Mr. Prout’s bad books. Now Billy -
Bunter has borrowed Horace’s bike *
and had an accident with it. He runs
for it, leaving Coker to take the blame! =

CINTO MY SHOP/
JUST LOOK AT 1T/

" HE SMABHED CLEAN

EH? WHAT THE DICKENS
ARE YOU GABBLING
BOUT T

THEN A TAXI ROARED UP AND DREW TO A HALT, AND
SUT CLIMBED MR PROUT, COKERS FORM-MASTER ./

IT WASN'T ME!

HANDS OFF, COKER! mov/
YOt;iDg; ',OL HOW DARE YOU!

SILENCE ! YOU MAY LEAVE’
THIS TO ME CONSTABLE /

1 SHALL SEE THAT. THIS BAOY 15
SEVERELY PUNIBSHED, AND HIS
SUARDIAN NOTIFIED, TO PA\'
FOR ANY DAMAGE . .

THESE ASBES
SAY THAT 1. ..

MR PROLT TOOK A FAT WALLET FRCM HIS POCKET
WITH A FLOURISH . .

TAKE A LOOK AT
THE DOUGH IN TH /\“I’
WALLET, SAM.!

HERE 5 MY CARD,
I AM A MASTER
AT GRENFRIARS/

HEMMED IN BY 'I'HE CROWD, COKER I8 PUE:HED INTO
THE  TAX(. .

I AM TAKING YOU

BACK TO SCHOOL ,COKER!

YOU SHALL BE FLOGGED

FOR THI® GROSS
CONDUC

NOT IF T JOLLYWELL

COKER! ARE_YOU
MAD, BOY 7
COME 'BACK HERE !

COKER ! &TOP, YOU

RECKLESS EOY" YOO SHALL

BE SEVERELY PUNISHED!
STOP, [ 8AY/
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CRUMBS, THEY'RE ;
RIGHT BEHIND ME! ‘ - =
\‘.E BETTER MIDE HERE. . S ‘ , THERE'S GOING TO

> BE RUCTIONS LATER. . .

OH NO. . NOT AT ALL,
S AUNT, . IT'5 JUST THAT I'NE
GOT-ER-LOTS OF PREP 1O

OO AND ALL THAT. . .

I MUST BE GOING. . .
A

DIRTY AND DISHEVELLED, COKER PANTS INTO THE ARE YOU SURE

CAKESHOP. . . YOU'RE NOT IN
TROUBLE, MY
OEAR BOY?

HORACE /! GOOD GRACIOUS,
WHAT ON EARTH HAVE YOU
E FILTHY/

.. . SORRY, AUNT
.. . HAD SOME TROUBLE
WITH THE MOTORBIKE . .,

o T TR Y

BEEN UP TO!/ YOU'R

GOODBNE , AUNT/ GOODBVE, BHALL I CARRY
IT'S BEEN GREAT HORACE DEAR..|| 8TRAIGHT ON TO
SEEING YOU. . DEVON NOW, MADAM?

NO, JAMES !
I DIDN'T WANT TO WASTE TIME
BY STOPPING AT THE SCHOOL,
BUT [ FEEL [ MUST, NOW/

BOMETHING 15 WRONG / TURN

ARCUND AND DRIVE 1O GREYFRIARS /
T MUST GET TO THE BOTTOM OF THIS/

if'}

3 ’ o el ; ; e g -, ‘
T . o7 UK i |
l»‘ I' 11! .‘.' ‘._ % 5 :\‘ (] e 4 ISR 3

MEANWHILE, THE PANTING MR PROUT HAD

FROM BEHIND A TREE, LEAPED TWO FIGURES.
REACHED THE CUTSKIRTS OF THE VILLAGE . . . =

= %

b = et
THE DEFIANT BOY/ . S
it ‘ NOW’S CUR
HE BHALL B CHANCE, BAM/

FLOGGED SEVERELY./}}|2 :

TO DARE TO a — WHILE THERE'S ]

ESCAPE FROM MY |}, : NO-ONE ABOUT. . . Aoy B

p . CUBTODY. . . = g . = a Z

Next week Horace v Mr. Prout—and gets into worse trouble than éur!

2

COMET—August 16, 1952—3 ©




£t UR total wealth,” said
Willie Wizzard, the
schoolboy inventor,
counting the coins on the table
in front of him, “is three and
twopence halfpenny. We can’t
do much on that.”

His pal, Jimmy Bash, agreed
very sadly. The boys were at
Willie’s house, on holiday from
school, and were counting their
cash in Willie’s private hut at
the foot of the garden. :

“I know what we should do,”
said Jimmy. “We should hold
an exhibition of all your inven-
tions. We could rent a hall and
have all your inventions there on
show. We could charge six-
pence admission for the people
to come and see them.”

“It wouldn’t work,” said
Willie. “You’d never get the
people to come,”’

“We'll boost it,”’ said Jimmy.
“We’ll put on a big show. We'll
get the Mayor to come and
open it and make a speech.”

‘‘Some hopes!” retorted
Willie. “He’d never do it.”’

“He might,”” said Jimmy.
“I’ve got a great idea. Next
week a number of famous
inventors are coming here to pin
a medal on your dad, because
Professor Wizzard is the great-
est inventor of them all. Well,
we’ll get those famous men to
visit our exhibition. When the
Mayor hears they are coming
he’ll want to come too and
make a speech. It’ll be in the
papers, and on the wireless, and
on the newsreels. Everybody
will know about it and we’ll
have people crowding in all
day. It'll be a great success.”

“Wait a minute,” interrupted
Willie. “Where has all this to
take place and who’s going to
arrange it?"’

4—COMET—August 16, 1952
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The air was filled with hooting and whistling, chuffing and puffing. All of Willle’s inventions were working ot once!

“Well, we could rent a hall
for the occasion,” suggested
Jimmy. “As for getting the
inventors to come, you might
get your dad to ask them.”

“He might,”” said Willie
doubtfully. “And he -might
not.”

Might not was correct. Pro-
fessor Wizzard said “No,” and
kept on saying “No.” On the
morning of the day when the
great men were to arrive to
award him the Inventor’s Gold
Medal, Professor Wizzard was
still saying ‘“No.” :

It was a dreadful morning,
anyway. It was a lovely morning
as far as the weather was con-
cerned: bright sun, blue sky.
But it was a dreadful morning
as far as the professor was
concerned. The professor was in
a bad temper. He was always in
a bad temper when he had to
dress up to meet important
people. Starched shirt, morning
coat that reached away down
to his knees, pin-striped
trousers, tall hat, shiny leather
slk'tlncs——the professor hated them
all.

He was busy struggling into
his shiny leather shoes and
getting them on the wrong feet
when Willie burst into the room.

“Good morning, Pop!” called
Willie cheerily, hoping to put his
father in a good mood. :

The professor jumped to his
feet and groaned as the tight
shoes nipPed his corns.

“Willie!” he cried, ‘“‘please

don’t address me as though I'

was a bottle of ginger beer.”
“Sorry, Dad,”
“I was wondering if you could
arrange for the inventors to see
my inventions.”
*“No,” said his dad. ‘‘These
inventors are busy men. They've

WiLL

said Willie.

ONE INVENTOR LIKE WILLIE IS BAD ENOUGH-—

no time for nonsense. Besides, I
want to tell them of my inven-
tions. After all I'm the one
they’re giving the medal. And
remember, they’re coming here
to dinner, along with the
Mayor, so don’t be getting up to
any tricks.” :

Willie found his pal Jimmy in
the shed at the foot of the
garden.

“It’s no good,”
“Dad won’t agree.”

Jimmy sighed his disappoint-
ment and sat down on a box
with his chin on his hands. “It
was a great idea,”” he said. “It’s
a shame your dad won’t allow
it.’

But Willie Wizzard didn’t
hear. The mighty brain behind
his bulging forehead was going
into action. For ten minutes he
stood wrapped in thought, then
his dreamy eyes brightened.

“Come on,” he said, “we’ve
work to do.”

“Yes, but—"" began the be-
wildered Jimmy.

“No ‘buts’,” said Willie.
“It’s quite simple. My dad
won’t ask the . inventors: to
come to my exhibition. He
didn’t say I mustn’t hold an
exhibition and he can’t object
to the inventors coming of their
own free will.”

‘“Yes—but,”’ said Jimmy
again.

“Here,” said Willie, shoving a
roll of canvas into his pal’s
hands. “You do this job. I’ll
go and rent the hall and a lorry
to take the inventions.”

“B-but what am I to do with
this?’ asked the bewildered
Jimmy, looking at the big roll
of canvas.

“Make a banner,” replied
Willie. “And hurry, we've an
awful lot to do.” -

he said.

IE WIZZARD

QUITE a crowd had gathered
at the railway station to
meet the train bringing the
great inventors who were to pin
a gold medal on Professor
Wizzard's chest.

The Mayor was there in tall
hat, frock coat and spats, and
a big gold chain round his neck
to show that he was the Mayor.
The Vicar was there with the
Boys’ Choir. The Police Chief
was there with six bobbies. The
Boy Scouts were there and the
Girl Guides were there, and the
Wolf Cubs and the Brownies.

But what surprised everybody
was the presence of Bill Bailey’s
Bigﬂﬂrassl Band from the circus.
What were rhey doing there
with their flaming red coats and
shining instruments? And who
were the two dirty-faced boys
carrying the banner?

When the train stopped a
carriage door opened and out
came the famous inventors.

What was supposed to hap-
pen was this. The Mayor had to
%we a speech of welcome to the
amous inventors. Then the
Vicar had to give a speech of
welcome to the famous inven-
tors. Then the Boys’ Choir had
to give a song of welcome.
Then the Scouts, the Guides,
the Cubs and the Brownies had
to give three loud cheers, and
after that the famous inventors,
the Vicar, and the Mayor were
to get into shiny black cars and
be driven to the Town Hall
where . Professor Wizzard and
all the town’s Aldermen were
waiting for the medal-pinning
ceremony.

But that’s did
happen.

The Mayor started his speech.
“Gentlemen, I am Mayor Big-
wig of Bald’ymarshm. It is my

not what

e



NOW READ WHAT HAPPE“S WHEN A DOZEN OF THEM MEET! -

duty, my honour, and my
privilege to welcome such fam-
ous inventors to our lovely
town——""

That was as far as he got.
Willie Wizzard, who was one
of the dirty-faced boys with the
banner, sneezed, and that sneeze
was the signal for Bill Bailey's
Big Brass Band to burst into
music. They marched down the
platform towards the famous
inventors, their red tunics flar-
ing, their shiny trumpets blar-
ing. At their head strutted a
pretty young lady, all dressed in
red and gold, who whirled a
silver-headed staff with amazing
skill sometimes hurling it into
the air with one hand and
catching it deftly with the other
as it came down again.

Willie Wizzard and Jimmy
Bash fell in behind the band
with their banner on which had
been painted in big letters with
yellow paint: WELCOME TO
BALDYMARSHES, and on
the other side: VISIT THE
WIZZARD INVENTOR'S
SHOW. ADMISSION 6d.
CHILDREN 3d.

The young lady led them
right into the group of famous
inventors, Mayor, %icar, Boys’
Choir, Scouts, Guides, Cubs
and Brownies. The Mayor’s
speech was drowned by the
band. The young lady’s whirling
staff nearly knocked his head
off. His spectacles fell off and
were rescued by Willie. The
poor Mayor was in a dreadful
state. He kept waving his arms
and calling the band to stop
and demanding to know “who
did this?"’ The policemen were
ordering everybody to “move
along, please.” The Vicar kept
saying over and over again:
“Oh, dear me! Oh, dear me!
Good gracious! Bless my soul!”

In the middle of all this
uproar the Station Master
arrived with a big book which
he shook in the Mayor’s face.
“The regulations,” he shouted,
thumping the book. “It saysin
the regulations: ‘No brass
bands allowed to play on the
platform, because then the
sngine driver won't hear the

uard’s whistle. Penalty forty
ob.” I’'m going .to have you
arrested.”

The Scouts, the Guides, the
Cubs and the Brownies were all
delighted with the uproar. The;
fell in behind the band, whic
they thought would lead them
to a free circus show. It wasn’t
long before everybody did the
same, including the famous
inventors.

Mayor Bigwig was so angr
that he took out his false teet
in case he should swallow them.
But he decided to make the best
of it and hurried to the head of
the procession. He took his
place behind the lady with the
whn-lm%1 staff, wondering where
on earth they were going.

The famous inventors thought
this was part of Mayor Big-
wig’s idea of a reception and
they said unkind things about
him under their breath, for
they were all old men with poor
old feet that throbbed terribly

as they walked.

The band 1played a lively tune
that made all the people in the
streets want to take part in the
procession, and soon it seemed
as though everybody in Baldy-
marshes was marching behind
Willie’s banner.

When they reached the hall
where Willie’s exhibition was to
be held the crowd was dense.
Mayor Bigwig didn’t know
what it was all about, but he
had opened enough exhibitions
in his day to know that this
was another exhibition to be
opened. He pushed to the front
of the crowd, fixed his Mayor’s
gold chain neatly round his
neck, held up: his hand for
silence, cleared his throat, and
started his speech.

It was the speech he had
intended to deliver at the
station, but at the end of it he
added: “—and I now declare
this Exhibition open.”” With a
flourish he threw open the doors
and started to enter. Willie
jumped in front of him. -

“Sixpence, please,” he said.

“What ?” gasped the Mayor.

**Grown-ups sixpence. Child-
ren threepence,”
explained Willie.

didn’t join the parade. Jimmy
stayed behind to collect more
sixpences and  Willie nipped
quickly through the side streets
to see how his father was taking
the delay.

There he was, pacing and u{:
down in front of the Town Hall
—where the ceremony had to
take place—his tight shoes,
which were still on the wrong
feet, squeezing his corms at
every step. Around him stood
the Aldermen, and on a plat-
form stood the town’s band.
They were %etting hungry and
were tired of standing and were
saying terrible things about the
Mayor for having got himself
lost on the way from the
station.

At last they heard the sound
of rousing music and their
mouths fell open in wonder as
Bill Bailey’s Big Brass Band came
swinging round the corner—
with Mayor Bigwig in the
lead!

The town’s band were furious.
They had been engaged to
play and they meant to play.
And play they did. As the other
band drew nearer they played

- louder. Bill
Bailey’s Big Band

he Mayor’s
face grew red,
and about twenty
newspapermen
with cameras
dashed forward
to photograph
him fumbling in
his pocket for the
money. Every-
body laughed, in-
cluding the
famous scientists.
But they stopped
laughing when
Willie demanded
sixpence from
them-as well.
After that the
people just
poured in, and so
did the sixpences.
The famous in-
ventors had a great time. They
ressed buttons and pulled
evers on Willie’s inventions
and had enormous fun. There
was Willie Wizzard’'s wonder
White-washer, his Paper-

Willie
invention—Everlasting
Toffee!

tastes

hanger, his Spring-cleaner, his
Dinner-disher-upper, his jet-
propelled Wheel-chair, his Cat-

caller-in, his Talking Clocks,
and more than a dozen other
queer contraptions, as well as a
row of bottles and jars contain-
ing mixtures that did wonderful
things—and, of course, a big
tray of Everlasting Toffee.
There were enough things there
to keep them playing for hours.
It was a wonder there weren’t

any accidents. As it was, the

only thing that happened was
when Professor Bluntedge, the
famous inventor of a rubber-
headed hatchet, upset a jar of
Shrinko over the Mayor’s hat.

It was soon time to go.
Everybody was sorry, except
the Mayor. The band lined up.
The Mayor took his place in
front, and the famous inventors
formed ranks behind. This time
Willie, Jimmy and their banner

wasn’t going to
stand for that.
The lady with
the swinging staff
made straight
for the platform,
and with a few
swings of her
silver-headed
staff sent the
town’s band
scattering in all
directions. Bill
Bailey’s Big Brass
Band then took
over the platform
for itself.

When order
had been restored
the Mayor made
another speech.
“It is'my honour,
privilege and
duty,”” he said, “to award this
gold medal to Professor Wiz-
zard, the world-famous inven-
tor, and the best-loved citizen
of Baldymarshes.”

The crowd cheered. The
Mayor leaned forward to pin
the medal on the professor’s
chest. As he did so he muttered
under his breath: “What’s the
big idea making me open your
beastly rotten Exhibition, you
skinny little monkey?”’ .

The crowd stopped cheering.
The Mayor turned and smiled
sweetly on them. They started
cheering again.

“Listen — you — big fat-
face,”” muttered the professor.
““What do you mean by keeping
me waiting here for an hour?
Think I’ve nothing else to do
but listen to your silly speeches ?
Besides, my feet are killing me.”

The crowd sto;:fed cheering.
Professor Wizzard turned and
smiled sweetly on them and they
started cheering again. 2

“Aw, does your poor feet
hurt?”’ asked the Mayor. “May-
be this’ll help.”” He raised one of
his size twelve boots and

his favourite

brought it down full force on
the professor’s pet corn. The
professor gave such a yell that
the town’s band thought it
their cue to start playing “For
he’s a Jolly Good Fellow.”
Bill Bailey’s Big Brass Band, not
to be outdone, burst into
‘*“Anid Lang Syne.”

Then they went on to a
march tune and, led by the lady
with the swinging staff, away
they went—in the direction of
Willie Wizzard’s house. Behind
them hobbled the poor old
famous inventors, holding their
stiff joints, and in front marched
the furious mad Mayor with the
furious mad I?rof&esor at his
side. They looked rather funny:
the skinny little professor an
the big fat Mayor, marching
side by side. But what made
them funnier was the Mayor's
tall hat. The Shrinko that had
been spilled on it was beginning
to operate. The hat had grown
smaller and smaller till it
looked like a little monkey’s
comic hat ?erched over the big
Mayor’s left eye. It would have
fallen off if it hadn’t been that
the Mayor’s hair had also
shrunk. Now it stood out like
little stiff wires and held the hat
on. The people standing along
the pavement to watch the
parade couldn’t help but laugh;
and the Mayor grew angrier
and angrier.

When Willie saw how things
were, he dashed through the
side streets and reached his
house well ahead of the pro-
cession. Safely inside his shed
he started to mix up a whole lot
of stuff out of different bottles.

“I hope this works,”” he said
to himself as he poured the
mixture into a little bottle. “It’s
‘Wizzard Laughter Lotion.” It'll
cheer them up, I hope.”

He went into the kitchen and
found his mother very busy.
“0Oh, Mum, is this the soup?”
he asked, lifting the lid of the
soup pot. “Oh, it smells nice.”
Quickly he pulled the cork out
of the bottle of newly-invented
laughter-lotion and emptied it
into the pot. *‘I think I'd better
2o ca!a.nd get my face washed,” he
said.

Willie was spick and span
when the procession reached the
house and the poor old foot-
sore, famous inventors tottered
in, Everyone tried to pretend
they didn’t notice the Mayor’s
funny little hat and he pre-
tended himself that he didn’t
see that it was any different
from an ordinary hat. He took
it off carefully and placed it on
the hall table. Then he went in
to dinner. i

When he saw Willie he gasped.
“Why, that’s the boy who was
at the Exhibition today.”

“What Exhibition?” asked
Professor Wizzard. “Do you
mean to tell me you were nosing
around some silly Exhibition
while I was waiting for an hour
outside the Town Hall 7’

“Yes,” thundered the Mayor.
“It was a silly Exhibition. It
was your Exhibition.”

“My Exhibition?”” asked the

(Continued on page 9)
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e Mystery of the fror

Wan Chen was a cunning old
Chinese master-crook and he had
kidden away a huge treasure—
all stolen property, the loot from
all his robberies.

The secret of his treasure-
hoard was well hidden. He had
made a little ivory figure—a
Chinese mandarin—which danced
when you wound him up. If you
counted the steps of his dance in
the right way, you could tell the
exact spot on the map to look for
the treasure.

Now Bob Harley and his dad,
with Lotus Chen, had found that

very spot. It was in the middle of

Ulonduland, in Central Africa.
Ir was a swampy jungle lake
called the Lake of the Alligators.

But just as they were about to
haul the treasure up from its
watery hiding place, a great
alligator came lumbering out
Sfrom the undergrowth.

And that alligator spoke with a
human voice!

= ESTROY the white
people—they shalli not
have my treasure!” cried
the voice which came from
between the great snapping
jaws of the alligator. ‘‘Destroy
them!”

Gozig, the witch-doctor,
waved his arms in triumphant
excitement.

“Behold!” he cried to the
* chief of the black men. *“Behold
—did I not prophesy that the
Great Spirit of the Alligators
would be angry at this thing?
Have not my words come true?”’

What he did not tell his chief,
the Ondu, was that he had plot-
ted that this whole thing should
happen with Sidi Ben Fazool,
the Arab driver who had
brought the white people to
seek the treasure. Sidi Ben
Fazool had promised that he
would make an alligator speak,
and he had been as good as his
word.

What Gozig did not know
was that Sidi Ben Fazool was
really a white man himself—a
crook known as the Professor—
who was also after that huge
treasure hoard. Bob Harley
and his dad, Inspector Harley of
Scotland Yard, thought that the
Professor was dead and had
not seen through his clever
disguise as an Arab.

The inspector snapped a fresh
cartridge into the breech of his

gun.

““This looks like trouble!” he
said grimly. “I don’t know what
that ’gator said—or how the
trick was worked—but from
the way those natives are look-
ing it wasn’t anything good for
us. I wish Sidi Ben Fazool was
here to translate!”

“How’s it been done?’ won-
dered Bob, taking his place at
his dad’s side. “It’s a trick of
some sort—but how was it
done 7

“] don’t know—but from the
pleased look on his ugly face,

T
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Mandarin

There before them was Wan Chen’s treasure—found at last!

that witch-doctor chap knows
something about it. You know
—the funny thing is, ’'m sure
I know that voice—the voice
that came from the alligator!”

I know whose voice it was,”
said Lotus quietly. “It was the
Professor’s voice!” ;

““By gosh—you’re right!”’
snapped the inspector. “Then
he’s still alive—and in that case
we can look out for trouble!”

Urged on by the voice from
the alligator, the black men had
picked up spears and knives and
were crouched ready to hurl
themselves at the white folk.
All they wanted was one word
from their chief, the Ondu.

““Let your warriors hurl their
spears—you have but to tell
them! Destroy the white folk!”
hissed Gozig, the witch-doctor.

The Ondu looked troubled.
He had been schooled at a
white man’s mission in the
jungle and he did not like this
thing. True, the .alligator had
spoken, as Gozig had proph-
esied. But the French mis-
sionary had told him that such
things could not be. There was
trickery here, and the Ondu
was troubled.

“I will speak with the white
men in the tongue I learned at
school,” he told Gozig. Then he
raised one hand and began to
speak to Bob’s dad in very slow
and halting French.

“Ondu — not — like — hurt
white people. But my people—
hear voice — of. water —

monster. They — believe —
monster. Please — you leave—
my kingdom—now. That way—
no—bloodshed!”’

““He speaks French!”’

“Thank goodness for that—
perhaps we can make him see
sense!” said Bob’s dad, and then
answered the Ondu. -

“The Ondu is wise. Tell your
people the talking monster is a
trick—the trick of an evil man
who would kill us!”

“But how trick—done?” the
Ondu asked. “My people be-
Ine\(e'w unless — you show —

ow!” :

““He’s got us there!” said Bob.

Gozig, the witch-doctor,
whirled forward.

“Do not listen to his words—
he is false!”’ he screamed to the
Ondu. “Kill! Tell your warriors
to kill!”

And again the voice came
from the alligator:

“Hurl your spears, O war-
riors of the Ondu! Let the white

folk perish!”

Bob cocked his rifle, for the
black warriors looked very
threatening.

“Don’t shoot unless I give the
word,” warned Bob’s -dad.

*“Once we start shooting at ’em.

we’re finished !

With Lotus between them,
Bob and his dad backed away
from the hostile blacks, their
two rifles levelled. They took up
their stand with their backs to
the trunk of a huge jungle tree.
Here all their camping gear and

other supplies were stacked.

“As long as the Ondu is pre-
pared to talk we can hold out,”
said Bob’s dad. “Once he’s
against us, we’re finished. . . .”

“Couldn’t we radio for help
asked Lotus. “You brought
radio with us, surely?”’

““That’s right—but our radios
are only short-distance sets—
little walky-talky sets for us to
use in case we had to separate.”
said Bob. “We could shout for
help into those sets as loud as
we liked and nobody would
pick us up more than a few
miles away!”’

“The walky-talkies!” snapped
Bob’s dad. *“That’s it! Where are
they, Bob—find ’em—quick!”’

Wondering what was in his
dad’s mind, Bob stooped down
amid the camping gear.

“Here’s one—'' he said
“There should be three—one
each. Hey—Dad—two of ’em
are missing!”” .

“And one of those two is
inside that alligator—picking up
whatever the Professor is saying
into the mike of the other one!”
said Bob’s dad grimly. “That’s
how the trick’s being worked—
it’d be easy to switch a set on
and then make a ’gator swallow
it. It’s only about the size of a
brick. If you wrapped it in
meat the ’gator would do the
rest! Here—give me that third
set!”

Bob switched on the little
radio which could either send

(Continued on next page)
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~or pick up messages, and
handed it to his dad.

*“Here is your trick, Ondu!”’
said the inspector, and his voice
came from the alligator as well
as from his_own mouth, for the
little built-in° microphone was
. Picking up his words and the

oud-speaker of the set inside
the ’gator was repeating them.
“‘See—someone is using the
white man’s talking machine to
trick ou into doing terrible
wrong

He held out the little walky-
talky towards the Ondu.

“Speak your own words into
this box and they will come
from the monster!”” he said in
French.

The Ondu turned towards
Gozig and his face was angry.

“What do you know of this
trickery, O Gozig?”’

The witch-doctor was tremb-
ling with fright. “Lord!’ he
cried, “I did but do what
Fazool the Arab told me——"’

There came the sudden bark
of a rifte from up among the
trees and the witch-doctor
pitched forward, clutching at his
chest. Then there came another
crack and a bullet glanced off
the tree behind Bob and went
screaming away into the jungle.
Bob, Lotus and the inspector
dived round the massive trunk
and took cover. :

“Fazool—that’s what that
witch-doctor chap said "’ panted
Bob. “Do you think /e could be
the Professor ?”’

““He must be,” snapped Bob’s
dad, and then he spoke again
into the microphone.

“The game’s up, Professor.
Surrender, and I'll promise you
a fair trial under English law!”

“Youwll never take me!”
the Professor’s voice screamed
out of the alligator’s jaws and
another bullet knocked chi
out of the tree trunk just by the
inspector’s head.

The natives had all dived for
cover by now. Bob’s dad put
down the small radio.

“He must be somewhere up
in those trees further along the
bank of the lake,” he said.
“Keep him busy, Bob, with a
few shots from here. I'm going
to try to work round the other
side of him.”

Bob’s dad darted away
through the undergrowth,
sprinting from tree to tree. Bob
poked his gun around to one

side and loosed off a couple of
shots.

But the Professor’s keen eyes
had picked out Bob’s dad and
the next shot that he fired
whined in among the trees a
dozen yards or more to Bob’s

Adeft. -

Then Bob felt a hand on his
arm. It was Lotus. :
““Bob—Ilook!’’ she whis-

pered.

Bob followed the direction of
her pointing finger.

Gozig; the witch-doctor, had
raised himself up painfully from
the ground. With one hand he
was supporting his weight. In
the other hand he held what
fooked like a long, slender rod.

Slowly he raised the rod to
his mouth and then Bob guessed

‘what it must be.

“A blowpipe!” he breathed.

They heard the sharp “phut”
as the witch-doctor blew
through the tube, aiming it up
at the trees by the lake.

The tiny dart from the blow-
gun winged up into the foliage,
aimed with deadly care, for
Gozig knew just where Fazool
the Arab was hidden, and his
keen eyes had picked out the
movement of his gun up among
the branches.

There came a sharp cry from
the man in the tree, but no
more than would have been
glz_msed by a pin sticking into

m.

Bob peered keenly up into
the foliage, straining to see
where their arch-enemy was
hidden. Still he could see
nothing, until there came a
sudden flurry of movement.
Then a rifle dropped from the
foliage and splashed into the
water below.

Two choking cries followed
and then the man they had
known as Sidi Ben Fazool
dropped from the branches and
into the lake without another
sound.

The great alligator on the
bank lumbered off and slid into
the water with hardly a splash.
Ripples on the surface told
where other monsters were
swimming towards the doomed
man.

The inspector reappeared be-
side Bob and Lotus.

“He was gone before he hit
the water,”” he said quietly.
“That native dart poison works
very fast. . . .”

(continued from page 7)

IN slow French, the inspector
had told the Ondu the whole
tale of the Professor’s quest for
the stolen treasure in the lake,
and the Ondu had told it in turn
to his listening tribe. The telling
of the story lasted far into the
night.

But as dawn broke on the
following day, all was ready for
the raising of the treasure.

Floating upon the surface of
the water was a hollow steel
buoy—the sort of thing sailors
use to mark sunken wrecks. It
was easy enough to loop a rope

around this and then a team of .

black men heaved from the
shore. :

A strong steel chain was
fixed to the buoy and at the end
of this was something heavy.

It took all the strength of
forty strong black men to haul
the first of the treasure chests
ashore.

“Look-——dad!” cried Bob, as
the green water and slime
drained itself from the carvings
of the great iron coffer. “Look—
there’s another chain fixed to
the chest — and there’s some-
thing else fixed to that, to judge
from the way it’s dragging!”

For a few minutes’ only the
panting of the natives broke the
stillness and then another chest
was hauled into sight.

“Another chain!” Bob’s dad
pointed to the far side of the
chest, for there were more
green, weed-covered links drop-
ping down into the slimy
depths.

More tugging and yet another
chest came into view. :

“Gosh, Dad—can we open
one of them up?’ cried Bob,
his eyes dancing. Inspector
Harley smiled. He would have
been less than human if he
hadn’t been feeling nearly as
excited as his son. For here was
the thrill of thrills that men
dream of, but which seldom
comies true—the thrill of finding
hidden treasure!

“Give me that crow-bar we
brought,”” he said. Bob put the
crow-bar in his dad’s- hand
almost before he finished speak-
ing. To tell the truth, he had
been holding it ever since the
Ulondu men began their trea-
sure tug-of-war.

Bob’s dad drove the chisel end
of the powerful bar between
the lid and the box, just beside
the ‘lock. -When it was far

enough in for a firm purchase,
he bore downwards upon the
end. There was a wrenchin
sound and a sharp crack an
the massive lid flew upward.

Even the coating of mud and
weed from the lake water could
not dull the gleam of the
treasure that lay revealed. There
was jewellery of every kind, and
everywhere between the bright
sparkle of the ;‘n'ecious stones
was the yellow gleam of gold.

This was Wan Chen’s treas-
ure—this was his share of the
loot from scores of clever
robberies that he had planned
in his years as a master-crook.

This' was . the secret of the
ivory mandarin. This was the
treasure that the Professor had
done desperate deeds to win
and that in the end had cost him
his own life. 3

There were six great boxes in
all and each one, when it was
opened, was packed to the lid
with a precious hoard.

When the last chest had been
lifted on to the backs of stalwart
bearers and was being carried
through the jungle to the lorry
which had brought them there,
Bob’s dad turned to Lotus.

“For twenty years at Scotland
Yard we tracked your father,
Wan Chen,” he said. “But he
was always too clever for us.
I got to know him very well.
And though it was my job to
hunt him down, he trusted me
as a man. He once gave me the
ivory mandarin to take care of
for him and said it was to be
yours after he had gone. That
was because he wanted you to
find the treasure and to have the
rewards for finding it. You
never knew that he had been 2
crook and he knew that you
would give the treasure back to
its rightful owners. I suppose it
was his own way of making
ﬁnends for his own misspent :
e

And that was really the end
of the adventure. They carried
the treasure by lorry to Mom-
basa and there it was taken
aboard a destroyer of the Royal
Navy and convoyed back to

England. R
As for the ivory mandarin, it
now stands upon Inspector

Harley’s desk. And if you look

at its mysterious little carved

face you’d think that it still had

a secret to keep. '
THE END

STARTING NEXT WEEK—ANOTHER GRAND BOB HARLEY YARN!
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BRINC: YOU, GCAMPY
SYOuU NEVER BRING

IDON’I"KNOW wwx)

HATS ABOUT ALL T
EVER CA’T’CH WHEH

TCHAH! 1T'S NO USE TO ME /

I TAKE BACK ALL ¢
1 SAID ABOUT YOU,
PUP/ LOOK AT

THIS LIT"I"LE

THE WHEEZES OF WILLIE}
'WIZZARD(Conrinuedfrom page 5)

- professor in astonishment.

“Yes, it had your name all
over it, and your name was
plastered on a large banner
carried by that boy and another
boy. And—and that boy took
sixpence from me for admis-
sion.”

“Oh, stop complaining,’” said
Professor Bluntedge, who had
taken a spoonful of the soup
contammg Willie’s good-temper
mixture.
Exhibition. You should have
seen me on the Wizzard Jet-
}))ropelled Invalid Chair. Boy!

id I go!

“That’s nothing. You should
have seen me work the Wizzard
Dinner-disher-upper,” said Pro-

fessor Rodent, the inventor of a -

world-famous mouse-trap. He
also had taken some soup and
was beginning to feel quite
cheery. He began to laugh at
the fun he’d had at the Exhibi-
tion. !

The soup had the same effect
on the others. The more they
supped the happier they became
and soon thc dining-room was

in a hubub of cheery voices and

laughter. Even Mayor Bigwig

became good-tempered.. They

were all talking about’ the
Exhibition, the wonderful in-
ventions they had seen there and

“It was a wonderful .

the fun they’d had trying them
out. They talked and laughed so
much that the bewildered Pro-
fessor Wizzard couldn’t get a
word in edgewise.

“What I thought very funny,”
said Professor Bluntedge, tears
of mernment streaming down
his face, ‘“was when the bottle
of Shrinko fell on the Mayor’s
hat. Ho! Ho! Ho!”’

“Ho! Ho! Ho!”’ roared every-
body, including Mayor Bigwig.

“You looked so funny in that
little tall hat—like Stan Laurel
in the pictures,” went on Profes-
sor Bluntedge. “Ha! Ha! Ha!”

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” roared the
Mayor. Then suddenly he stop-
ped laughing. The effect of the

laughter lotion was wearing off.

“Who' looked funny?”’ he
demanded thrusting his face
under Professor %luntedge’s
nose. “Youd look funny if I
lifted that custard pie off the
table and plunked it right over
your head. Wouldn’t you?”’

“You don’t need a custard
}ne over your head to make you

ok funny,’” retorted Professor
Bluntedge. “You iook funny
enough without it.”

Professor Wizzard rose to his
feet. “Now, now,’” he said. “No
fighting. It seems to me we’ve
all been victims of a hoax—and
I think I know who is respon-
sible. That wasn’ ’t my Exhibition
and those weren ’t my inventions.

bed of the ocean!

week’s

THRILLS, ADVENTURE, MYSTERY!

SECRET SERVICE—AT
THE BOTTOM OF THE SEA!

There's a new Bob Harley story starting
next week—a story of his adventures as a
Special Agent of the mysterious “X’’ branch
of Scotland Yard. He is sent to join the crew
of the Sea Fort—Britain’s most secret secret
weapon! The Sea Fort is a forty-thousand-ton
steel monster with an engine of two million
horsepower to drive it as it crawls over the

Don’t miss this fine yarn starting in next
COMET
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They were all the work of my
son, Willie.”

The famous inventors were: .
amazed. They all began talking
at once, praising Willie. The
rest of the meal was taken up in
praising Willie. Even . the
Mayor joined in, and before he
left he shook Professor Wizzard
by the hand. “You really are a
great man,” he said. ““The town
of Baldymarshes is proud of -
you. Perhaps, after all, I was
wrong. You’re not reai!y a
skinny monkey.”’

“And perhaps I was wrong
too,”” returned the professor.
“Maybe your hat wasn’t too
small—maybe your head’s just
too big. Good night.”

When they had all departed
Professor Wizzard sank down
on a chair.

“What a day,” he sighed.
“What a day.” He pulled off his
tight shoes and rubbed his
throbbing corns. “‘Oh, my poor
feet,”” he groaned. ‘“And that
reminds me of something I want
to do: Willie! Fetch my slippers.
Not the soft ones. The ones
with the nice thick soles—and
Willie—""

“Yes, Dad ?’ said Willie.

“You may call me ‘Pop’ i
you like,”” said the professor,
gripping one of his slippers

~firmly in his hand and rolling up
his sleeve, “because I'm just
about to explode
Next week: The Wizzard .
Wonder Walking Kit-bag!
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GRIMBOLD'® 'PLANE, 15 ATOM THE FLYING PUSH-BIRE MAY BE SLOW,
ENGINES ROARING, SANOOPS

THE PROFEGSORE ERAN. / / / A iz it WUVRE///

CHEERIO /
SORRY WE
CAN'T STOP ./ 8

THE WARPLANE ovsaa—mr-& THE SLOW - MOUING
lNVA‘-.’wION FLEET/

PRINCE GRIMBOLD GIVES
Hi© ORDERS —~ ~

CLIMBING FOR A RENEWED ATTACK, THE
WARPLANE FLIES IHTO A HAILSTORM OF
BOULDERS
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THE PROFESHOR'S "PLANE 16 HIT BY
A STRAY SHELL ¢ :

WE MUST
GET INSIOE
AND LOOK FOR

THE MASTER

SWITCH 7

OUR CHAPS ARE
AND A MOUING B HAVING A TOUGH
STAIRCASE / THME WITH GRIMBCX..D‘E)
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THERE IT 15 —
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SWITCH S
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THEM / »

ES50R JOLLY
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MOUING STAIRCAGE,

IAND BRINGS IT TO
A SUDDEN oTOP

(Continued on back page) *



Marengo discovered that you can’t fight a bull if it keeps trying to kiss you!

o I \HAT’S the place!”” Mick

the Moon Boy stabbed

with his finger at a point
on the map spread on the table
before him. His pal, young
Hank Luckner, nodded.

*“Now what?”’ he demanded.

The two of them were staying
at the ranch of Don Revola and
his daughter, Juanita. Don
Revola had a small ranch on
which he bred bulls—fighting
bulls. But for weeks past his
herd had been slowly reduced by
a gang of rustlers.

Unless something happened
soon Don Revola would be
forced to sell out his ranch at
a very low price to -Marengo,
the vain and sneering toreador.

“You remember when Maren-
go was here yesterday, Hank ?”
said Mick.

“1  do,” Hank answered
grimly. ““A nasty piece of work
if ever I saw one! He intends to
get his hands on this ranch all
right!” :

“Well, I read his thoughts
quite easily while he was
talking,”” went on Mick, “and 1
know that he is the chap who
has put this gang on the job of
rustling Don Revola’s stock!
I also know where they’ve
hidden the stolen bulls—it’s in
this little valley I”” He tapped the
map again. ]

Hank Luckner was not a bit
surprised when his chum spoke
of reading somebody’s thoughts,
for Hank was the only person
on earth who knew that Mick
came from the Moon! He had
crashed in a flying saucer in
Arkansas, and the two had
chummed up. :

. Mick was just like an ordinary
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earth boy, except that his eyes
were a strange -green colour.
But there was more to it than
that. The Moon scientists were
far in advance of those on
earth. Mick had many strang%
o,

powers, and the power
thought-reading was one of
them.

Beneath his clothes he wore
a close-fitting, one-piece suit of
green flexible metal. A tiny
control box fitted snugly to the
chest of the suit, and with this
‘Mick could perform many
amazing things.

“The first thing we do,” said
the Moon Boy, “is to get Don
Revola’s herd of bulls back for
him. That will save him selling
out. And then,” he added with
a twinkle in his eyes, “I think
we’ll all ride in to Cruzello for
the great bullfight tomorrow.
We can’t let that strutting
toreador get away without
teaching him a lesson!”

Mick and Hank dined with
Pon Revola and his pretty
daughter. In the afternoon, the
two chums set off on horseback
for the secret valley which Mick
had pointed out on the map.
It lay some fifteen miles away,
hidden in a range of hills.

Two hours later they lay
hidden in a fold of rock, gazing
down into a tiny valley where
Don Revola’s prize bulls grazed
peacefully. There was a shack
built at one end -of the valley.

“What are we up against,
Mick 2’ Hank whispered. The
Moon Boy drew out a pair of
goggles and fitted them on.
These were his zonic goggles,
and gave him X-ray vision so
that he could see right through

solid objects.

“*“There are
four men in the
shack,”'he

muttered.
“That's plenty
to guard the
mouth of the
valley—so they
think !

Nextmoment
Mick was slip-
ping out of his
check shirt and

ants. He stood
or a moment
in his one-piece
suit of flexible
green metal and
then vanished.

“Keep your
eyes open,
Hank,” .said a
voice from
nowhere.

The invisible
Moon Boy
made his way
down into the
valley. He
paused by the
herd of bulls
and began to
whisper in a
soft, crooning
voice. Slowly
the bulls began to gather round
him. Like the rest of the Moon
folk, Mick had a complete
understanding and control of
all animals.. He' could .talk to
them in their own language!

Inside the hut, ‘the four
rustlers were playing cards.
Suddenly one of them looked up
as the wooden shack trembled
as if struck by a heavy weight.

“Hey! What's that?” he
rapped out. Then his eyes
popped as he saw a great horn
sticking through the thin wall.
Every plank in the hut was
groaning and creaking now.
The men rushed to the window,
and cries of astonishment and
fear burst from them.

“The bulls¥». cried one.
“They’re all round us! They're
smashing the hut down! They’ve
gone loco!”” Sure enough, the

hut was surrounded by a dense:

gn?ss of bulls, relentlessly closing
in!
One of the rustlers jerked out
his guns.

“We'll have to shoot our
way out!” he cried hoarsely.
But before he could fire, the guns
were wrenched from his hands
by some powerful force. Mick
the Moon Boy, sitting on the
back of a bull some yards away,
had stretched out his invisible
arms and projected a powerful
magnetic ray from his finger-
tips!

The two guns whipped through
the air into Mick’s. hands,
hovered in the air and reversed
themselves, then fired two
warning shots just over the
window.

“Throw your guns out of the
window!”* ordered a voice from

MICK THE MOON BOY

nowhere. ““And nurry! These
bulls are. mighty #mpatient
critturs!™ :

Almost gibbering with fright
the rustiers obeyed. . . .

It was three hours later when
Don Revola and Juanita saw!
a herd of fine bulls" plodding

-towards the empty corral near

their ranch-house. Ahead of the
bulls stumbled four weary, foot-
sore men with empty holsters.
And behind the herd rode Mick
and Hank.

Don - Revola clutched. his
daughter and stared in blank
amazement. Then a look of joy
crept over his face.

“Qur bulls! It is our herd!”
he cried. “Our friends have
brought them back to - us,
Juanita! We are saved!”

Five minutes later with the
rustlers safely in charge of some
of Don Revola’s husky peons,
the silver-haired _rancher was
still faltering out his thanks to
Mick and Hank.

“It wasn’t too difficult, sir!”
Mick grinned. “We were just
lucky. But there’s sfill a score
to settle with that proud peacock
Marengo! We’ll all ride into
Cruzello tomorrow for the bull-
fight!”’

Hank wondered exactly what
his pal was up to—and he
wondered still more ‘the follow-
ing day when they rode through
the bustle of excited people in
Cruzello, all streaming towards
the arena where the bullfight
was to be held, for Mick stopped
at one of the shops and bought
a small, floppy-eared puppy.!

The great Marengo was the
star turn of the programme, and

‘Hank waited patiently for the

flourish  of trumpets - which
heralded Marengo’s entrance,
As the bull-fighter strode into
the ring, flourishing his three-
cornered hat, Mick thrust the
puppy into Hank’s hands and
whispered certain instructions.
Then he slipped away to find
a deserted spot.

With great dignity Marengo
bowed to the president, then
turned as the gates of the arena
were flung open and a great bull
came thundering into the saw-
dust ring, snorting and hooking
viciously with its horns.

Mick the Moon Boy had shed
his~ clothes and was quite
invisible now. He was also
within a few yards of the
enraged bull! Calmly  Mick
walked towards the bull, mur-
muring in a low voice. %

Marengo made ready with
his red cape, then flapped it
furiously to provoke the bull
into a charge. The great animal
pounded forward then
stopped short within three yards
of the toreador, squatted back
on its hind legs—and sat up and
begged like a dog!

For a few seconds there was
utter silence, then a great roar
of laughter arose from the

(Continued opposite)



' YOUR FAVOURITE DOGS.

No. 2. THE COLLIE SHEEP-DOG

Here is the second of our grand .
néew series of specially drawn
pictures of dogs of all breeds!

The Collie is first and foremost a
sheep-dog. There are many different
types of Collie and the best-known ones
ore the Scottish, Welsh and Border
breeds. As sheep-dogs they must be very

strong and, at the same time,
gentle.

The colouring of the Collie is varied.
They can be black with dark brown
markings on face and legs, tricolours,
that is, black, dark brown and white and
are also just black and white and many

other different markings.

The Scottish Bearded Collie tells by
its name what it looks like. This type of
Collie is a breed by itself, as is the small

but quick Shetland sheep-dog.

very

MICK THE MOON BOY
(Continued)

crowded stands. It grew in a
swelling roar as the Mexicans
gazed at the amazing sight.

“Good old Mick!”’ Hank
chuckled delightedl{. “He’s cer-
tainly got that bull well under
control I””

That was true! Never had a
bull looked so gentle and -mild!
Marengo was fairly dancing
with rage and injured pride.
He darted forward and flapped
his cape right in the bull’s face,
but the great animal merely
blinked placidly and almost
see;dned to smﬁilgil e irigh

arengo finally step right
up in front of the animal, and
fairly slapped his red cloak into
its face. By this time he had
forgotten about the elegant
manner in which all good bull-
fighters are supposed to act in
the bull-ring, and he was just
doing anytbing he could think
of to make the bull angry.

But the bull didn’t budge.
You see, Mick the Moon Boy
had spoken to him in his own
animal lanfuage, and he had
told the bull that he had nothing
to fear as long as he didn’t lose
his temper. He had also spoken
of green pastures and cool
sparkling streams that would be
the bull’s reward for his good
behaviour. And such was Mick’s

ower over the creature that it

ad no intention of getting
angry.

The thought of green pastures
must have been very much in
the bull’'s mind as Marengo
went into a positive frenzy of
cloak flapping, for all of a

sudden he curled out the end
of his big rough tongue and
pulled the end of Marengo’s red
cloak into his mouth. -

And there he stood, chewing
the red silk just as though it
was a particularly choice morsel
of greenery.

“Pah! Pig of a bull!” screamed
Marengo, leaping in the air and
tearing at his black hair. “Give
me my cloak! Fight, you clod-
dish monster—fight, I say!”

And he snatched at the end
of the cloak. It tore ocut of the
bull’s mouth, leaving quite a
large piece, which the bull con-
tinued to chew.

Marengo forgot all he had
ever learned about bull-fighting
in his rage. He raised his fist
and smote the bull on the

nose. 2
But the bull didn’t seem to

mind. In fact, he thought

Marengo wanted to play

The bull rolled over on to his’

back and wagged his hooves in
the air, just like a playful puppy.

Marengo wept with rage. The
bull looked at him for an
instant, then it got up and
trotted across to him.

Suddenly its forelegs shot out
to rest on the toreador’s
shoulders. Caught off his bal-
ance Maréngo was jerked back-
wards and the next moment his
face was being licked by the
bull’s long rough tongue.

- ““Ha, ha, ha!” The crowd was
fairly rolling with laughter at the
comic figure Marengo cut.
“See!”” they cried, pointing and
gasping, ‘“See! The great Mar-
en%o is kissed by a bull!”
ears of rage were streaming
down Marenlgo’s face as he
jerked himself" free. Never had

the bullfight fans laughed at the
great Marengo before! Never

* had he known such bitter shame!

His vanity was pricked like a

bubble.

“Bring m sword!” he
screamed, and one of his assis-
tants ran out with the gleaming
sword. But while Marengo’s
back was turned, the bull
trotted quietly away through
the open gates . . . and a little
flop-eared puppy went scamper-
ing out into the ring. Hank had
released the puppy at just the
right moment!

The crowd nearly went into
hysterics when they' saw the
great Marengo facing a puppy,
sword in hand! As for Marengo,
he flung his arms to the sky in
utter despair.

The invisible Mick reached
out one hand and caught the
end of Marengo’s sword. Then
he touched a control which sent
a powerful electric current
through the metal sword and
into Marengo!

“Aaagh!” To the crowd, it
seemed that Marengo was con-
vulsed with fear! Actually he
was convulsed with the electric
shock, and could not let go of
the sword! Mick began to run
round the ring, towing the
toreador after him.

The puppy scampered along
at Marengo’s heels, snapping
and snarling playfully.

“Ho! Ho! The toreador is
afraid of a puppy!” roared the
crowd. Such a sight had never
been seen before! The t
Marengo was fleeing round the
ring, pursued by a dog and
howling with fear! At least—
that is what the onlookers
thought!

At last Mick let go of the
sword, and Marengo dropped
to the ground in an exhausted,

uivering heap. But by now

e laughter had given way to
scorn, and jeers were being
flung at the miserable Marengo.
Dragging himself to his feet,
the toreador tottered between
the barrier posts and disappeared
from sight. -

Up in the stands Don Revola
and Juanita were wiping tears
of laughter from their eyes.

“Poof!” gasped Juanita at
last. ‘‘That is the finish of
Marengo! He will never fight
again! I do not understand
how it hapFened. but there is no
need now for your friend Mick
to seek @ way of settling
Marengo’s - score!”” She gazed
round, and spotted Mick push-
ing through the crowd toward
them. -

“Why, here he comes!’ she
cried. “What a pity he missed
all the fun!” .

Hank blinked for a moment,
then grinned. Neither Juanita
nor her father realised that
Mick had been the cause of all
the “fun’’!

“Yes—it is a pity!” Hank
agreed solemnly, but there was
a twinkle in his eye. “You must
tell him all about it, Juanita!”

The girl shook her head help-
lessly and gestured with her

- hands.

“He will hardly believe it!*
she said in mock despair.

“Somehow I’ve got a feeling
that he will!” Hank answered,
and grinned contentedly.

Next week: The adventure of
the talking ice-cream cone!
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Widow Wilson and her son Jack
are seeking the treasure of Black

Bellamy. Kit Carson is with
. them, which is just as well, ‘
because Pat Murphy, whom they

trust, is a rogue! jack even goes
for Kit, when Kit mistrusts Pat!

i

cason PRAIRIE TREASURE

FOR PETE'S SAKE,

Sl

CRAZY? JACKIE! YOU

ABOUT YOU! GET BACK

LETS GET GOING !

HAS EVERYONE GONE \

HEAR ME, SON! LAY OFF
BEFORE 1 LAY THIS WHIP

ON THE WAGON, AND
FOR HEAVENS SAKE

P

THE LADYS RIGHT! NO NEED
FOR EVERYONE TO GET ALL HOT
AND BOTHERED! | GUESS KIT WAS

JOST A BIT HASTY-TEMPERED,
THAT'S ALL . . . SUPPOSE WE
FORGET ALL ABOUT IT. . .

AND WITH A BROODING AIR OF TENSION,

1 W
B\ e /.
IALTHOUGH MURPHY HAS LOST THIS
ROUND HE 15 NOT BEATEN - - HE
15 ALREADY FORMING A PLAN IN

4] [Ws mND- - -

A CAMPFIRE SEND SPARKS
THE NIGHT AR, .

'THEN,Ab DUSK FALLS, A HALT IS MADE, =
AND SOON THE CRACKLING FLAMES OF

THE WAGON,KIT, | GUESS 8
$ YOU TWO BOYS CAN

MANAGE AROUND THE
FIRE - - BUT NO MORE

< 2 Rk OF 05 TOMORROW. .

MIONIGHT FALLS, AND THE CAMP SLEEPS.

. BUT KIT SLEEPS WITH ONE EYE OPEN . . >
=" GUESS THERE'S

NO SHUTEYE FOR ME

TONIGHT/ NOT WITH THIS

JACKIE AND ME G
WILL KIP DOWN IN

ARGUMENTS, MIND !

AR
N
\%f//A li
= 1 GUESS TS
TIME WE_ALL HAD 3
SOME SHUTEYE! WEVE CFEd
A HARD DAY AHEAD

B CARSONS ASLEER,
SURE ENOUGH!BUT M
TAKING NO CHANCES
WITH THAT SLIPPERY SNAKE
ANYONE WHO WANTS TO
TACKLE HIM ALONE 15
WELCOME T0, BEDAD! M

[CUICKLY SLIDING FROM HIS BLANKET,
KIT CARSON WRAPS IT AROUND HiB
PACK TO FORM A DUMNY FIGURE . .

THIS TIME M GOING
TO CATCH THAT
TREACHEROUS
SKUNK RED-HANDED!

CREEPING TO THE EDGE OF THE
DESERT DARKNESS, PAT MURPHY
SENDS A SOFT WHISTLE INTO THE
SILENCE OF THE NIGHT. . .

T

PHWEEEEEP/
. . COME ON, BOYS
WHERE ARE YE,

'FOR PETE®S SAKE?
J




GLIDING AWAY FROM THE FIRELIGHT,
KIT CRAWLS BENEATH THE WAGON,
AND LIES THERE SILENT, GUN IN

HAND !

N

HERE THEY COME Now!
S0 T WAS RIGHT ALL
ALONG { THAT SKUNK IS ONE
OF THE GANG, BURE ENOUGH!

& 8 -

HOLY MACKEREL/

e ——

KEEP HiM

> WELL COVERED WHILE =—— c's NOT HERE!
I FRISK HIM, BOYS! WE E—— 1S A TRICK!
WANT THAT MAP, AND NO ==—— ME's FOOLED US

AGAIN/

MISTAKES THIS TIME!

DONT WORRY, PAT!
THIS 1S ONE TIME THAT
HE WON'T PULL A
FAST ONE ON LS/

ALL RIGHT/
GET 'EM UP!/
REACH AND
KEEP REACHING!

“[BUT A5 KIT GETS TO HIS FEET, YOUNG JACK
WILSON AWAKENED BY THE NOISE, LEAPS
FROM THE WAGON/

'VE GOT THE

s ME!
SKUNKS

KIT! PAT! QUICK!
I'VE GOT HIM/

I HAD THESE

KIT!
TS You. . .
BUT 1 THOUGHT. .

SNOOPER/

7 NO TIME FOR TALK/
MY GUN! QUICK,
E IT'S TOO LATE!

KiT !

TRAPPED.

BUT A® KIT DIVES FOR HIS FALLEN
[GUN, THE CROOKS RUSH FORWARD! 4

HOLD [T, CARSON,
OR I'LL BLAST
YOU APART/

S 8OT &
1 DONT
UNDERSTAND/

WITH A SNARL, PEDRO SMASHES HIS
GUN-BUTT DOWN ONTO KITS HEAD. .

—_———]

15 THAT 507
TAKE THAT, YOU
LOWDOWN DOUBLE-CROSSING
POLECAT/

TAKE THAT,
CURSE You!

o UGHE

GET HIM, BOYS. . .
SLUG THE SLIPPERY
o SNAKE /

(Continued on next page)



KIT CARSON AND THE PRAIRIE TREASURE (Continued from page 15)

E Wo HiM:
COLD! AND
A PAT’S ONE
N OF 'EM/

DROP THAT
GUN AND SHUT
YOUR TRAP 2
MA'AM

WIDOW WILSON AND HER SON ARE
SECURELY ROPED AS HONEBT PAT TAKES
THE MAP FROM KIT'S POCKET. g

" THis 1o 1T/

THIS 1S THE MAP

BOYS ! FROM NOW

ON, IT'S EASY

STREET FOR US/

YOURE JUBT A
LOWDOWN

= TREACHEROUS

SCHEMING

HALF-DAZED, KIT OPENS HIS EYES,
STIFLING A GROAN AS HE SEES THE
CROOKS NEARBY,
[ GUESS WED
BETTER FINISH CARSBON OFF]

BEFORE WE LEAVE. HERE pet
N yrBOVS! IT® THE GREAT
¥ SHAME IT 15, BUT 4
JWE DARENT TAKE

; You
MURDERING RATS/

YoU CAN'T DO THiS!
YOoU CAN'T KILL HIM
IN COLD BLOOD!

YOU THEENK NOT?
THEN JUST WATCH

ME, SENORA/

¥ vou FooLs!

HE'S MAKING A

BREAK FOR IT/
GET HiM/

KIT RACES AWAY, UNARMED, AS
HOT LEAD SIZZLES THROUGH
THE AIR ON ?u_,sm:sf

&7 've GOT TO DO b
SOMETHING - - AND
QUIKK - - OR ELSE/

i ,.-'7 = . -,___///"— =
2

1 GUESS THAT'S THE END
OF KIT CARSON! GET MOUNTED,
X BOYB/ I'M JUST ITCHING TO
] GET ME FINGERS ON THAT
TREA:,LJRE %0 I AM‘
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D*GRUNTE

HAREING TO THE
RESCUE

“OCNCRUMPTIOUS V2
Cyril Potts, the hare.
He was sitting nibbling
at some nice juicy grass in the
hedge-side. Cyril hadn't always
been a hare. Not so very long
ago he had 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 doc-
tor, 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 you could meet
anywhere. He had got his
bottles mixed up, and instead
of giving the boys a dose of
medicine he had given them 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.
“Still it’s got us off school,
that’s one thing,” chuckled
Cyril ‘to himself, as he sat
nibbling at the juicy grass in the
hedge-side. “I don’t mind stay-
ing at the farm until that silly
little Dozey finds the stuff to
change us all back to our proper
selves a%amw-l-[allo, somebody’s
coming!™
Being a hare, he could hear as
clearly ‘as a hare can, and his
long, pricked ears had heard the
sound of someone coming
quickly -along the road. Next
instant he had vanished from
view in the bottom of the hedge
with only his nose and his
bright brown eyes sticking out.
“Why, it’s old Mrs. Tweddle,”

said

he told himself, as an old lady -

came into view round a bend
in the road. “She’s not half
hurrying, either. Poor old thing,
fancy an old lady like her
having to hurry like that on a
hot day like this. I wonder
what’s wrong.”

Mrs. Tweddle was a nice old
lady who lived in a little cottage
dlong the road. Neither she nor

-anyone else knew about the
boys at the farm having been
changed into animals, of course,
because it had all been kept a
very close secret. :

As she came puffing and
panting along, Cyril, the hare,

~ saw that she was carrying what
looked like a notebook.

“Oh, dearie me,” she was
saying out loud. “I’ll never get
there in time—I know I won’t—
and he’ll be no good without
his book—he’s so very absent-
-minded!”

Cyril, who was a very good-
hearted sort of a boy—or hare,
rather—decided to see if he
could help her.

RS
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it
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Was quite the deadliest of s!
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P4 wne P ETRE
Dog found out that Cyril Potts,

“Good afternoon, ma’am!”
he said, suddenly sitting bolt
upri?ht in the hedge-side.

Old Mrs. Tweddle stopped
and stared in the direction of the
voice. At the sight of C{nl
she nearly jumped out of her
skin.

“It—it couldn’t be that hare
that spoke!” she gasped. :

“Oh, yes, it was,” said Cyril,
who, although he had been
turned into a hare, could still
talk in his human voice. “Don’t
be alarmed. I’m rather a special
sort of a hare!”

“You—you must be,” gasped
Mrs. Tweddle, staring as though
she couldn’t believe her eyes.
“I—I didn’t know that hares
could talk.”

“Well, as a matter of fact,
very few can,” chuckled Cyril.
“But I was watching you come
along the road, ma’am, and as
zou seem to be in a very great
urry I was wondering if I could
hei? you.”

“I am in a hurry,” cried Mrs.
Tweddle. “Professor Pootle’s
forgotten his notebook. This is
it here!”

She held up the notebook she
had in her hand.

““And who's Professor Pootle,
ma’am,” asked Cyril politely.

“He’s a very clever gentleman
from London,” cried Mrs.
Tweddle. “But he’s so absent-
minded. He’s lodging with me
for a few days, and this after-
noon he’s giving a lecture at the
village hall to the school-
children and to some of the boys
from St. Anselm’s School. But
he’s gone and forgotten his notes
and I know he’ll be quite useless
without them. He won’t be
able to speak a single word,
poor gentleman. He’s so absent-
minded that he’ll probably even
forget what it is he’s going to
lecture about.”

“And what is he going to
lecture about?”

““‘Creatures of the Woods and
Fields’, is the title -of the
lecture,” cried Mrs. Tweddle.

“It’s all written down here in
his notebook. He knows an
awful lot about the habits and
things of animals like yourself.
But he won’t remember a single
word without his notebook, and
I’'m sure those St. Anselm’s
boys’ll make fun of him and
try to take the rise out of him,
poor gentleman. They’re horrid

creatures, some of them, so
swanky and cocky.” i
“I 'know,” nodded Cyril.

“I’ve seen ’em. Well, now, I'll
tell you what, ma’am. I know
where the village hall is, and T
can shift very fast—all hares
can, you know—so I'll take his
notebook to him. I'll get there
long before you could.”

“Well, I'm sure I don’t
know,” stammered Mrs. Twed-
dle. “It’s—it’s very kind of you,
but I’ve never heard of a hare
running errands before.”

“Well, now’s the time to
start,” chuckled Cyril. “Come
on, give me the notebook and
ri get cracking. When’s the
lecture start?”

“It should have stared by
now,” cried Mrs. Tweddle, then,
as she thought of the poor pro-
fessor helpless without his
notes, she bent down and gave
the book to Cyril, who took it
in his mouth. ““There you are,
then,” she said. “Now you’re
sure you’ll give it to him safely '

Cyril nodded, for he found it
very difficult to speak with the
notebook in his mouth. Next
instant he had turned and was
bounding swiftly along the
road, moving as fast as only
hares can .move. But as he
neared the village a dog suddenly
shot out of the hedge and started
to race in pursuit of him with an
excited Woof! Woof! Woof!

““‘Confound that beastly dog!”’
thought Cyril angrily. “I'm not
frightened of him. It’d take a
smarter dog than him to catch
me, but if he keeps on barking
like that he’ll have every dog
in the village after me!”

Suddenly he got another

along the road towards him, a
catapuit in his hand. And at
sight of Cyril the boy was
excitedly fitting a pebble into
the catty in order to have a
shot at him.

“Don’t you dare!” yelled
Cyril, bounding straight at him.

At the sound of the hare
speaking in a human voice, the
small boy got such a fright
that he dropped the catapult
and turning, bolted back the
way he had come, howling at
the very top of his voice.

“Hurrah!” cried Cyril, drop-
ping the notebook and snatching
up the catapult in his front paws.

Turning, he squatted on the
road, fitted a pebble to the
catapuit, and let fly at the dog
which was now charging fur-
iously at him. The pebble took
the dog fair and square on the
nose, And if ever a dog got the
shock of its life, that do? did.
With a howl of pain and fright,
it turned a complete backward
somersault. Then, picking itself
up, it turned tail and bolted
back the way it had come as
fast as ever it could lay its legs
to the ground.

It had chased hares before,
but never a hare that let fly
with a catapult.

With a triumphant chuckle,
Cyril picked up the notebook
and bounded on towards the
village hall. It was a warm day
and the window was open.
From inside the hall Cyril could
hear the restless stamping of feet
and the rising murmur of voices.

As a matter of fact, poor old
Professor Pootle was in no end
of a jam. A few minutes before
this he had made the horrifying
discovery that he had forgotten
‘his notes. And now he was
standing on the lg:»latt‘-:»rm facing
his restless audience of boys
and girls without the slightest
notion of what he had come
there to talk about.

“Well, as a matter of fact,

(Continued on next page)
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DR. GRUNTER’S ZOO SCHOOL (Continued from page 17)

E Up from the water rose a croc—
Those bad lads really got a shock!

children,”
fessor, ‘‘can you—can you tell
me what [ am supposed to talk
to you about?” i

Ha, ha, ha!” roared the St.

Anselmites. ““The silly  old
duffer’s forgotten what he’s
here for——" “

“No, he hasn’t!” yelled a
voice, and in through the win-
dow bounded Cyril, to drop
the notebook on the professor’s
table. “He’s here to tell you
about us creatures of the woods
and fields. So shut your silly
mouths down there, or I'll come
and shut them for you!”

Well, the St. Anselmites and all
the other boys and girls were so
startled to hear a hare speaking
in a human voice that you could
have knocked the whole lot of
them down with a feather. They
could only sit and iape as
though they could believe
neither their eyes nor their ears.

“Professor Pootle knows more
about us creatures of the woods
and fields than anyone,” roared
Cyril, ““So just you pay attention
to him. All right, professor, you
carry on!”

With that, Cyril shot out
through the window again. .

. “Well, if the old boy’s lecture
isn’t a success after that,”” he
chuckled, “I’ll eat my whiskers!”

And it was, for his hearers
thought Professor Pootle must
be the most wonderful Jecturer
in the world to have a talking
hare bringing his notes.

PUNISHING THE
PUNT PINCHERS
IT was a nice warm day and
. Claude Corker, the croco-
dile, was lying baskin
sun beside a clump o
on the river bank.
“This is a jolly sight better
than being at school, even if I
have been changed into a
crocodile,”” thought Claude, as
he lay basking sleepily on the
river-bank.
“Suddenly he stirred and raised
his head. A faint and distant
shouting had broken out somes.

in the
bushes

where away up the river. As -

Claude listened intently he
realised that it was a party of
girls who were shouting. What
was mere, he could tell by their
excited voices that they were
coming along the river bank

stammered the pro-

.per and
Platt!?”

-,

towards him.

“This is where I fade from
view,” he told himself, with a
crocodile grin. “I'm i:erfectly
harmless, but a crocodile repos-
ing on the bank of an English
river is so uncommon a sight
that it’s apt to scare people,
particularly girlS. So here goes!”’

With the words, Claude
roused himself and crawled
behind the clump of bushes
near which he had been lying.

The excited voices of the girls
were coming rapidly nearer and
Claude could hear them crying:

“Bring back that punt at once,
you horrid boys!”

“We know your names, so
don’t think we don’t!”

“You’re that horrid Marma-
duke Mopp and Cuthbert Crop-
that odious Ogden

Parting the bushes with his
great, long jaws, Claude, the
crocodile peeped out. He couid
not see the girls as vet, because
they were on the river bank. But
sailing down the middle of the
river he could see a punt with
three boys from St. Anselm’s
Schoot in-it.

The three of them were sailing
along in the punt, roaring with
laughter. And as Claude peeped
out through the bushes he
heard them shout tauntingly to
the girls:

“Didums want ums’
den?’

By this time the punt and its
three occupants was drawing
opposite the bushes where
Claude was lying. So Claude
withdrew his great long jaws
from view and kept quiet. Not
that he meant to keep quict for
very long. Oh, dear, no! Claude
had already made up his mind
to take a hand in this affair.

Stealing punts from girls
might seem very funny and
clever to the three St. Anselm’s
cads, but Claude thought it
neither clever nor funny.

By this time the girls were
passing the clump of bushes
beneath which Claude was lying.

“Bring that punt back at
once, do you hear?”’ cried one
of them angrily.

“Youll get into trouble for
this!”’ cried another.

“Will we really?” squeaked
one of the cads, whose name

punt,
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was Marmaduke Mopp, trying
to imitate the girl’'s voice.
“‘Eee-eee, you don’t know how
frightened we are!”

The girls passed the bushes
as they followed the punt and
its three hilarious occupants
downstream. Squinting sideways
out of the bushes, Claude saw
that the party of girls numbered
four. They were wearing the
school blazers and hat ribbons
of St. Hilda’s School for Girls:

“Well, here goes!”” chuckled

Claude to himself.
' Crawling from out of the
bushes, he slid silently into the
river. The girls had their backs
to him, so they didn’t see him.
Neither did the three cads in the
punt see him. They were far too
busy enjoying themselves by
cheeking the girls- whose punt
they had stolen.

Like all crocodiles, Claude
was not only a powerful swim-
mer, but he ‘could swim under
water as well. Diving deeply,
he shot out into the middle of
the river, passed under the punt,
then turned round and came
to the surface right in front
of the punt.

“Ooh, look, what’s that?”’
cried one of the girls in alarm.

She pointed at Claude’s head
and his great jaws, those being
the only parts of him which
were visible above the water.

“It’'s—it’sacrocodile !’ gasped
one of her friends.

“It can’t be!” cried another.
“There're no crocodiles in
England !

*But it is, T tell you—it is a
crocodile!” cried the other.
“I’ve seen them at the Zoo and
in pictures and I know it’s a
crocodile!”

So intent were the three
bullies in the punt on cheeking
the girls on the bank that they
hadn’t noticed Claude yet.’

*“Yah, just listen at the little
sillies talking about croco-
diles!”” velled Ogden ' Platt.
“They must be off their nuts!?”

*“Oh, no, they’re not!”’ jeered
Marmaduke Mopp. “They're
trying to scare us by pretending
there’s a crocodile in the river.”

“Did you ever hear ‘such
rot?” sneered Cuthbert Crop-
per. “As though we’d be taken
in by such a silly, fatheaded
sort of a yarn as that!”’

Next instant he and his two
pals lost their balance and went
sprawling in a heap in the
bottom of the punt as it came to
a sudden, unexpected stop.

“What’s happened!” gasped
Marmaduke Mopp.

“Qoo—er—look!”  howled
Cuthbert Cropper, who had
scrambled to his feet.

Getting to their knees, his

~two pals looked in the direction

of Cuthbert’s pointing, trembl-
ing finger. As they did so their
mouths opened in fright and
astonishment and their eves
nearly stuck out of their heads.

For there at the end of the
punt was a frightful-looking
crocodile.

“Help—-mother—lemme out
of this!” howled Marmaduke
Mopp, leaping to his feet and
pushing so madly to the stern
of the punt that he very nearly
shot clean overboard.

Yeiling and blubbering and
nearly fainting with fright, his
two pals followed hard on his
heels. And there the three of
them clustered, huddling close
together in the stern of the punt
and staring at the crocodile in
trembling and terror.

“Oh, look at the great
cowards!” cried the girls on the
bank, clapping their hands
delightedly. Then they started
to sing. “Cowardy. cowardy
custards!”

“Aw, please run and get
some help ! roared Marmaduke

‘Mopp. “Aw, please run and

fetch somebody before this
awful croc-croc-crocodile gob-
bles us up!™” s

“ICNl serve you all right if it
does gobbie you up!” cried the

biggest of the girls. Then
suddenly she cried excitedly:
“Oh. look, the crocodile’s

bringing the punt to the bank!”

There wasn't the slightest
doubt about it. Holding the end
of the punt in his great jaws,
Claude was pushing it and its
occupants towards the bank
with the greatesf of ease.

But as he neared the bank he
gave the punt a sudden terrific
tilt. The result was that, with
howls of terror, the three bullies
shot into the river with tremen-
dous splashes.

Screaming with fright because
they thought that at any
moment the crocodile would
gobble them up, they swam and
waded desperately for the bank.

Reaching it, they scrambled
out of the water, then set off

running just as fast as ever they -

could pelt. Nor did they stop
until they reached St. Anselm’s.

Meanwhile, Claudehad pushed
the punt in towards the bank.
Then, releasing it, he watched
while the girls secured it.

““Oh, what a nice, kind, help-
ful crocodile?’ cried one of the
girls. They could scarcely believe
their eyes. And to this day their
one regret is that they can’t
find anyone who will believe
their story of the helpful
crocodile.

You’ve heard about the Three

Bears, but not about the three at

Dr. Grunter’s Zoo School. Read
their adventures next week!
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EQUICK AS A FLASH, PETER DRAWS HIS CATAPULT ~ ~

HO, HO! THE EARTHLING BOY THINKS
HE CAN 6CARE ME WITH HIS

AT THAT MOMENT, BACK AT THE CITY OF i
ATLANTA, ~ ~ -~

! i

BUT CAN THE REINFORCEMENTS o
. BE IN TIME TO SAVE THE

M| [EnrTHUNGS AND THER & 2
HOORAY., THE EARTHLINGS i Al IBATTERED ARMY 2 A
MADE 1T MAN YOUR PLANES | A ST 3 S
~THE POWER 190N AGAIN 7 o - >




