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Natures Oddities

THE GUILLEMOT
The eggs of the guillemot /

are pointed in shape, as ok y
shown. This is to ensure // 7/ 74
that they don't roll off i 4 v
the steep cliffs. If knocked, 7 4

- they just move round and
e round in a small circle.

THE PORCUPINE

This creature can shoot sharp spines out
of its body with considerable force when
it is attacked !

SECRETARY BIRD

A bird of prey, which
spends most of its time
walking. It kills snakes
by stamping on them. So
named because the
trailing black feathers
behind its head are like
the quill pens stuck
behind the ears of clerks
150 years ago.




THE DIPPER

A British bird,
which sometimes
flies and walks
UNDER water in
search of its
food.

PEREGRINE
FALCON

When diving from great
heights to attack its prey,
this bird can reach a speed
of 180 miles an hour! It
can be seen along our rocky
coasts.

GREAT ANT-EATER

An unusual animal from South America.

It has a tongue 18 inches long, which

it uses with lightning speed to catch ants,
after breaking open their nests.

THE HIPPO’S
“ESCORT”

The bird shown standing
on the hippo’s back is an
Egret. It does the hippo
a service by eating the
insects found on its body.
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WHOOSH! MAKE WAY FOR JOHNNIE WINGCO—HE'S IN A HURRY'!

John Wingate-Cole, commander in the Fleet Air Arm and known better as Johnnie
Wingco, is the sort of flyer you just can’t keep down! The splendid colour-plate
on the opposite page shows one of his typical dare-devil moments, taken from a
breathless adventure of the last war. The thrills of this story will make you tingle
with real excitement—it is published in full in this Annual, starting on page 33.
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THUNDERBOLT
JAXON soiven

- PRINCESS

PROFESSOR BRAYNE WAS AN EXPLORER, WHO HAD SET
THEN THUNDERBOLT
AND 80 MET WITH

4
ADVENTURES OF HIS WHOLE CAREER /

TOFIND A LOST CITV IN THE JUNGLES OF THE AMAZON . [
JAXON SET QUT TO FIND HIM ~ ~ -
WITH ONE OF THE MOST ASTOUNDING

out

1VE EVER SEEN FLYING /

WHAT DOES EET MATTER ~
~ 50 LONG AS SHE FLY~
MY FINE CABEEN BOY /

WELL -~ | THINK THAT’g ;}BOUT THE OLDEST AEROPLANE




Jack swiftly
buckled on the
magic belt, and
inthe twinkling
of an eye be-
came the
mighty figure
of Thunderbolt
Jaxon !

TELL ME YOUR TROUBLES ~~
MAYBE 1 CAN HELP /

HE ISFINISH. BUT, THANKS TO YOU, AMIGO,
TILL ALIVELY . MANANA, | GET ANOTHER.
PUANE - - MAYBE )

T WAS A MIRACLE. | WOULDN'T 0 AND LOOK, FOR. HIM. PANCHO! o
/

| 2
Y HAVE BELIEVED IT/ BT /TIL PLANE WAS THE ONLY WAY OF GETTIN
TAKE MORE THAN A MIRACLE THERE~ AND NOW ~ ~ /73’ WRECKED,

© The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., 1959. 3



ALL RIGHT- -
IFYOU SAY 80 -
BUT | DON'T SEE.
HOW T WILL HELP/

T CAN HELP YOU FIND YOUR FATHER .. JUST PERCH YOURSELF 7 7
ON MY SHOULDER --AD TRUSTHE COOPNESS” WERE FLYING:

TS

-~ DESERTS AND MIGHTY
MOUNTAINS FLASH THUNDERBOLT

AND Hi5 FAIR PASSENGER. - &

~~ TILL AT LAST THEY SIGHT THE LOST CITY OF PAZCO.
BUT THEN, THEY ARE NOTALONE INTHEAR !

LOOK AT THAT HUGE WALL --AND THAT GATE ! PERHAPS THERE'S $ LOOKING AROUND FOR A SUITABLE SPOT TO LAND -~
SOMETHING IN THE FOREST THEY WANT TO KEEP 0UT <~ v—)ﬁféq ‘THUNDERBOLT CHOOSES Tf(E FLAT TOPO(‘)"F A LOFTY TEMPLE - -

EQ




WHAT HELEN SEES ~~~

SMASH THE DOORS , MY BRAVE FELLOWS. WITHIN 16 THE PRINCESS AYA -

SHE WHO HAS BROUGHT AL YOUR, MISFORTUNES UPONYOLL! GIVE HER. TO

THE BEASTS OF THI A SACRIFICE-~AND ALL WILL BE WELL!
= ey

‘ 50 QUIRD HAS BEATEN US _ VERY WELLTHEN, IF [ AM )
%g Do | % SE TR0 To THE MONSTERS 57t o IAE
A ROYAL PRINCESS

YOURE VERY BRAVE MY DEAR - 2
PERHAPS IF | WERE T0 TRY AND 1~ &

i
l il

L

——
S

THATS MY FATHER !

THIMOERBOLT !

COMPANION ARE PRAGGED OUT.

0 THE JUNGLE WITH THEH., NOWTHE RSN
CURSE WDILLBE LIFTED FROM YOUR CHILOREN /

N2




[REALLY YOUREA. N THE G008 HAVESENT Y0
WOST REMARRABLE ) OU WL SAVE MY
NOUNGMAN.! - TEOPLE FAOM QU0

A

u).Q

Hele! | DONT KAOW
8y
5E

W YOU GOT HERE ~ “TAKE THE THRONE FOR HIMSELF.
(T 175 WONDERFUL TO ALLTHE CHILDREN OF THE PALACE GUARD
E YOU AGAIN « HAVE FALLEN ILL AND QUIRO HAS

NOW, TELL ME - WHAT (8 THIS QUIRO UPT0 7
HESEEMS A NASTY PIECE OF WORK TO ME !

QUIRO SEEKS TO DESTROY ME AND

SAID THAT | HAVE PUT A CURSE
ON THEM /

ESCAPED FROM QUIR0. 1 NEVER DID BELIEVE HIS
2 TALE THAT SHE HAD PUT A QURSE ON

OUR CHILDREN -

THUNDERBOLT HAD AN
IDEA THAT QUIRO WAS
BEHIND ALL THE
TROUBLE, AND WITH
THE AID OF THE PRO-
FESSOR’S POWDERS HE
BEGAN TO PROVE IT. ALL
THE UPSET CHILDREN
WERE BROUGHT TO HIM,
AND AFTER A QUICK
DOSE OF THE SOOTHING
POWDERS THEY BEGAN
TO FEEL MUCH BETTER
AGAIN !

IT STRIKES ME FRIEND QUIRO HAS GIVEN THE YOUNGSTERS
SOMETHING TO UPSET THEM o ~ HAVE YOU GOT ANY
STOMACH POWDERS IN YOUR KIT, PROFESSOR 7

TAKE YOUR CHILDREN AWAY AND GUARD THEM WELL -
BY THIS EVENING YOU WILL SEE THAT THEY ARE WELL AGAIN
AND THAT QUIRO TOLD fOU LIES / \
= N
=
=V LIRS

yre




Hidden inside the
torch held by a
mighty stone
figure, Quiro
watched with his
eyes glittering
with hatred. His
scheme had gone
all  wrong, but
he was still mad
with the desire
for power !

YU SKALLNOT RULE, AYA! | WILL
BRING DESTRUCTION ON THE WHOLE

CITY IF 1 CANNOT HAVE MY WAY ./

1 HAVE NEVER SEEN MY PEOPLE 50 HAPPY J HOW CAN
§ EVER THANK YOU FOR WHAT YOU'VE DONE 7

THINGS ARE FINE NOW), PRINCESS ~ - BUT | WISH
1 KNEW WHERE QUIRO WAS . 1 HAVE A FEELING
“THAT HE 15 UP TO MISCHIEF o

-

AND THUNDERBOLTS FEELING 15 RIGHT/ QUIRO 15 EVEN THEN DRAGGING
OPEN THE HUGE GATES THAT WILL LET THE MONSTERS INTO THE CITY OF PAZCO.

<

QUIRO HAS OPENED THE GREAT GATES /
1 FEEL 1T IN MY BONES /




SWIFT AS HIS OWN NAME - THUN
AN B 4

DERBOLT ACTS ~

= AND JOINS BATTLE WITH THE MONSTE

LJ.,\) ———m—

R§! ~

=Y ., R
- {

HE'LL DRIVE THE MOKSTERS OUT
THERE'S NOTHING HE CAN'T D0 -~
\ HES WONDERFUL ! A

THE BATTERED MONSTERS RET
THE' JUNGLE DEPTHS~ ~

URN TO

'THE PROFESSOR'S MEDICINE DOES (5 WORK, WELL AND THAT EVENING THE

| ROYAL PALACE OF PATCO 15 SURROUNDED BY A CHEERING THRONG ~~
s '

(L

Q] _‘ 0 % A
‘N IRSAWN
| A s

!




T T

COME ON IN, MIKE, AND STOP DISTRACTING.
LOOK, NO WONDER THOSE MEN HAVEN'T FILLED 4
(IN THAT DANGEROUS HOLE OUTSIDE OUR JHE WORKMEN mioe TR Jof
ot i gy TIL CALL HiM
‘ IN, DEAR/

DAD! T WANT You TO

GOSH, DAD, T WAS ONLY SHOWING HHM! THATS DIFFERENT. PERHAPS You
THEM HOW YOU USED TO DRIBBAE GENTIEMEN WOWLD LIKE TO SEE A FEW.
THE BALL RIGHT UP TO THE GOAL. M)

WHEN YOu USED TO —
FOR THE ROVERS/

BEST DRIBBAER ON THE FIELD IN MY DAY
I BET NEITHER OF
oL CAN TAKE

o o om0 e

GOODNESS ! HES OUT THERE
PLAYING WITH THEM///

PHEW! PITy THEY HAD To KNOCIK OFF,MIKE, T.
WAS ENJOYING IT! TTHAT LITTILE KICKABOUT
HAS GIVEN =

¥ DADS A JonNG TiME
BRINGING Mik

IM GLAD YOUVE

HELLO,MOTHER, IS TEA
| 50T NouR coaT

READY ? ER, WHY THE
SHOVELS P




SYDNEY GETS A BIG HAND (in a boxing-glove) FROM HIS OLD PAL!

[ SAY,SPORTY, TIGER TEAREM, THE
BOXER, HAS GIVEN ME TWO
TICKETS FOR HIS FIGHT

TONIGHT. WANT TO COME ? 0

() f 6;‘ ’/4/‘
(D LOVE
70,5YONEY.) ||
%
 Fancy you YK WHY, HE Was OH COME ON, TIGER ! :
HNOWING THE (L 1N MY CLASS / WHERES YOUR RIGHT 2 V)

TIGER AS WEW >R A USE YOUR LEFT !! £2
AS THAT ! ] > DUCK ! CANT YOU !
/ USE YOUR FEeeT!

(/)
l\il" (lf-l

i

| TOLD YOU TO WATCH HIS RIGHT!
GET UP TIGER . YOURE NOT HURT! )
NT PLAY THE FOOL !
= RN,
S

WATCH HIS LEFT !
WATCH HIS FEET !

i



I'tL JUST POP ROUND TO HIS )
DRESSING ROOM AND ASK HIM
IF HE SAW ANY NEW STARS !

BUT SYDNEY
HE MIGHT BE
OFFENDED

WHAT ?0LD TIGER?,
WHY HE ALWAYS

SIZ~2s
= Z

ROOM

DRESSING
ROOM

-®

/

f«ffm ‘

o

) ///W,}ﬁ,\\\\\\

GOSH SYDNEY ! [ DIDNT THINK
YOU’D RISK (T —SOME CHAPS
WOULD BE TERRIBLY ANGRY!
THE TIGER MUST HAVE A
GREAT SENSE OF HUMOUR!,

HE WAS A LITTLE BIT IRRITABLE

TONIGHT !

7

N N
DRESSING' §§®
NN

ROOM [\

~®

.\
o
Nl
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case-book.
at the bottom ?

The Attack On Sir Stephen

‘“ gs that Inspector Coutts of Scotland Yard ?

I Please come at once—something terrible

has happened to Sir Stephen Doyle !

Coutts listened to the agitated voice at the
other end of the phone and spoke quietly in reply.

“I’ll be over right away,”” he said.

He was as good as his word, arriving at Sir
Stephen’s house within ten minutes. He was
admitted by an excited manservant, who took
him into the library where Sir Stephen lay on a
settee. A doctor was bending over him.

‘* What’s happened ? *’ Coutts asked.

The servant shrugged his shoulders.

‘1 don’t quite know, sir,”’ he said.
maybe Mr. Ronald can explain.”

He indicated a young, well-dressed man, who
was entering the room, straightening his tie.
Coutts eyed him closely.

‘“ Can you tell me what happened, Mr——?
he began.

‘“My name is Cartwright,”” the young man
replied. ‘‘1 am Sir Stephen’s nephew. It was
| who phoned you, and | was rather excited at
the time, because | was very naturally alarmed to
find my uncle lying on the floor, knocked senseless
by a heavy blow.”

*“ Where was he lying when you found him ?
Coutts asked, and Cartwright pointed to the
carpet in front of the fireplace.

‘“ He was sprawled out just there,” he said.

Coutts went to the spot, looking closely at the
floor and picked up a long cigar, which had been
lighted but had gone out almost at once.

““This must be Sir Stephen’s cigar,” he
remarked. *‘ Now, what exactly happened, to
the best of your knowledge, Mr. Cartwright ?

‘1 came here today to discuss some business
affairs with my uncle,” the nephew replied.
** You see, he was going to start me off in my own
business, and he had about £3,000 in cash with
him. When | arrived he gave me a cigar. We
lit up, then got down to business.”

* And after that ? * prompted Coutts.

**Then | remembered that | had left a certain
paper to do with the business in my overcoat
pocket,”” Cartwright went on. ‘| left the room

*“But

»”

12

INKERS TEc TEASER
..___._./._.../J __.J — T ] T ———Tt

Sexton Blake’s young assistant takes a crime from Inspector Coutts’
an you solve it yourself before looking at the answer printed
See how good a detective you are !

to get it and was gone about three minutes.
When | came back, | found uncle on the floor
and the money gone ! "’

*“ So someone attacked him while you were out
of the room, eh ?”* Coutts murmured.

*“ Whoever it is, he must have gos in through
the window, sir,”” the servant chipped in. ‘It
was wide open when | came hurrying in, in reply
to a shout from Mr. Ronald.”

““ Quite so,”” nodded Coutts, and glanced at a
nearby table. On it was an ash-tray, with about
half an inch of cigar in it.

‘“Is that your cigar-end ? '’ he asked Cartwright.

““Yes, it is,”” Cartwright agreed. ‘‘Why 2"

““Oh, | just wondered,” said Coutts off-
handedly, and went across to the doctor, who
had just finished attending to the injured man.
*“ How is he, doc ? ** he asked.

‘“ He'll recover in about an hour,” the doctor
said.

Coutts nodded and turned to Cartwright.

‘“How long were you and your uncle talking
before you left the room to fetch that paper ? ™
he demanded.

** About half an hour,” answered Cartwright.

““ Then you’re under arrest ! *’ snapped Coutts.
““You attacked your own uncle. You left this
room under a pretext, crept back, and struck down
Sir Stephen while his back was turned. You did
it to get the £3,000, knowing that if Sir Stephen
thought he had been robbed, he would naturally
provide you with another £3,000. But you made
one mistake ! ”’

What was Ronald Cartwright’s mistake ?
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LATER...

BUNTER /CERSE ) (Nerues ! Poor !

YOUR STUPLD ‘M 100 TouCH
PRANKS / HAVE LR (o0 Houe o

YOU NO THOUGHT, | WiLL PUT BOASTFOL W
FOR MY POOR { BuNTER'S IRON NERVES LU ’
> 70 fHE TEST! THIS CARNIVAL ‘ i ll i‘
i
| L) “l ‘

BALLOON WILL SERVE MY "

il l‘llmf‘ !

=l
===l ‘

NERVES!US BUNTERS DON.
KNOW THE MEANING OF
THE WORDY NOTHING CAN
SCARE WILLIAM CEORGE




O.CRUMBS ! 115 ONLY A BALLOON!/
Ll BET THAT LITTLE ROTTER,
JONES-ER-COO!WHATA CLEVER
IDEA! | CAN DODGE TOMORROWS
LESSONS - AND STAY INBED

M SHAKING LIKE
/e 5-5eLLy, siR ¢
THAT LLITLE BEAST,

BED-AND | WILL
PHONE FOR THE

IVE FILLED THIS BRLLOON,
FULL OF WATER - NOW 10
PUT ITIN MY BED.

OLOR! A DOCTOR WILL SPOT
MY CLEVER WHEEZE/
BUT-COO0! I'VE THOUGHT OF
ANOTHER BRIGHT IDER Y
1S A STUNNING ONE. /

.




Dews 7 \IIIWmIIMMM“‘JH
PERHAPS THE BOY 1S MALlNcellec;- A NERVOUS BREAKDOWN.! NONSENSE ! ALL THE
PERHAPS NOT/ | WiLL LERVE 1110 Y} BOY NEEDS IS 10 BREAK DOWN THIS OVERWEIGHT,

Xou 10 FIND OUT,
DOCTOR /T
X % N7
\\\ >

OF USELESS FRT, QUELCH/STARVE HIM FOR
EEK/

15 TH1S YOUR \DER OF A JOKE ON A MEMBER
OF THE MEDICAL PROFESSION,

DOCTOR - PLEASE I 51R ? YOU WILL HEAR MORE.

| ASSURE You- — RBOLT THIS, SIR /

IVE FOOLED QUELCHY T
AND SKIPPED THOSE J=

NeRVE!
1ee!HEE !,




Co0! THIS CowBOY CoMiC
YARN ABOUT RIDING

OUR
ERNIE

MRS.
ENTWHISTLE'S
LITTLE
LAD!

PROPER SMASHING.
CHARLIE/

= ¥ — il

QUICK,KID! HOP UP ON
THE COACH, THAR'S SOME
SAVAGE LOOKING INJUNS
BEHIND! <

The other night, instead of sleep,
At a story Lad did peep—

The sort of tale he liked the best,
All about the chaps out West.

He went to sleep, but in his dreams
He started toddling, so it seems.

Our Ernie saw a stage-coach racing,
With lots of yelling Injuns chasing !

MISTER CHUCK! THEY MIGHT NOT)/
LOOK SO SAVAGE WITH THEIR
WAR PAINT WASHED OFF}

e\ SN

THIS SHOULD
DAMP THEIR
SPIRITS, KiD!

The coach was carting lots of mail,
And as it sped along the trail,
Our Ernie upped and hopped aboard——
With plan to beat the Redskin horde !

The driver drove straight in the drink.

‘* That’s done the Injuns,” Lad did think.
But that’s where clever kid was wrong——
For Injuns simply splashed along.

OOER! THIS

IT SURE 18,
TRAIL IS VERY DL

Ki
BUMPY,
MISTER CHUCK!

=

Those Injuns still were close behind !
And though Chuck thought they’d get away,
It just was not their lucky day !

6

A hefty boulder made of rock,
Gave both of them a horrid shock.

It smashed the stage-coach good and neat,
And left them flying on the seat !



=, ~(_ wHaT For,Ki
HEY! Stop, GoT THE

MR BONE!

=1 BASH HiM, Bc\’sg
GRAB THE MAIL!
R

V),

M NOT WORRIED
ABOUT YOUR
MAIL! I'VE

LOST MY CAP!

ME SCALP
UCY WHITE KID{

‘“ Stop, Mr. Bones ! ”’ Our Ernie said.

And now it looked like they would fail
To get through with the morning mail.

Our Lad had gone and lost his cap,
Which peeved the little Wigan chap.
But he found it in a minute—

** This makes me mad—I feel quite red ! ™’ With an arrow stuck right in it !

MA_ WOULDN'T
HALF BE CROSS

BOO! HOO! CALL IT OFF, L=
BOVS! HE HIT ME!

To yank it out the Lad did try,
And biffed old Chiefy in the eye.
And ’twas so lucky that he did,
For Chiefy meant to scalp the kid !

And when the Redskin’s eye turned dark,
He’d had enough of that there lark,
He told his braves to pack it in,
And off they went back to their din !

=7 TWICE WORK KID7 Y00 )7 \—
'—(~ SAVED THE MAIL! a=—=—=
- =
a 4 e
N

il

m ™A ™

00! HULLO, MA
I'VE BEEN)
DREAMING!
WHATS

FoR
BREAKFAST +

The thing that pleased the driver most
Was that he hadn’t lost the post.

He patted Ernie on the back,

Which knocked him flat upon the track.

KO

So Ernie woke up—on the floor !——
As mother came in at the door,

To call him for his breakfast meal,
And tell him twasn’t really real !

B 17



. § AT THE APPOINTED TIME, SEXTON BLAKE, TINKER AND
e sum PEORD THE BLOODHOUNID REACHED THE WITCH'S WATOH~ — —
TOWER., ON THE GLIFF-T0P OF THAT LONELY STRETCH OF

ME COAST-LINE, ANNA TREMAYNE WAS WAITING FOR THEM

GOOP-AFTERNOON,
MISS TREMAYNE .

1 COULP SEE YOU FROM
A LONG WAY AWAY /

in the Case of

THE HERMIT'S TREASURE!

It was a telegram asking for help which sent Sexton Blake
and Tinker on a long car journey from London to a rather
desolate spotontherugged coastline of the West country.

st @ orFice
INLAND TELEGRAM |=

KER ST. LONDON.

SEXTON BLAKE, BA)

PLEASE MEET
NEED HELR A

TOWER 3-P.M.
WITCHS O TREMAYNE.

n\%%

o m !

i

THE GIRL TOOK THEM POWN A GAP IN THE I UNGLE REUBEN WAS 4 STRANGE MAN * WENT ON ANKNA TEEMAYNE .
CLIFFS TO THE BEACH, SPEAKING RAPIPLY Y 1IN HIS YouTH HE o KMOCKED AROUND THE SOUTH SEAS ~~BUT FOR THE
TO SEXTON BLAKE ~~ PAST THIRTY YEARS HE HAS LIVED ALONE ON THIS STRETCH OF BEACH.

AT 000 TIMES | USED TO VISIT HIM 7

17'S ABOUT MY
A? UNCLE REUBEN, ?Avos ow-rms BEAC}(
HE LIVED THE LIFE OF PEDRO~~1T'S ALL
A HERMIT N A CAVE
AND HE DIED A WEEK

47 uvyl
“THAT'S THE QAVE HE LIVED WM/ _WHAT
ABOUT THAT OLD
IN, His BELONGINGS ARE VERY | APGT Tk O

/”///f’%//f 7

R
‘mDUBN N SE RCH OF
E SUPPOSED NIDDEN

77

>
X
/ \\'é

=



“THE GIRL SHOOK HER HEAD. SHE HAD ALREADY SEXTON BLAKE TIPPED QUT SEVERAL BROWN~
SEARCHED IT WITHOUT SUCCESS « LOOKING PEBBLES INTO THE PALM OF HIS HAND.

IT CONTAINS ONLY 1/LL FILL THE YOUR UNCLE WAS A
KETTLE~= HELLO.
WHAT'S THiS 7 METHOPICAL PERSON, IT SEEMS.
THERE ARE SOME

“THINGS INSIDE
WHI

["4 cry From 7////(5@ /A/Tml/ﬂrfp b [ THE WHIRRING MACHINE CAME DOWN AND SCRUNCHED SAFELY INTO THE 7]
THE DETECTIV! PEBBLES OF THE BEACH. PEDRO STRAINED FORWARD, GROWLING. TINKER
HELD THE HUGE P0G BACK ~~AND ON ANNA'S FACE THERE WAS A LOOK,
OF SUPDEN FEAR .
WE'RE NOT THE ONLY ONE'S
INTERESTED N YOUR
- UNCLE'S WEALTH, IT SEEMS,
JUMPING JIMINY, GUU'NOR” ™ MISs TREMAYNE
LOOK AT THAT~~A HELICOPTER. | =
DROPPING POWN ON TO THIS
BEACH /
©_/ A RATHER STRANGE
WAY OF PAVING YOu A
VISIT, MISS TREMAYNE
EH7

'—7//25/:' F/EI/IES STEPPED 0(/70/‘ THE HELICOPTER ~~A WOMAN AA/F Two
MEN. THE LEADING MAN CARRIEQ A TOMMY~-GUN , AND HE GAVE A

SNEERING 62//1 WHEN SEXTON BLAKE THREW THE HANOFUL OF
PEBBLES AT THEM~~AND MISSED

THROWING STONES
WONT GET You AN\IW“EKE
MR SEXTON BLAKE . CUT
THAT SOKT OF KIDS STUFF~-
WE MEAN BUSINESS /




T0 PROVE THAT IT WAS NO IDLE THREAT, THE
LEADER OF THE HELICOPTER, GANG SENT A
STREAM OF BULLETS CHATTERING OUT

- (7 FROM THE OUN »

BETTER NOT MAKE ME
AIM A LITTLE LOWER .
\OU'RE GOING TO BE
SEARCHED ~~ ALL
“THREE OF YOU #

SEXTON BLAKE OFFERED NO RESISTANCE ~~
A FACT WHICH SURPRISED TINKER ~~

17's ALL RIGHT/
RO ~~
_KEEP QUIET /

‘THE SEARCH REVEALED NOTHING , SO THE GANG
TURNED THEIR ATTENTION TO THE HERMITS CAVE
~~AND TOOK AWAY EVERY MOVABLE THING -

YOU'RE WISE NOT TO ARGUE , MR BLAKE .
CAP'N TREMAYNE'S TREASURE MUST BE

THE OLD HERMITS CAVE WAS &S 7?/??59 COMPLETELY BARE, AND THE|
GANG THEN LEFT IN THE HELICOPTER ~~

1 WOULDN'T BE 50
SURE ABOUT THAT,
TINKER /

THEY TOOK
EVERYTHING ,
MR BLAKE~~
EVEN THE OLD
1RON KETTLE /

SEXTON BLAKE PUT HIS HAND TO PEPROS
NOSE « THE BLOODHOUND SMIFFED AT/ T~~
EAGERLY EXPECTING FURTHER ORPERS
FROM HIS MASTER «

'VE GOT




" THE INTELLIGENT POG BOUNDED AWAY AND,
USING HIS SENSITIVE NOSE, HE BEGAN TO
PROWL AROUND THE PEBBLY BEACH ~~

féi%« 4%3‘“%‘@%9\*\?@&‘_&1

["ONE AFTER ANOTHER HE FOUND THOSE

THROWN~AWAY STONES ~~ PICKING THEM ‘THEN SEXTON BLAKE 210 A
OUT FROM THE OTHER PEBBLES BY THE, SURPRISING THING . WITH
SCENT ON THEM HIS KNIFE HE PRISED OPEN

7/45 PEBBLES FROM THE

D KETTLE ~~ 7O REVEAL
7}/AT IN THE CENTRE OF
EACH WAS A LARGE
OLISTENING PEARL »

G000 gk, pE0R0/
THAT'S
Ty

THEN HE SAT DOWN AND EXPLAINED EVERYTHING WITH
A QUIET 5M/LE OF SATISFACTION »

YOUK UNCLE EVIDENTLY BROUGHT THOSE PEARLS HOME FROM

THE SOUTH SEAS, MISS TREMAYNE . WHEN HE CHOSE TO LIVE HIS
SIMWE HERMIT’S LIFE HE HID THEM GLEVEKLY~'6Y V ING THEM
INSIDE THE OLD [RON KETTLE AND ALLOWING THI
COATED WITH DEPOSITS FROM THE HARD ATEK 5 T

THEV BECOME EXACTLY LIKE STONES. l HAD ASUSPICION
A OF THIS, 50 | THREW THEM AWAY WHEN OUR
HOLD-UPFRIENDS =3
ARRIVED #

THAT WAS WDNDEKFUL OF
YOU, MR BLAKE / THANK You /




LONG COMPLETE

SCHOOL STORY

MAGIC at St. CLEMENT’S

Jimmy Topper and his Chums—and the Mystery Boy!

The Magic of Ram Cupal
F coursg, Tom Tuffen and Paddy O’Toole
O reckoned they were honoured when Dr.
Pelham, the Head—known to all as the
Plum—walked into their study with a new
boy and hoped they wouldn't mind sharing their
study with him.

The honour was all the greater when they realised
that the new boy looked rather as if he were made
of milk chocolate. At least, his skin was that colour.
His hair was jet black and crisp. His eyes were
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dark and piercing. He was slight of build, but he
looked wiry.
“Tll bet
moment he set eyes on Ram Cupal.
The Plum smiled and said: “I know you will make
Ram Cupal feel at Lome here.”

he can play cricket,” said Tom, the

“Begorra, we’ll do our best,” promised Paddy
O’Toole.
The Plum left the study and closed the door.
Ram Cupal stood there, very still, watching them.

Tom grinned at him in a friendly fashion.



“Take no notice of Paddy here,” he said.
Irish, therefore he’s crazy.”

To which Paddy added: “And he’s English, so he
must be off his head entirely.”

Ram’s smile broadened. “And I am Boanese,
and people in Asia maybe regard us as peculiar.”

Tom chuckled.

“It’s just a joke amongst ourselves.
and tell us about yourself.”

“You may call me Ram,” said the new boy. “I
come from Nepal almost in the shadow of Mount
Everest—"

Then Jimmy Topper turned up with Dick Loring,
Jack Lee, Bill Drake and Peter Glynn—just to meet
the new chum. They were all introduced. Ram
Cupal shook hands with them all and bowed from
the waist.

The chums told him about St. Clement’s—all the
things they thought he ought to know. And while
they talked Ram Cupal sat on the table.

He said: “I have travelled far this day.
tired.”

For the first time they noticed that he had taken
off his shoes and socks. He sat cross-legged on the
table, very much as a tailor sits on his bench.

It was a queer position that made the chums stare.
The impulsive Dick Loring blurted out: “How on
earth do you get like that?”

Ram said quietly: “It is the Yogi way of resting.
You should try it some time. It is good to be able
to relax.”

Tom Tuffen was on the floor already trying to sit
as Ram sat—but he just could not get his feet like
Ram’s, however much he tried. And even when he
got near it he felt decidedly uncomfortable.

“I've heard about Yogi,” said Jack Lee.
they the holy men of your country?”

“He's

But sit down

I am

“Aren’t
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“That description is as good as any other,”
agreed Ram.

Jimmy Topper and Peter Glynn carried on the
conversation for a time, but Ram didn’t seem to be
listening. They were explaining the rules a
member of the Fourth would have to observe.

“Now Jimmy here is captain of the Fourth,” Peter
was saying. “That means—"

“He isn’t listening,” said Bill Drake.

The chums stared. Ram Cupal had relaxed. His
legs were still doubled up, with the soles of his feet
uppermost. But, now, his head was sunk on his
chest. His eyes were open, but there was no life
in them. He stared down at the floor, with not so
much as a blink.

“Isn’t there a new boy here?” came a voice from
the doorway.

It was the first the chums knew of anybody else
being around. In the doorway stood Rupert
Hetherington, a Sixth Form prefect.

He said: “I heard there was an Indian boy here,
and my people used to live out there. Hope you
don’t mind me calling to have a word with him.”

The chums all had their backs turned to the table
on which Ram sat. Hetherington faced them, but
he hadn’t a clear view of the table.

Tom Tuffen stepped aside. “Not at all, Hether-
ington,” he said. “Here he is—"

“Where?” asked Hetherington.

The blank expression on the prefect’s face caused
the chums to turn and gape at the table.

Ram Cupal had gone—completely and utterly—
gone!

Hetherington swung his whippy cane and glared
at them. “Who's trying to make a monkey out of
me?” he snapped.

Ram Cupal sat cross-legged on the table, with his head sunk on his chest.
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“But—he was here!” gasped Tom Tuffen. “Dash
it, I was talking to him——"

“Human beings, whatever the colour of their skin,
don’t fade into thin air,” snapped Hetherington
testily. “And you can’t play tricks on a prefect and
expect to get away with it. Bend over, Tuffen!”

“What d’you mean?” cried Tom. “I've done
nothing!”

“You said that Indian was in here—and he
wasn’t.”

“But he was, Hetherington,” declared Jack Lee.
“I saw him!”

“Are you telling me he just vanished as I came
in?” asked the prefect pointedly.

“Well, yes,” said Jack. “That’s right.
how it happened!”

Hetherington grasped his cane more tightly.

“If this is your idea of a joke——” he began. “I
said bend over, Tuffen!”

“But, hang it all, Hetherington, he was here—"

Tom’s voice trailed away into amazed silence. The
door behind Hetherington creaked slightly. The
prefect half-turned—and there stood Ram Cupal.
His feet were still bare. There was a polite, quiet
smile on his face.

“I am sorry to have left you so unexpectedly,” he
said, in his perfect English. “There was something
I wanted to see—so I went. 7

He stopped talking. He had got a good look at
Hetherington. The pair stared at each other. Ram
Cupal’s smile faded. His dusky face was set like a
mask. His eyes flashed fire.

And Hetherington was suddenly afraid. The
colour ebbed from his cheeks. His lips quivered.

Without a word he turned and walked out of the
study.

That’s

fi

The Fifth Formers grabbed Ram Cupal and
dragged him before the statue.
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Jimmy Topper said: “Have you met Hetherington
before?”

Ram Cupal shook his head.
quietly.

All the fierce animosity had gone from him. He
was once again the quiet, unassuming Ram Cupal.
He walked forward and put on his socks and shoes.

Somehow, the Topperites felt afraid of something
they could not understand. For how had Ram Cupal
vanished off that table—and come walking in
through the doorway?

It was so unexpected, so absolutely startling—
that they felt too awkward and afraid to question
Ram Cupal about it. They felt it was not their
affair, and that it was better to let some things
alone!

“No—never,” he said

Mystery!
THERE certainly was mystery in the air. The way
Hetherington and Ram Cupal eyed one another
was evidence enough of that. But nobody dared
question Ram about it. And, of course, Ram said
not a word.

His rather precise way of speaking and his proud
air annoyed many boys and girls.

Jack Lee said: “He doesn’t mean it. He just can’t
help it. We think he’s being snooty, but I'm sure
he isn't.”

All the same, Ram’s confident ways did offend
many people—and among them was Kate Hethering-
ton of the Fourth—the young sister of Rupert, the

prefect. She took a dislixe to Ram Cupal from the
start.

“Who does he think he is?” she said, to her
cronies.

She said it in the little hall—and the voice of Ram
Cupal reached the ears of them all as he talked with
Jimmy Topper. He was saying: “My ancestors lived
in the Himalaya Mountains when the world was
young and there were only savages here. Many
white men have visited our country—and not all of
them were good——"

He seemed to be looking across the little hall at
Kate Hetherington. Their eyes met. She shivered
and turned away. “Let’s go out to the fields,” she
said. She was afraid and looked it.

The sudden glare that had come into FEam Cupal’s
eyes vanished again. Only Jack Lee noticed it that
time.

But, in the Quad, Kate Hetherington was talking
angrily. “Why come to this country if white people
aren’t as good as he is?” she was saying. “He wants
taking down a peg or two!”

And not only the boys and girls thought that. Mr.
James Jardine, the history master, took a dim view
of Ram Cupal. Mr. Jardine regarded himself as
an authority on Asiatic history. He was saying in
class, in order to explain a point—*“Genghis Khan
conquered all Boa. He came through the mountain
passes here—"

He was pointing to a map on the wall. But Ram
Cupal quietly rose and said: “Excuse me, sir. That
part of Asia has never been conquered, and there
are no passes in the mountains there!”

Mr. Jardine’s eyes fairly bulged. He was unwise
enough to blurt out. “How do you know?”

“I live there, sir,” said Ram Cupal. “My ancestors
have ruled there for a thousand years. We trace our
line back two thousand years.”

Mr. Jardine had a mean-looking face. His thin
lips came together in a straight line. “People on



the spot,” he said, “usually know less of what is
going on than those who study these things from
afar. Sit down, boy!”

He snapped the last word scornfully.

Ram said: “You will find I am right, sir.
show you books to prove my words.”

Mr. Jardine fixed him with a steely glint in his
eyes. He said: “Write five hundred lines: ‘I must
not be impudent.’ And sit down, or I'll make it a
thousand!”

It was Tom Tuffen who grasped hold of Ram’s
blazer from behind and pulled him down on to his
seat.

Mr. Jardine was in a horrible temper after that.
He glared at Ram Cupal from time to time, but he
said no more to him.

After the lesson, Tom said: “Don’t do that again,
Ram. Old Jardine thinks he knows everything about
Asia, and he doesn’t like being proved wrong.”

He led the way across the Quad to the studies.
But they never got that far, for a crowd of Fifth
Formers darted out from the Cloisters and sur-
rounded them. Third Form kids came running to
see the fun. The Fourth gathered round, not sure
whether to interfere or not.

For it was obvious what was to happen. By the
stone balustrade that ran beside the steps leading
to the massive main doors of the school was a statue
of King Charles the Second—one of the old-time
patrons of St. Clement’s.

And Peters grabbed hold of Ram Cupal and
dragged him before the statue. “All new boys have
to go through this,” he was saying gleefully. “Not
much of an ordeal, but we’ve all had to do it. What
we call an initiation ceremony. You simply bow to
the statue, twenty-seven times.”

Ram Cupal was very calm.
times?” he asked.

“Because,” chuckled Peters, “there are twenty-
seven of us in the Fifth.” He did not add that when
Ram Cupal bowed he would be kicked twenty-seven
times by the twenty-seven Fifth Formers.

But Ram Cupal was no fool. He said:
not do it!”

He turned to walk away, but Peters grabbed him
and called for help. Half a dozen big Fifth Formers
seized him and held him securely.

On the ground was a coiled rope left there by
workmen who had been busy renovating the clock
tower, and who had dismantled the scaffolding only
that morning.

Ram Cupal stood there, his dusky face like a mask.
Peters faced him, saying: “You'll do as you’re told.
Understand? You can’t escape!”

Ram Cupal said not a word. He shook himself
free from the hands that gripped him and slowly
raised his dusky hands.

And the rope began to uncoil. It was rising
straight up in the air, tense and taut. The Fifth
Formers just stood gaping at it. The Third kids
and the Fourth Formers stared in utter amazement.

Up and up went the rope until only the very end
of it touched the asphalt. The rest reared up in
the air.

Ram Cupal went to the rope. He started to climb.
When he was a few feet above Peters’ head, he
paused. “You are wrong,” he said. “I can escape!”

He went on climbing. Up and up he went, right
to the top getting smaller and smaller and
smaller. . . .

Everybody was staring up into the sky, with mouth

I will

“Why twenty-seven

“I shall

Every drawer was wide open.

Papers and books
were scattered everywhere.

wide open. There was the rope. But where was
Ram Cupal?

Suddenly a window squeaked open—a study
window. The head of the enraged Mr. Jardine
suddenly appeared.

“T've been robbed!” he shouted. “Who's been in
my study? Who's got my book on Indian gems?
It’s gone! It’s valuable! I've been robbed.” Then
he blinked at the rope. It reared up in the air about
twelve feet from his window. He spluttered:
“What’s that——?"

And suddenly the rope went limp and fell—on top
of the gaping Peters, festooning around him and
causing him to sit down violently on the asphalt.

A Third Form kid turned—gasped—pointed
towards the far side of the Quad. “Look!” he cried
hoarsely.

No need to say anything else. For there was Ram
Cupal quietly walking away towards the playing
fields with a bulky-looking book under his arm!

The Book
THERE was suddenly a wild stampede, headed by
Tom Tuffen and the Topperites. After all, Ram

Cupal belonged to them, in a way. He shared
Tom’s study and he was a Fourth Former, therefore
they reckoned they should look after him.

Ram Cupal was bombarded with questions.

“I say, how’s it done?”

“Did you really climb the rope?”

Ram Cupal smiled around quietly, and asked:
“What did you see?”

“We saw you climb the rope,” blurted Tom Tuffen.
“We watched you go up to the top—then you got.
smaller and smaller—and then you weren’t there.”
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Ram Cupal went sailing towards the ceiling—but
he didn’t come down again !

“That is what happened,” said Ram Cupal in his
very precise English.

“Now, look here,” blustered a thick-set Fifth
Former. “There’s a trick in it somewhere.”

“Of course,” agreed Ram Cupal, “but it is for you
to find out where the trick is, not for me to tell you.
And now, please, may I go? I want to read my
book.”

And then everybody remembered Mr. Jardine.

“Sure it is your book?” asked Peters suspiciously.
He was very disgruntled at being made to look
silly by a Fourth Former.

“It is my book,” repeated Ram Cupal.

And then Mr. Jardine arrived, bursting through
the throng of boys and girls, thrusting them aside
savagely.
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He faced Ram Cupal with suspicious rage on
his face, his eyes glaring.

“It is not your book!” he raved. “It's mine!
I'd know it anywhere—the rare book on Indian
gems. It vanished from my study not ten
minutes ago.”

Ram Cupal’s face was like a mask. His eyes
glittered. He just said again: “It is my book.”
‘Then he added: “See for yourself, sir.”

He opened the book and held it for all to see.
A Third kid began to snigger. The Topperites,
gasped in astonishment. Mr. Jardine took one
look, and the angry colour ebbed from his cheeks.

For the book was certainly not his. It was not
even in English! The printing was in characters
—in fact, in Hindi—which nobody except Ram
Cupal could read.

Mr. Jardine blurted out: “Then where is my
book? I left it in my study!”

There was a strange look on Ram Cupal’s face
—a queer, faraway look in his eyes, which were
half-closed. He said dreamily “Your book, sir, is
in the library where you left it!”

Mr. Jardine was very still and quiet. He was
watching Ram Cupal as if fascinated.

There was a vicious anger in his eyes as he
turned on his heel and walked away swiftly across
the Quad.

He never hesitated. He entered the school
house and went up the stairs to the school library.
He remembered he had sat there earlier that day
studying books on Indian history.

And there, on a small table by the window, was
the big volume entitled “Indian Gems” which
he had left there.

He stood staring at it. How had Ram Cupal
known it was there? Was Ram Cupal also
interested in “Indian Gems”? Because, if he
were, then Ram Cupal was in real danger. There
was a savage glint in Mr. Jardine’s eyes.

He snatched up the book and bore it away to
his study. He locked the door. He went to the
window and saw that Ram Cupal and the boys
and girls were away over on the other side of the
Quad.

Mr. Jardine closed the window and latched it.
He felt safer after that. Even so, he kept glancing
nervously over his shoulder as he opened a cup-
board and put the book well back on a shelf—
closed the door and locked it, and pocketed the
key. He was running no risks!

He sat down at the table and drew another
book towards him. It was pretty old, and the
title on the cover was “The Life and Times of
General Galton.”

Mr. Jardine opened the book and pored over the
ancient type. He read that “General John Galton
travelled much in Asia and brought home many
jewels and gems and other valuables. He bought an
estate near Brookville in the County of Dorset,
and there built himself a tower which is seen to
this day on Brookville Common. Rumour has it
that the general kept his fortune of Asiatic gems
in the tower, but although a search has been made,
nobody has ever found anything.”

There was a lot more, but it all amounted to the
same thing. General Galton had lived about the
time of Charles the Second, one of the early patrons
of St. Clement’s.

There was a greedy glint in Mr. Jardine’s eyes. He
felt sure he was on to something.



Ram Cupal had apparently forgotten the history
master. The boys and girl were still bothering him
about the rope trick.

Dick Loring was saying: “I reckon we didn’t see
you climb the rope. We only thought we did.”

“Now—be sensible, Ram,” pleaded Bill Drake.
“Did you, or did you not, actually climb that rope?”

“In any case, how on earth did you make the rope
stand straight up in the air?” asked Grace Fuller.

Ram Cupal smiled knowingly. He said: “If a
magician tells how he does things, then he is a
magician no longer.”

“You admit there’s a trick in it?” broke in Jimmy
‘Topper.

Ram Cupal shrugged.
like,” he said.

“I'm going over to the nets,” Jack Lee cried out
suddenly. “Who’s coming? Do you play cricket,
Ram?”

“You must think what you
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He floated out through the window and hovered in the air over the Quad.

The eager light in Ram Cupal’s eyes was all the
answer he needed.

“Well, this way! You can bat first.”

Ram Cupal followed the chums to the nets for
batting and bowling practice. He set his book down
and accepted a bat. Jack Lee bowled to him, but
could not get past him,

Ram Cupal had an eye like a hawk, and the
strength in his slender wrists was surprising.

Dick Loring exclaimed: “Youre booked for the
Fourth cricket team—isn’t he, Jimmy?”

Jimmy said: “Let me have a go, Jack.”

But not only Jimmy had a go. Anybody with any
sort of fame as a bowler tested Ram Cupal and
failed to take his wicket or to catch him out.

Suddenly Ram Cupal dropped the bat, walked out
of the nets and picked up his book. He had seen
somebody going down the drive. It was Mr. Jardine!

Jack said: “Try bowling, Ram.”

“Thank you—some other day,” replied Ram,
dreamily, not even looking at Jack. “Just now I
have important business to attend to—"

He walked away abruptly. The chums stood there
gaping after him.

“How can he have important business?” growled
Tom Tuffen.

“He saw somebody,” said Peter Glynn. “So did I.”

“Who was it?”

“Jardine,” replied Peter Glynn.

The chums were suddenly silent.

There was a mystery here. Ram must have seen
Mr. Jardine and had gone after him. What for?

2

Why?

The Tower
RAM CupaL followed Mr. Jardine along the drive
and down to the big gates. Obviously, Mr.
Jardine was in a hurry, and he wasn’t very keen on
being seen. He took a path that led through the
woods.

Ram Cupal followed noiselessly, like a shadow.
The path was fairly long and it came out on the
common.

And there, towering up into the air, was the well-
known Galton Memorial Tower. It was brick-built
and round, like a great chimney. But on the very
top—about a hundred feet or more from the ground
—was a sort of pagoda with open windows.

(Continued on Page 58).
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SPORTY TAKES A BACK SEAT—BUT NOT FOR VERY LONG!

[ SAY SPORTY, I'M GOING FOR A SPIN TO
4oFR\ THE COAST ON THIS MOTOR BIKE
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Todend Amnie

THE RUNAWAY ORPHANS.

When Tod and Annie Gray cannot stand any more of the harsh treatment
handed out by Silas Stiggins at his wretched orphanage home, they decide
to runaway. He is after them, but by keeping on the move, they lose him.

LOOK AT ALL THOSE THEY BELONG TO A
SHEETS OF PAPER. TRAINSPOTTER , ANNIE.
LOW I_?IgaDABOUT. E NAMES

TOD ANG ANNIE YELLED AT THE BOY 8UT.
HE DIDN'T SEEM TO HEAR THEM. ...

HEY! DIDN'T YOU HEAR
US SHOUTING? THERE'S,
ATRAIN DUE! WHAT
ARE. oN il




TOD QUICKLY PULLED

THE BOY TO SAFETY -
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A FEW MINUTES LATER TOD.
AND THE BOY JOINED ANNIE.. .

CLUB TO
DONCASTER SH DS 'THIS
AFTERNOON.
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M“ EDWARDS, OUR ORGANISER

STIGGINS FOLLOWED THE F’ARTY 0
THE ENG/NE SHEDS
MANAG.
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IN HIS PANIC STIGGINS DIVED
CLEAR AND CLUTCHED HOLD,

TOD AND ANNIE WERE NOT THE
ONLY TWO WHO SAW THE
| MEAN OLD MAN. ..

/00K, T8
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AND WHILST SILAS STIGGINS SPENT THE REST OF THE [ [ 0=
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SHOWER IN THE RAILWAY SHEDS TOD AND ANNIE HAD A 'VE FIXED IT UP WITH THE RAILWAY POLICE
WONDERF UL TIME.... TO KEEP YOUR FRIEND HERE UNTIL LONG
AFTER YOU'VE GONE TOD AND ANNIE — 50

ENJOY YOURSELVES
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AFTERNOON EXPLAINING HOW HE CAME TO BE TAKING A r
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As THE MOON BREAKS THROUGH THE CLOUD,
MASTER-PILOT JOUNNIE WINGCO AND HIS CHUMS
OF "ANYWHERE AIRWAYS” FIND THEIR SKYLINER
SKIMMING OVER THE FOOTHILLS OF THE HIMALAYAS »
BOUND FOR PELANG AIRPORT, WITH TWO HUNDRED

MORE MILES TO GO OVER DESOLATE COUNTRY,
JSOHNNIE DECIDES T0 CALL UP THE SMALL
WIRELESS STATION AT QUETTAS T0
CHEGK HIS BEARINGS - - -

Master Prlot

SKYLINER  ABEL ROGER
TO QUETTAS BEACON ~~
ARE VOOLI REEENING ME'=
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AGAIN AND AGAIN SOHNNIE TRIES A AS MoLEY APPEARS WITH
70 cowTieT THE W1ReLESS POST [l e s et SN ON Y | somE correz, FIVE MMITES,
BUT WITHNO LUCK ... A e 1| e

UP WITH THE MORSE
Ky

NO LUK,
JOHNNIE
VLL KEEP ON

WEEP AT IT, POP. 3 AND ON THROUGH THE NIGHT
MEANTIME; MOLUY, You'D FROVESITIE SCLNER - 1 WONDER WHATSS
BETTER TRY AND GET A X UP AT QUETTAS 7
FIX WITH THE ASTRO THEY/RE USUALLY ON
. COMPASS / = THEIR'TOES! MUST BE
- ——— \  SOMETHING WRONG /

715 NOT JUST SOMETHIN JINGO. WHAT DO DO, NOWZ
l‘i’koﬂg‘,JQIZTZSEgL p/;‘(g?g/ THE CHIEF’S HURT AND uE’LL NEVER
DOWN BELOW IN QUETTAS LAST OUT IF | HAVE TO CARRY HIM ON
VALLEY, YOUNG JOE SPINKS. MY BACK TO JOPTA / IT'5 TWO

STARES DAZEDLY DOWN AT © DAYS Away/

. A-GAPING CRATER , DOWN
WHICH A JEEP HAD
DISAPPEARED IN AN
EARTHQUAKE ~~ WHICH
TOPPLED THE TALL PYLON
AND SHATTERED THE

WIRELESS STATION . » -
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‘WHAT'S THAT | CAN
HEAR 7 AN AIRCRAFT.
BUT WITH THE RADIO STATION
SMASHED, 1 CAN'T CONTACT THEM /

THE CHIEF'S PLEASE SOMEBODY

TORCH.! (F ONLY BE LOOKING OUT AND
1 CAN ATTRACT THEIR PLEASE SOMEBOPY HAVE
ATTENTION 7 THE SENSE TO SIGNAL

5 G TO SEND

AND JUSTAS MOLLY HAS CHECKED
THAT SORMWIE IS ON COURSE ...
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A SMART OPERATOR,, T00.”
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1T MIGHT, POP/ |
WE'LL GO DOWN
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LANDING LIGHTS, JOHNWIE BEGINS KEEP YOUR EYES
A DANGEROUS DESCENT . .. ggf:;gtz PEAKS ,
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DOWN AND POWN GOES JOHNNIE
UNTIL THE DEVASTATION BELOW.
15 SEEN CLEARLY IN THE POWERFUL
LANDING LIGHTS - .

CRIKEY.
HE’S COMIN’

THEN, WITH ENGINES SCREAMING 2o Z 2] JOUNMIE HAS SEEN ALL RIGHT~~F
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OUT OF THE VALLEY . .. I

DIP YOU SEE THE MAN
STRETCHED OUT, POP 7
1F HE ISN'T DEAD ALREADY

WHOEVER HE
15 HE MUST HAVE
SEEN US/ HELL
SEND FOR HELP,
'™ SURE’/

PopP AND MOLLY ARE
IN FULL AGREEMENT-
AND ONCE AGAW
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THE STRICKEN VALLEY
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WHOMPH . WHOMPH.! WHOMPH,! GO THE TYRES
A5 g/ogwxs TOUCHES POWN ON THE ROUGH
GROUND. ..

1 THEN SOMETHING LOOMS AHEAD THAT

EVEN MAKES JORNKIE GASP. . -

MASTER-PILOT'S HANDS BRAKES JAMMED ON HARD, THE

LIKE LIGRTNING, THE AND WITH AIRSCOREWS REVERSED AND | Q‘

FLASH TO THE CONTROLS...| SKYLINER GRINDS TO A JOLTING |\
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WEEP THOSE PAWS
CROSSED, SEA-BISCUIT,
AND THINK YOURSELF

A LUCKY 90G 7

AND HOW LUCKY PoP AND MOLLY ARE 70 |
HAVE JOHMNIE AS A PILOT, THEY SOON- §
KNOW, WHEN THEY SCRAMBLE OUT. ..
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GOLLY, DAD.
ANOTHER FOOT AND
WED HAVE BEEN
SWALLOWED UP./

REACHING JOE
ANDHIS CHIEF »

Nou SHOULDN'T “THEN YOU DON'T

HAVE DONE IT./ KNOW JOHNNIE WINGCO,

YOULL NEVER GET A FRIEND.” HE'LL GET OUT
OUTAGAIN / IF ANYBODY CAN /




NO SOONER 15 EVERYONE ABOARD THAN === == ANYTHING TO OBLIGE

JOHNNIE 15 TAXI-ING UPTHE VALLEY [ & —= = e MOLLY FASTEN UP SAFETY
IN READINESS TO TAKE OFF . . . ﬁ{f Z BELTS / WERE GOING TO
%E"_ ::*i":'_;ff;%}ﬁ*;ﬁ# "'""::_'.""f*"':i =5 = = : HAVE A QRACK AT TAKING
_a <7/ PRETIV BAD,

HOW'S THE JOHNNIE.” THE
INCURED MAN, | SOONER HE GETS

MOLLY 7 TO HOSPITAL THE
; BETTER /
e ol ; ;
| N e TN
e Tt v -

AND WITHOUT HESITATION JOHNNIE SLAMS
THE THROTTLES WIDE OPEN AND SENDS THE
SKYLINER SCREAMING POWN THE VALLEY ...

g

N
\\ YOUBEAUTY ~~

NN O W
- wﬁk 17}
N\ R/SE./

HERE

COMES THAT
CHASM AGAIN,
SEﬂ'ﬂISEUIT'f

Ll NG
- / ) }; :. i ) /
LT VA A %/// _-//////f

e e

NOW ALL THREE UNPERCARRIAGE
UNITS ARE OVER THE CHASM ...

— = ;
_ STAN UP, GIRL., Y] AND AFTER A TENSE MOMENT. .
g UP YOUCOME/ f o -

Sehe et ' H~HE'S DONE 1T.
R R ) T \_W-WE'RE FLYING /

e

HE WouLp.,”
YOU'LL BE SAFE

§§\¥N x\% ! :_ \1 1 § L
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HE AND HIS INJURED
CHIEF, PADDY ONEILL
WERE PARKED SAFELY
IN HOSPITAL.

NEITHER SAW JOKNNIE
ANDHIS CHUMS LEAVE,
ANDA FEWDAYS LATEE
WHEN O'NEILL HAD
RECOVERED. ..

SAY WE WERE.
FLOWN IN 7

EXHAUSTED BY THE BUT HOw DID =

ORPEAL, JOE SPINKS WE GET HERE WE QERTAINLY WERE, CHIEF.”
FELL ASLEEP AND DD SO Quiekty 7 BUT FOR THAT PILOT, YOU il
NOT AWAKEN UNTIL THE NURSES WOULDN'T BE ALIVE NOW /

BEGORRAH, ME GUARDIAN
ANGEL MUSTBE A PILOT, JOE.”
/TIS THE SECOND TIME ONE OF

THAT FRATERNITY HAS SAVED
ME DEAR OLD LIFE /

T POESN'T MATTER, JOE. You'p ONLY
DISMISS (T AS A LOT OF 1RISH BLARNEY f= =

NOT AFTER THE WAY THAT
PILOT FLEW US OUT THE QTHER
NIGHT.” HE MUST 8E ABOUT
. THE BEST INTHE WORLP /

NOT IF THE ONE WHO
SAVEP ME BEFD!ZE IS STILL

{F1TOLO YOU e | WOULDN'T HAVE AVIATIN', JOE./ FRANCE . LITTLE DID | REALISE WHAT WAS
BELIEVED A MAN COULD DO WHAT ONIY A YOUNGSTER Too.,. GOING TO MAPPEN~~ WHEN ONE NIGHT=~MY
THAT PILOT DID (F | HADK'T 4 ABOUT YOUR AGE, FRENCH LEADER CALLEP ON ME... ¥
BEEN THERE / ’ BEJAGERS, VLL NEVER :
FORGETIT /

j~  MSIEU. YOU ARE
BEING FLOWN BACK
TO BRITAIN TONIGHT.
THESE PLANS ARE TO
GO WITH You /

NSOME HOURS LATER 1 WAS TAKEN TO A FIELD 8Y A FRENCH FRIEND
WHERE JUST BEFORE DAWN AN AIRCRAFT ARRIVED OVERHEAD, LIKE
\OU, THE FRENCHMAN BEGAN TO SIGNAL WITH HIS. TORCH ..o 7/

GOOD." “THE PILOT
HAS SEEN U5.”
LISTEN, HE SWITCHES HIS
ENGINE OFF AN ON 7

N BUT UNBEKNOWN TO U5 AT THE TIME , OTHERS BESIDES THE
PILOT HAD SEEN THE FLASHINGS» THE GERMANS WERE NOT

FAR OFF, ., #
“ AeHTUNG ! LOOK
T MUST BE THE AGENT
WE ARE T0 STOP AT
ALL COSTS /

VT HAPPENER DURING THE WAR WHEN | WAS
ACTING A5 A RADI0 OPERATOR IN O20UPIED
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V‘TuEN AS THE LYSANDER CAME IN TO
LANDAND | SCRAMBLED FROM GOVER,
§ HEARD A SHOT AND FELT SOMETHING .
RED-HOT HIT MY SHOULDER AND SEND
ME REELING..o 7

/
A
a2

o

A HAIL OF FIRE WAS Now = = 2] [N ¢ WAS JusT ABOUT TO DESTROY THE PLANS WHEN
DIRECTED AT THE PLANE 53 1 NOTICED THE APPROACHING JERRIES STOP DEAD 2
WHICH FLEW OFF.., 7/ o _ IN THEIR TRACKS AND STARE BEYOND US...”

/' THE PLANS, MON AMI~-
DESTROY THEM QUICK .
THE PILOT I5 NOT {

LANDING 7

\ BEJABERS.' THAT PILOT ROARED IN
AT/EM JUST A FOOT OR 50 ABOVE
OUR HEADS. I'VE NEVER SEEN
MEN RUN S0 FAST... *




 BREATHLESSLY WE BOLTED |4
VAND THEN IT WAS OUR TuRN TO RON . § | WAS JUST ABOUT TO FOLLOW MY
IN'THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION .. 7, '3 DOWN THAT ROAD UNTIL ...} 0OMPANION WHEN vvs 7.

, S, - // V) B scsoman. wi.
z : 7 ! WILL
QUICK, Mg)lzu. o 7 = YOU TAKE A LOOK.
ON TO THE ROAD AT WHAT'S COMIN/
UPTHE ROAD /

i ///»/ ’ ,%J

P
/',.m'('!"/'

e '
IEVE ME NOT~~ 7 FNOURE O/NEILL~~
1T WAS THE 7
yeNpER _ WELCOME ABOARD /
THAT PILOT HAD
SEEN US FURTHER
BACK AND HAD
COME TO PICK -
ME UPu.o 7 / v N
$ = M ONEILL,
/ FRIEND. /TIS A
COOL NERVE VE
HAVE, SON /

\'THEN, AS WE ROARED DOWN THE ROAD, [
A SEARCHLIGHT SUDDENLY FLASHED ON
DEAD AHEAD ... 7

\ SUDDENLY A HAIL OF BULLETS
WHISTLED ABOUT US ~~SOME
TOO CLOSE FOR COMFORT... 7

WAVE GOODBYE
70 YOUR FRIEND,
CHUM. WERE
LEAVING /




“BLINDED BY THE LIGHT, | COULDN'T SEE A
THING ~~ AND I'M SURE THE PILOT
COULON'T EITHER o007

27 THE SOONER
WE PUT THAT OUT
THE BETTER /

“BY THE TIME MY EYES WERE RIGHT AGAIN NOW FOZ A
WE WERE CLIMBING UPINTO THE DAWN RIDE OF TERROR
SKY, LEAVING BEHIND US ONE SHATTERED KEEP A LOOK OUT

ARMOURED CAR <., 7 FOR FIGHTERS /

1 DID MY BEST, BUT IT WAS HE WHO SAW THEM
FIRST~~50ME TWENTY MINUTES LATER .7

WHAT 90 YOu

MAKE OF THOSE

“THREE POTS UP
THEREZ

BUT THEY'VE SEEN
1S CHUM,” THEYRE
MESSERSCHMITT 109’5 /
HOLD TIGHT. WERE
GOING DOWN /




Y50 DOWN WE WENT AND DOWN CAME 7 “WEAVING AND DODGING, WE RACED ACROSS THE
THE GERMANS »~ THEIR CANNONS / COUNTRY-~SIDE ~~ FLYING SO LOW THAT WE EVEN
BLAING 007 ' FLEW UNPER TELEGRAPH WIRES ...~

%1 POUBT IF THE GERMANS DUCKED UNDER,
100, BUT THEY STUBK TO LS LIKE GLUE AND
PUMPED SHELLS AT LIS WHENEVER THEY
_ GOT THE OPPORTUNITY 44

HIMMEL.!
MISSED HIM
AGAIN /

. “THE NEXT INSTANT WE WERE ROARING  /~ WElE 6T A, MOMENT
K, CHUM. OVER A LARGE QONVOY.. ¢ RESPITE F20M OUG PURSUERS ./
MOIZE dEQZElES. 5 THEY DAREN'T OPEN FIRE OR
f»ﬁg( 'R"ZJQ%SE s THEY MIGHT HIT THEIR
| 4
e o OWNMEN /




NSUPDENLY THE PILOT PULLED BAOK THE
ﬂ‘“?r T Doceh T STICK AND WE SHOT (PWARDS ~~
SIn U AND ONLY JUST 1N TIME .0 #

WELL.! WHAT 00 YOU KNOW.”
WE BAGGED TWO BIRDS WITH
ONE STONE/  ONE OF THE
MESSERSCHMITT'S HAS
AD 1700 /

=t Z .

\ BUT THE OTHER TWO STILL STUCK
TO US LIKE LEECHES...”

WEVE 60T TO GET
RID OF /EM, CHUM ~~
BEFORE THEY FINISH Ui
OFF/ AND { THINK
1 KNOW HOW /
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“DOWN WE SWOOPED AGAIN, THIS TIME OVER A Y AND THEN 1 SAW SOMETHING ELSE
RAILWAY JUNCTION, AND AHEAD { SAW A THAT MADE MY HEART SKIP A BEA
SIGNAL GANTRY ... 7

GORRAH.
A TRAIN COMIN' THIS
WAY ~~ AND WITH AN
ARMED GUARD IN THE
ENGINE-CAB /

A
BRITISHER
PLANE /

2

\BUT ONE OF THE JERRIES WAS NOT 50 LUCKY» ¥
N NNl

WHOW WE MISSED THAT TRAIN ~~ OR HOW THEY
MISSED HITTING US~~ I'LL NEVER KNOW,
BUT WE GOT BY.00 ¥

e,

3




% THE OTHER BROKE OFF, 100, EITHER,
BECAUSE HE WAS OUT OF AMMO O
HIS NERVE HAD GONE , OR MAYBE HE
LNEW=<AS MY PILOT

m,
CHUM._ EITHER WE FIND
ANOTHER KITE 02 WE

SWIM THE CHANNEL /

LYSANDER WAS TO0 BATTEREDTO '~
FLY MUOH FURTHER 1 os # &

YWE FLEW ON A LITTLE FURTHER WESTWARDS, AND Low
TOWARDS A GERMAN BOMBER BASE . THE PILOT SPOKE
AND 1 HARDLY BELIEVED MY EARS... 4

WE'RE GOING TO LAND,
CHUM, AND PINCH ONE OF
THEIR BUSES /

NOW, LISTEN CAREFULLY.!

AS SOON AS | TOUCH DOWN, WHIP

BACK YOUR CANOPY AND BE READY

TO JUMP WHEN { SAY ./

THEN MAKE FOR THAT KITE ON YOUR

LEFT THAT 15 TICKING OVER ./
SEEITZ

Y 1 FELT OUR WHEELS TOUCH THE GROUND AND, PUSHING
BACK THE CANOPY, WAITED FOR THE WORD. .. 7

0.K, CHUM.’

Jump./

THE HUNS

HAVE SEEN
7

WJUMP | DID~~ AND HIT THE
RUNWAY WITH A BUMP..0

“THEN ( HEARD A LOUD ROAR» [T WAS THE LYSANDER .
THE PILOT HAD OPENED UP THE THROTTLE BEFORE
JUMPING HIMSELF,,, ¥ .-




“POWN THE RUNWAY THE AIRCRAFT ROARED UNTIL ~ \{
A VIOLENT EXFLOSION SHOOK THE AIRFIELD... ~

THE OLD LIZZIE MUST

HAVE PRANGED A FUEL DUMP.’

THE JERRIES WON'T LIKE

THAT., WE'D BETTER
IRRY

LODK OlIT,
MEQHAN!C 7

VA MOMENT LATER | WAS FEELING ¥ § THOUGHT / COULD SHIFT, BUT THAT Y THE ENGINES ROARED AND
SORRY FOR THAT GERMAN .. z:hﬂgwﬂf AT THE CONTROLS IN NO WE STARTED TO MOVE... 7

SHUT THE POOR, 3
CHUM.” WE DON'T
WANT THEM ALL
N7

QUICK, CHUM
(SETABOARD'/
“THEN DOWN THE RUNWAY WE ROARED~~ WITH BULLETS RIPPING “THE BOYO HAD FOUND TIME TO OPEN THE.

ALL AROUND US» SUDPENLY 1 FELT A DRAUGHT... L | BOMB-DOORS~~ AND AS WE ROARED UP
. E OVER THE HANGARS ...”




S WHAMY bFF WERT ‘]’NE BOMES AND UP \WENT THE HANGARS )/

VTHE REST WAS PLAIN SAILIN' AS FAR AS
1 WAS CONCERNED, BUT THE YOUNG PILOT
GOT A 8IT WDRIZKED AS ENGLAND CAME
INTO VIEW... /

“THAT/LL STOP/EM
FOLLOWING FOR
1

CONTACT SOMEBODY BEFORE
THEY TRY TO KNOCK /
Us DOWN #

VAT WAS CHILD'S DLAY 'ro ME , AND WE GOT “HONEST, | WAS S0 FLABBERGASTED
SAFELY HOME ~~ BUT THE WAY HE 'mAwsp § FORGOT TO ASK HIM HI5 NAME .

ME , NOU'D HAVE Tuousu'r 1T WAS A MECHANIC TOLD ME LATER » 7

_ \WHO MAD GOT U5 BACK ... 7

THAT WAS
COMMANDER. WINGATE-~COLE,
SIR / WE IN THE FLEETAIR = &
ARM KNOW HIM AS 4
JOHNNY WINGCO."

THE LOT /

50 LONG, CHUM ~~
AND THANKS FOR.
VOUR HELP /

WHY~ER~
'THANI( You/

THATIS WHAT THE HOSTESS N
CALLED THE PILOT OF THE PLANE THEN HES STILL

FLYIN' AND-HE'S STILL
THAT BROUGHT US HERE / R oo SKYLINER ABEL ROGER
HE MUST BE THE

EW / “TO PELANG CONTROL~~
SAME MAN / i LEVER KNEW, PERMISSION TO LAND .
VER /




HEY, MIKE, THE POND
IN THE. PARK 15,
FROZEN OVER

mD ‘ﬂlA‘f’ GOING sm*ruva EH; AND.

ME OUT OF IT, THE YOUNG RASCALS

BAH, AND ONLY YESTERDAY T €3
UAS' SHOWING MIKE THE Y-

W AND MAKE THEM JEALOUS

¥ T Kknow, TiL GET My SKATES B
B Avp V1P Down TO THE POND

ILL SKATE ovsﬂ 7'o7HEM o

21D D0 A BIT oF FaNCY S )" MIKE. AND CURLY,~ BET

Sure oN THE WYY ‘/"" CAN'T DO THIS

A THERE THEY ARE AT THE FAR END ’
R oF POND, ~ WNAT ON EARTH
ARE ‘NEY Dome

DA Co ﬁ B°"|QDED FN’:':E POND
N oA
ZE OVER ON HIS DAY OFF /

r HEWO, DAD’ CURY'S UNGIE ls THE. %QK KEEPER
AND © PuT U

D 49



IT IS A NICE [DEA
= ONE GOOD DEED
= EVERY DAY. [ THINK
’LLTRY (T,

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘

L 2l

)

l

0
|

HULLO ! SYDNEYS FOOTER M
CLOTHES ! I'LL TAKE THEM ﬁ !
QUT TO THE GROUND /il

SYDNEY WILL THINK
IT5 NICE OF ME!




1"

{ YouRe LATE ! |7
VE GOT — ..

5

e

ARERIRRRTRR R

i rrsrsrhThTh,rETTSE /4
P — 2 ) ; AR
| A

MUDLARK
UNITED
DRESSING

LL FIND HIM

20 1L

LL CATCH HIM !
'LL GET FIVE YEARS !!!

WHOEVER HE (S -

7 THEY
HE

ZA I'VE TOLD THE POLICE

NN
aﬁﬂ%w///////?




AL

THE RUNAWAY ORPHANS.

o Jod end s

Still being chased by Silas Stiggins, who is determined to drag them back to
his orphanage home, Tod and Annie have to be on the look-out for the old

miser all the time.

PLEAS|
TN\TJHREEPEN

E COULD YOU SELL US "\
INYWORTH OF BROKEN
BISCUITS 2

YOU SOUND HARD-UP BUT YOU LOOK HONEST.
WOULD YOU LIKE T0 EARN A SHILLING 2

52

TAKE THIS TO THE BANK FOR ME..
BE SURE IT IS5 THERE BE
JO'CLOCK

AND GIVE. IT TO THE i
PERSONALLY




THE G/?O(‘El? TOLD TOD AND ANNIE THL‘ way 7o

IE BANK AND OFF THEY WEN'

TODWE LEFT THE
BISCUITS ON THE
COUNTER. AND

'M SO HUNGRY

BUT AS TOD DASHED.
BACK SILAS STIGGINS
APPEARED

GUARD THE BAG AND I'LL
NIP BACK FOR THEM.
I SHAN'T BE A MINUTE.

VLL COLLECT |
<JYOU LATER. |

IT WAS ST IGGIN'5<
AWAY THE BAG
FOR. ‘IHEGBANK
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BRINGING THES!
RIES, ARE FOR A
PARTY 'M GIVING AT MY
____ HOUSE.

ALL RIGHT. NOW R
15 SOMETHING FO!

il BAR/ Ve JuST BEEN ):
[ | AgRocex’ e
ERRAND

Il
THERE YOU LOOK.
BETTER WITHOUT
THAT, YOUNG-LADY /=

[Pl

| /m,,..m.ifjl;nﬁ i)

THE KINDLY GROCER THEN

TOOK THE HANDCUFFS OFF .\‘ s
ANNIE'S WRIST: IZ— ™.




) 9
INKERS
LA

tells a

| 1
EC 1EASE
LA A L [ A\ A |

4

Sexton Blake's
I Coutts’ Scotli

P

d Yard cases.

p short story, based on one of
Can you find the clue to solve it ?

The answer is at the bottom in case you get stuck !

The Cinema Robbery

* LEASE do your utmost to recover my
wallet, inspector ! It contained over
two hundred pounds in five-pound notes.

| can’t afford to lose all that ! ™’

Peter Weldon, a prosperous-looking business-
man, seemed very agitated as he leaned across
Inspector Coutts’ desk. In contrast, the stolid-
looking inspector remained quite calm.

*“ How and when did you lose it ? " he asked.

“I'm sure | had my pocket picked in the
cinema,”” Weldon explained. ‘| know | had
the money when | went in, because | checked it
just to make sure it was safe. When | came out
at the end of the programme the wallet had gone !
| came out at seven o’clock.”

Coutts frowned slightly.

““You've set me a ticklish problem,” he said.
** Anyone in the cinema might have stolen it.
| don’t suppose you saw the people sitting next to
you, did you 2"

“Yes, | did,”” Weldon nodded. *‘ At least, |
saw the man on my left. He was wearing a high-
neck blue sweater and had a freckled face. His
nose was very noticeable, too. It seemed to be
pushed over to one side a bit.”

““You seem to have seen a lot of him in a dark
cinema,”” Coutts remarked.

‘| saw all that when the attendant shone a
torch along our row,” said Weldon. **This
chap was well lighted by the glare, and | couldn’t
help noticing him.”

Coutts nodded as if satisfied.

“I'm glad you told me that,”” he said. *‘ From
your description | should think that the man next
to you was a well-known pickpocket named
Jerry Crown. [I'll get on to him at once.”

He checked in the address files, then left
Scotland Yard and drove to London’s East End.
There he went to the address he was looking for,
and a freckle-faced man opened the door.

‘“Hello, Crown,” Coutts greeted him. *‘I
didn’t know you were a film fan.”

* What do you mean, inspector ? * asked Jerry
Crown.

“Well, | have proof that you were at the

Palace cinema yesterday afternoon,” Coutts
replied.
“What of it ?** Crown shrugged. *‘‘| went

there, | admit, but | didn’t stay for long. In fact
I only saw the end of one big film and the begin-
ning of another. | remembered an engagement
| had to keep.”

“Really "’ Coutts seemed very interested.
*““Then you must have left the cinema round
about six o’clock.”

‘* That was about the time,”” Crown admitted,
** But what’s this all about ? I've done nothing
wrong."

Coutts half-turned away, then hesitated.

* By the way,” he said, ““do you remember
what was happening on the screen just as you
lefe 2

Jerry Crown thought deeply.

“ Well—er——,"" he mumbled. *‘Ah yes, |
know what it was ! It was all about the recent
train accident—in the news-reel !

Coutts gave a little smile of triumph.

““ All right, Crown, you're under arrest,”’ he
snapped. “‘ You stayed in the cinema to rob the
man sitting next to you. No doubt a search will
bring the stolen wallet to light.”

And a search resulted exactly as Inspector
Coutts had forecast.

How did he know Jerry Crown was guilty ?
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OUR
ERNIE

MRS.
ENTWHISTLE'S
LITTLE
LAD!

BY GUM, CHARLIE!' WE'LL
GET A LOVELY VIEW OF
THE SOLDIERS MARCHING
PAST FROM UP HERE!
0 5
oy ﬁf S

Our little lad was perched up high

To see the soldiers marching by.
Along the street they came with band,
And Ernie thought it proper grand !

BAH.! | CAN'T
SEE A THING!

A LOOK!
o
~~°

[y
PUSH OFF, PEST! @ =3 m
AND LET ME HAVE =8

But grumpy Mister Crustyface

Thought Lad had gone and pinched his place,
So leaning out from upstairs room,

He pushed the boy off with a broom.

DON'T WORRY.
SAM! ILL 500N
SHIFT HIM!

Down the compah he did float,
Till bandsman blew a big, deep note
With noise like Channel-steamer’s hooter,
And shoved Our Ernie on the fluter !

AD 7
oy Wik
S

The poor old fluter felt quite sat on
And could hardly keep his hat on,

A

- THIS IS WHAT
THEY CALL A DRUM
4 ROLL, LAD!

&Y

But more trouble was to come.

Ernie landed on big drum,

Coming down with such a slap

That sudden jerk broke drummer’s strap |

56

The drum was large and very round,
And rolled along the sloping ground,
Knocking bandsmen left and right——
Ee by gum, it were a sight !



UP GUARDS AND AT HIM‘ Pl
HE
”@’ ' PINCHED
b;} DRUM!
VE

</r‘\~

A
M/

1 CANT FIND THE KID LINE UP MEN
BuT MY DRUM

TEE! HEE!
CHARLIE!

THEY HAVENT
SPOTTED US!

Then lots more onward rolled the drum,
Together with our little chum,

Until against a fence it stopped,

And o’er the top Our Ernie flopped !

They found the drum but not our Lad
This made young Ernie very glad—
But regimental goat soon spied-out
Artful Ernie’s clever hide-out !

e )

QUICK MARCH, MEN!
AND LET'S HAVE PLEN'

OF BANGS ON THE
H BIG DRUM!

Goat butted in to do his stuff,

And did it well with all his puff !
Through the fence Our Ernie went
And once again the drum got bent !

Ernie’s head and feet stuck out,

But then the band-boss gave a shout.

He said they’d stayed there long enough.
"Twas time again to do their stuff.

THIS IS NOWT, LAD'
WAIT TILL WE MARCH
IN DOUBLE QUICK TIME'

By gum, it were a noisy journey,
With drummer beating poor young Ernie.
His yells fair filled the Wigan street,

As drummer bloke kept on the beat !

HULLO, MA! THEYRE

GOING_ ON A TEN

MILE ROUTE MARCH
.

IF YOURE NOT

Round the gasworks and the houses——
Knocking dust from Ernie’s trousis !
But when they’d finished music spree,
They took him safely home to tea !
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MAGIC at St. CLEMENT’S

(Continued from page 27.)

Ram Cupal crouched behind a gorse bush while
Mr. Jardine rummaged round the base of the tower,
and then, after a while, went off back towards the
school, by no means satisfied with things. Now and
again he kept looking back at the tower and up
at the pagoda on the top.

When he had gone into the wood Ram Cupal left
his hiding-place and approached the tower, but what
he thought about it could not be guessed from the
impassive look on his dusky face.

After returning to the school, Ram Cupal went up
to his study with Tom Tuffen and Bill Drake. The
cupboard was open and the contents were on the
floor. Every drawer was wide open. Papers and
books were scattered everywhere.

“What the heck!” spluttered Tom Tuffen. “If I
find out who did this I'll take him to pieces to see
what makes him tick.”

“Never mind what youd do!” cried Bill Drake.
“Who did it—and why?”

Ram Cupal said quietly: “My books!”

For the first time the chums noticed them—set out
on the table. One of them was open. The raider
had found them in Ram’s box, which as yet he had
not opened. The box had been forced open, and so
the books had been found.

ittt
sl bveus
S I
Lo + (oiboos
AN

e

S :
Hetherington’s feet
58

left the ground—and

“So whoever did this was after something belong-
ing to you,” said Bill Drake.

“That older boy,” said Ram Cupal. “He came here
before—"

“Hetherington!” exclaimed Tom Tuffen.
he’s a Sixth Form prefect.”

“Nevertheless,” declared Ram.
this Hetherington if he did this!
him?”

“Two floors above this,” said Bill. “His study is
right above this one, only two floors up. But you
can’t go up there.”

“I will,” retorted Ram Cupal firmly.

“You can’t,” cried Tom. “You've got to pass the
Fifth quarters, and they’ll scrag you if they see you.”

But Ram Cupal had gone. Tom and Bill darted
to the door and watched him go along the corridor
and up the stairs.

Meanwhile, Ram Cupal had reached the Fifth
Form corridor, and immediately pandemonium broke
out. Someone bawled: “Fourth kid! Scrag him!”

Burly Fifth "Formers came running from every
doorway. Rough hands seized hold of Ram Cupal
and held him. Peters cried: “Don’t let go of him,
then if he vanishes again we’ll vanish with him.
Fetch a blanket, somebody. We'll toss him till he
won’t know where he is!”

The Fifth laughed and cheered. The blanket was
soon forthcoming, and Ram Cupal was flung into it.

“Ah—up!” The Fifth heaved on the blanket.
Ram Cupal went sailing up towards the ceiling—

But he didn’t come down again! He was lying
there in a horizontal position, his hands by his sides
—just floating in the air out of reach of the Fifth.

al L

“But

“I will go and ask
Where do I find

he just couldn’t get them down again |



They stood there holding the blanket, gazing up
at the Indian boy. Peters began to shiver with fear.
He said: “I don’t believe it! It can’t be—"

Somebody said: “Does anybody else see what I
see, or am I dreaming?”

Then the horizontal form of Ram Cupal began to
move through the air towards a window. And the
window was wide open!

Too late Peters saw the danger. He couldn’t reach
it, he knew. He bawled: “Shut that window, some-
body. Quick!”

But it was no use. Before anyone could reach the
window the floating form of Ram Cupal noiselessly
sailed through it into the open air, hovered for a
moment high above the Quad, then rose sharply out
of sight of the watching Fifth.

“Oh, my godfathers!” moaned Peters.
where has he gone?”

“Now

The Partners
PETERS and his cronies of the Fifth just stood there
and gaped in horror. They had tossed juniors in
a blanket before, but they had always come down.

The Fifth Form domain was on the third floor!
To fall to the asphalt of the Quad from that height
must surely mean death.

They all dashed to the window. But Ram Cupal
was not there. He had floated upwards out of sight.
Peters was leaning out over the sill craning his neck
to look upwards. Ram Cupal had vanished.

As a matter of fact, Hetherington’s study was
immediately above that Fifth Form window. Ram
Cupal had known that from the start. He had
merely floated up to the Sixth Form storey—and
there was the window of Hetherington’s study, wide
open.

Ram Cupal floated in—still in the horizontal
position.
Hetherington, relaxed in his easy-chair, was

suddenly aware of the light from the window being
shut out. He shifted in his seat and screwed his
head round to see what was happening—and gasped
in utter, horrified amazement.

Ram Cupal was floating into the room. In fact,
by the time Rupert Hetherington got to his feet,
Ram Cupal was in the room.

“W-what the dickens!” spluttered Hetherington.
“What d’you think youre playing at?”

Ram Cupal was very calm. He said: “Excuse me,
please, Hetherington! But did you ransack my
study?”

Hetherington scowled at him.

“Ransack your study?” he echoed.
mean?”

“Someone was searching for something in my
study,” explained Ram Cupal in his very precise
English. “Was it you?”

Hetherington was angry. “Look here,” he said
curtly. “I am a member of the Sixth Form, and a
prefect. You have no right to speak to me like that!
In other words, you Fourth Form brat, you're asking
for a caning, and youwll get it!”

“you will answer me,” snapped Ram Cupal.

“I will not.”

“I will search your study!”

“yYou dare!” spluttered Hetherington. “What
d’you think I'll be doing while you search my
study?”

“You will be in mid-air outside the window,” said
Ram Cupal quietly.

Hetherington stared at him. He stiffened. He

“What d’you

NS
S

&
SEYL «
Ram Cupal calmly stepped off the window-sill and
dropped into space.

blurted out: “No! Y-you can’t! You mustn’t——"

Ram Cupal kept on staring at him fixedly.
Hetherington went as stiff as a ramrod. Then his
feet left the ground, and before he knew what was
happening he was floating in the air in a horizontal
position. He went sailing gently out through the
open window and hovered there over the Quad—
four floors high!

Hetherington was terrified, but there was nothing
at all he could do about it. He was quite conscious,
but he could make no sound and move not a muscle.
He just floated there quite motionless and com-
pletely helpless. Ram Cupal got busy searching
Hetherington’s study. If he had missed anything
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The bean plant went on growing bigger and bigger, entwining around everything !

from his belongings he had not told the Topperites.
He was not at all sure that Hetherington was the
culprit.

So Ram Cupal searched for evidence—but didn't
find a thing!

Meanwhile, down in the Quad, there was utter
consternation. Boys and girls stood there staring
up at a prefect who floated on nothing and in

nothing! The babel of voices reached the ears of
the Fifth. Peters looked out of his window and
gasped. “Oh, my hat!” he cried. “There’s Hether-

ington doing it now!”

Someone shouted from the Quad:
Hetherington, you silly chump!”

But the prefect couldn’t do a thing. Teachers,
masters, prefects, were dashing up the stairs and
along the Sixth Form corridor. Cecil Browne, the
captain of the school, burst into Hetherington’s
study and stopped dead, gaping at Ram Cupal.

Other Sixth Formers crowded in the doorway
behind Browne, half-scared, half-angry.

Browne said: “What are you doing here, Cupal?”

Ram Cupal faced Browne calmly. “I came to
speak with Hetherington on a private matter. He
was pleased to be rude to me—to threaten me with a
cane. Unable to obtain satisfaction, I placed him
outside while I searched for the evidence I require.”

Browne was out of his depth. “I don’t know what
youre talking about,” he said, “but if youre
responsible for Hetherington being out there, please
get him in here at once.”

“Under the circumstances,” Ram Cupal nodded,
“Hetherington can return.”

He half-turned. Hetherington sailed into the study
through the open window, straightened up and found
himself on his own hearthrug. He was wild-eyed
and trembling.

“Come down,
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“That,” said Ram Cupal, “will teach you that
when I ask questions of you, Hetherington, I expect
an answer!”

The Sixth Form gasped. Somebody exclaimed:
“The cheeky sweep! Give him six of the best ot

“You can’t talk to a prefect like that,” snapped
Browne. “Bend over, Cupal!”

Ram Cupal drew himself up to his full height.
“Never!” Then he strode to the window.

Browne’s eyes widened. Ram Cupal was climbing
up on to the window-sill. He stood there defiantly.

Browne cried: “You idiot! Don't do it!
Don't—"

But Ram Cupal stepped off the sill into empty
air—and dropped down out of sight.

Browne and the other prefects rushed to the
window. The boys and girls in the Quad were aghast.
Some of the girls had covered their faces with their
hands.

They couldn’t see him at first.
exclaimed: “Look! There he is!”

He was calmly walking across the Quad as if
nothing had happened.

“Ram Cupal does not yet fully appreciate our
customs and rules,” spoke out Browne. “He has
powers, too, that we can’t understand. I will get
the Head to talk to him. And I suggest we take
no action over this affair.”

It was wise, but the Sixth didn’t like it very much.
They separated glumly, muttering angrily. Hether-
ington went on down to the prefect’s Common-room.
He felt safer there. And in walked Mr, Jardine, the
history master. “I'd like a word with you in private,”
he said.

Hetherington followed him to the master’s study.

“Iwill not beat about the bush, Hetherington,” said
Mr. Jardine. “I have heard what has happened—

Then somebody



and, indeed, saw what happened. I don’t like Ram
Cupal.”

Hetherington’s face was as black as a thunder-
cloud. “I hate him!” he said. “I wish he had never
come to St. Clement’s.”

“Why not?” asked the master.

Hetherington hesitated. He had seen too much.

“Sorry, sir,” he said. “It is a private, family
matter——"

Mr. Jardine’s eyes glittered, and he grinned
evilly. “Help me,” he said in a husky whisper.

“Just watch Ram Cupal and report to me every-
thing he does. It will be well worth your while. I
promise. Tll pay you well. Will you do it?”

Hetherington drew a deep breath of satisfaction.
“Yes—yes! TIll stick at nothing to get even with
that fakir!”

The Bean!
RAM CupaL soon became aware that wherever he
went Hetherington was never far away.

Meanwhile, Ram Cupal was wondering what Mr.
Jardine was up to. He sat in class and saw the
history master wandering about aimlessly on the
playing fields.

Chalky White, the master of the Fourth, frowned
darkly. “Pay attention to me, Cupal!” he said.
“Stop staring out of the window!”

Chalky turned to the blackboard and went on
talking—and talking! He was a good teacher, but
it was hot—and Ram Cupal’s gaze again wandered
away to Mr. Jardine out there on the playing fields.

Chalky’s brows came down over his flashing eyes.
“Detention this afternoon, Cupal! Since you are so
keen on looking through the window you can go on
doing it all the afternoon while the rest enjoy a half-
holiday!”

Ram Cupal frowned. Chalky stared at him—and
there was just a hint of uncertainty in his eyes as
if wondering what the dusky boy would do. The
Fourth wondered, too. But Ram Cupal bowed his
head. “The punishment is deserved, sir,” he said.

Chalky heaved a sigh of relief, and his respect for
Ram Cupal shot up considerably.

The lesson ended and the break arrived. Ram
Cupal went running away to the playing fields, but
by that time Mr. Jardine had gone and there was
nothing to show what he had been doing.

So that afternoon Ram Cupal went to detention.
In charge of the room on this afternoon was the
girl’s mistress, Miss Lucy Loveday, usually known as
the Battleaxe.

On the desk before her was a glass jar. Across
the top was a hatpin and midway along the hatpin
was skewered a bean. The jar was three-quarters
full of water. The bean had thrown out roots down
to the water and had thrown up a shoot that now
bore a couple of tiny leaves.

The Battleaxe told the detention class: “I want
you to write an essay on what you observe here. I
will tell you all I have done so far in this
experiment.”

The detention class yawned. The Battleaxe was
indignant. “Kindly show a little interest,” she
snapped.

The class was yawning again. They didn’t care
how long the bean took to grow. Ram Cupal was
utterly bored. He sat there staring at the bean,
and he wanted to be outside, following Mr. Jardine,
or enjoying himself with the Topperites.

The Battleaxe went on and on: *“We never stop

Out of the dark corner there appeared an enormous
ruby on a white satin cushion.

learning from simple things.
and grow, slowly, steadily—"

And her voice tailed away into horrified silence.
Ram Cupal just sat there, his elbow on the desk, his
chin cupped in his hand. And his glittering eyes
were focused on that bean.

And the bean was growing!

The class began to gasp. The Battleaxe was star-
ing as if her eyes would pop out of her head. The
roots grew thicker and thicker and filled the jar.
The top growth shot up and up. Leaves sprouted
and uncoiled themselves.

And the bean went on growing bigger and bigger—
up to the ceiling, along the ceiling, entwining around
anything and everything.

The Battleaxe shrieked as a vine came shooting out
and coiled round her neck. She tore it from her and
then she fled from the class-room, dashing to the
Head’s study.

A boy turned to Ram Cupal.
isn’t it?” he asked.

And Ram Cupal suddenly smiled.
mean to do it,” he said.

And as he spoke they heard the voice of the
Head. *“This is preposterous. It’s got to stop!”

He was coming to investigate, and Ram Cupal
was saying: “I think we shall all be freed from
detention very soon.”

This bean will grow
,

“This is your work,

“I did not

The Banded Box

BY the time the Head appeared in the doorway of

the class-room the gigantic bean was dead. Ram
Cupal sat there at his desk wreathed with bean-
stalks. The other boys and girl were festooned with
beanstalks. There were runner-beans everywhere,
but now they were dead and dried. The whole
plant was absolutely dead.
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Dr. Pelham tore at the limp vines to get into the
room. His stern gaze was focused on Ram Cupal.

“This is your doing, Cupal,” he snapped.

Ram Cupal tried to stand up. It wasn’t easy with
dead beanstalks all over him.

“Sir,” he said, “I did not mean it. I forgot where
I was. I just wished the bean would grow—that is
all. Maybe I was impatient to be finished with
i »

“I can well imagine that,” broke in the Plum.

“Sir, I meant no harm. I pray you forgive—"

“Clear this dead vegetation out of this room.
Detention is over,” announced the Plum. “At least,

As Hetherington watched, Ram Cupal floated right
up to the top of the tower.
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after the room is clear. As for you, Ram Cupal,
kindly accompany me to my study.”

“Sir, you honour me,” murmured Ram Cupal.

Any other boy would have had the wind up, being
invited along to the Head’s study, for that usually
meant punishment, and the Plum was a champion
with a swishy cane.

Ram Cupal may have guessed he was due for
trouble, but his face did not betray the slightest
anxiety.

The Plum strode along with purposeful strides,
very pompous and erect. He was in a rage—and he
was puzzled. He just didn’t know how to deal with
this problem of a magical schoolboy.

In the study, the door shut, the Plum sat down
behind his desk, while Ram Cupal stood before him
politely.

The Plum shook his head.
do about you, Cupal,” he said. “I have already had
complaints of your behaviour. You somehow
obtained access to a prefect’s study—and that is for-
bidden to a Fourth Former, as you know.”

“I don’t know what to

“Your pardon, sir,” observed Ram Cupal. “I did
not fully understand the position.”
“Look here, Cupal,” went on the Plum. “We can’t

have these things here. I know you can do things
which we Westerners cannot do. But you must
not upset the routine and the discipline of St.
Clement’s. I will not have it! You understand?”

Ram Cupal looked distressed. “Far be it for me,
sir, to cause you distress or bring sorrow to the brow
of Chalky Sahib——"

“Call him Mr. White,” said the Plum.

“Mr. White!” echoed Ram Cupal. “But there is
much at stake, sir. As for the bean—I am very sorry
about that. I ought not to have done it. I was
just thinking how nice it would be for the bean to
grow, and then we could all leave the class-room——"

“Yes, yes,” broke in the Plum. “But you say there
is much at stake. That suggests to me that vou
came to St. Clement’s for a definite reason. Mind
you, we are proud to have you here—the repre-
sentative of such an ancient and honourable family.
But why are you here, Cupal? Don’t you think I
ought to know?”

Ram Cupal thoughtfully stroked his chin, and his
dark eyes glinted.

“Sir,” he said, “if I tell you, I know you will not
betray the confidence.”

“I shall respect such confidence,” said the Plum.
“It may be I can help you.”

Ram Cupal seemed to relax. He wasn't looking
at the Plum—he wasn’t looking at anything in
particular. He raised one hand—slowly. A corner
of the study was suddenly dark. Then a light
appeared there. It came from an enormous ruby
that rested on a white satin cushion. The red light
from the great gem glowed there in the dark corner.

Ram Cupal said: “The Star of Amnurpal. You
see it, sir?”

“Of course,” replied the Plum. “But—"

“You see it as I dream about it, sir. Hundreds of
years ago it was stolen from our place by a white
man. His name was General Galton!”

Ram Cupal waved his hand, and the vision in
the corner vanished.

“Galton?” exclaimed the Plum. “One of the
founders of St. Clement’s. And you think he brought
it to these parts?”

“I hope to find the Star of Amnurpal, sir. Maybe
it is hidden here at St. Clement’s.”



Snakes were coming from all directions, slithering over the ground towards the box.

“I hope you find the Star of Amnurpal,” said the
Plum. “But, please, Cupal, no more magic in class,
and please do not upset the discipline of the school
by such things, or I shall have to put a stop to them.
You understand?”

“Perfectly, sir. I will do my best not to disturb
life at St. Clement’s.”

Ram Cupal left, and soon came across Jimmy
Topper. “All right,” that worthy said. “We've
heard about it—you and your bean! Gosh, I wish
I had been there to see it!”

“I should not have done it,” said Ram Cupal.
“But tell me—you followed Mr. Jardine?”

By that time Tom Tuffen and Dick Loring arrived
on the scene.

“We did—as far as we could,” said Dick.
he got in his car.”

“We tried to follow on our bikes, but he went too
fast for us,” said Tom Tuffen.

“Which way did he go?” asked Ram Cupal.

Jimmy Topper said: “To Brookville—and that’s
all we know. So sorry, Ram, but we did try!”

“It was not your fault,” said Ram.

He went off, looking very thoughtful, his head
bowed low. He got his bike and rode away down the
drive and out through the big gates.

Bill Drake saw him go and called the chums

“Then

together. “There’s something working up, I reckon,”
he said. “I think we ought to stick close to old
Ram.”

So they all grabbed their bikes and followed. But
Ram Cupal had a good start,

The Indian boy was heading for Brookville
Common—the rather lonely unfrequented part where
Galton’s Tower reared its ugly head. It towered a
hundred feet or more in the air, and on the very
top was the stone pagoda.

Ram Cupal stood there at the foot of the thing,
gazing up at the pagoda high above him. Thén he
took a look all round at the commuon, but could see
no signs of life anywhere.

But he was by no means alone. Behind a thick
gorse bush crouched Rupert Hetherington.

Suddenly Ram Cupal calmly sat on the grass, then
stretched himself out flat on his back.

“Now what’s the chump up to?”
Hetherington.

Then he gasped. Ram Cupal was slowly and
steadily rising up straight from the ground, still in
the horizontal position.

He stood up behind the gorse bush, watching.
Ram Cupal floated right up to the top of the column.
Hetherington blinked—and the next instant there
was Ram Cupal calmly standing beside the stone
pagoda at the top of the column.

Hetherington knew nothing about the Star of
Amnurpal. But he guessed that this was something
which Mr. Jardine would want to know about. And
he knew where to find Mr. Jardine—poking around
in the ruins of the Grange!

On his bike it took Hetherington less than five
minutes to reach the ruined Grange and find Mr.
Jardine—and report.

Mr. Jardine spluttered in his rage. He took his
car and drove along the road to the nearest point,
then ran over the common to the Galton Memorial
Tower.

Meanwhile, Ram Cupal was in the stone pagoda,
ankle deep in the dust of ages. And inside the
pagoda was an ancient-looking wooden box, measur-
ing roughly two feet by a foot wide and standing
about a foot high.

Ram opened the hox.

muttered

Inside was a parchment
(Continued on page 103).
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LUCKY'S HANDS WENT TO /1’/‘5‘ GUNBELT,

WITH A MIGHTY SWING, 0'DARE PASHED FORWARD~~INTENT ON
Blﬂ NOT FOR HIS GUNS ~

KNOCKING LUCKY'S HEAD CLEAN OFF l//‘f 5‘/0”[95@6‘ suT

0.K, SOLDIER - AND MAY
THE LUCKY HAD THE MEASURE OF HIS MAK

BEST MAN WIN /

BEJABERS -~

OU MUST BE

0UT OF YOUR
MIND 7

| DON'T FIGURE THAT'S
SOLPIER.

£ WELL~-
NOW I'M GOING TO GIVE
YOU THE CHANCE TO
90 JUST THAT /

YOu MEAN
NOU WANT T0
FIGHT ME 7




HEAVY BLOWS RAINED BACK AND FORTH, AS THE HAVE YE H;P ENOUGH ~~ IN DASHED THE FIGHTING IRISHMAN FOR THE FINISH, BUT
TWO MEN FOUGHT TOE 70 TOE . THEN A MIGHTY Y R DO YE WISH TO LIIC'W 57{71’?517 HIM WITH A TERRIFIC SLEDGE-HAMMER
UPPER-CUT SENT LUCKY REELING ~= mmui e L0
>
(GHT 7

" 7 1 7LD You TO
-~ BEJABERS

I

i

I

£ You SAVE YOUR BREATH
BREA H, SOLDIEIL ! y
VOU&E;%JME:F&“}E: h gw,., BIVE IN SOLPIER 7

i’ 0

[ 80 saaney orake kue wiey
AT RYISG STep Ol OE THE, HE WAS BEATEN, A0 1LED UP
HIS SORT DON'T LET UP ATLUeKY = | M NOT S0 SURE THAT
50 EASILY sl E DID, HASHPAN / (M
THAT WAS A 6RAND ' THANKS gﬂ:ﬁ 03?57"75““5 ”
5 E THE OTHES
FIGW’ MISTEMR,WAﬁV‘ e T Ll TWO MEN WHO WERE.
s uusz YoU NO MORE n !
TROUBLE FOR IT6 A\

LUCKY WAS NOT THE ONLY VISITOR WHO CALLED T0 | AS LUCKY WALKED TO THE GATE, THOUGHTFULLY, LUCKY STRODE BACK
SEE THE TWO WOUNDED MEN, FOR CAPTAIN CRODKER | SALLY HARVEY FOLLOWED Wi ~~

TO THE JAIL-HOUSE ~~
MET LUCKY AS HE ENTERED THE HOUSE
80 CROCKER. HAS SILENCED.
IT IS NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS WHAT LUCKY ! | MUST TELL THE OTHER TWO WITNESSES

HAPPENED THIS AFTERNOGN LOGAN YOU WHAT HAPPENED HE DI, DID HE 7

| FORBID YOU TO TALK TO MY MEN BEFOKE You AKIZNED 4 THANKS , SALLY." IEM] ~~

| HAVE DECLARED MARTIAL LAW IN W’S YOU'RE A PAL # YOU'RE HEADING FOR A LOAD OF 7MﬂA’L£

TOWN! ANY MORE INTERFERENCE AND 2 -~8UT, BY GLORY, ym//wa/raz E
3 V'L HAVE YOU ARRESTED, T00,” == o EAIN[Y 0'PARE FROM THE

HEY TC FIRING SQUAD ¢

N~




LUCKY DECIDED ON A DARING PLAN ~~T0 SEEK THE TRUTH FROM
THE APACHE INOIANS THEMSELVES ~~

LURKING IN THE EARLY DAWN OUTSIPE THE JAIL,
CAPTAIN (?EOB/(EZ HEARD EVER! Yﬂ//AI ~~

ARE YOU WILLING TO
COME WITH ME, SOLDIER 7 fF ALL
GOES WELL YOU'LL BE CLEARED. IF IT
OOESN T, OUK SCAL?:S’ LL BE HANGING
E APACHE'S BELT BEFORE
>

SURE, 1'M JUST ITC HING TO 8

NIGHTFALL / BONED SKUNK OF A CAPTAIN /

A8 LUCKY AND BARNEY O'PARE CAME OUT
OF THE JAIL HOUSE, THE COWARDLY CAPTAIN
STEPPED FROM THE SHAPOWS ~~

AIDING A PRISONER.
T0 ESCAPE, EH 7

GET GOING, O'DARE./
HE WHOLE 13\4»4 WILL
KE §

1'D CONSIDER. 1T AN HONOUR, TO
BE SCALPED WITH YE, SHERIFF

uT
OF TI-IIS JAIL WITH A FIGHTING CHANCE
“TO EVEN THINGS WITH THAT JELLY~

HE 7 1VE 607 0 SILENCE THE
PAIR OF THEM ~~T0 SAVE
> MY OWN SKIN /2

BUT BEFORE CAPTAIN CROCKER. COULD SQUEEZE THE TRIGGER, ONE 7| WHEN THE SHAKEN L’AVVZ/// RECOVERE!L
OF LUCKY'S GUNS SHATTERED THE SILENCE OF 7//5 DAWN~~ MA//

NESAW LUCKY AND THE IR
RIDING HARD OUT OF TOWN
“THEY WON'T'GET FAR ./ I'LL
NA E EVERY TROOPER. OUT AFTER
“THEM WITH ORDERS TO SHOOT'
ON SIGHT /

TRUE TOHIS WORD, CAPTAIN'CROCKER SENT THE WHOLE OF HiS TROOP AFTER

LUGRY AND BARNEY O'DARE ~~AND
RATHER THAN RIDE 01/7' INTO THE }lﬂ-ﬂLE /hﬂlﬂ/ TERRITORY ~~

MEANWHILE, ﬂl//} E/}f/é‘f 0'/52[00/(//4/6

TRUE TO HIS NATURE HE REMAINED BEHIND | THE TOWN, SOME!
HKING PL[ASEDAS HE SAWAWJE

BIG PATROL OF LONG-KNIFE SOLDIERS LEAVE
TOWNs NOW 15 OUR CHANCE TO GET MORE.
GUNS AND AMMUNITION TO DESTROY
PALEFACE 0065,/



T0 THE THUNDER OF POUNDING }/MVES Awe
SPINE-CHILLING WAR-CRIES, THE BAND OF
FIERCE APACHES ENTERED THE MA/A/ STREET
0/"7<5 UNDEFENDED TOWN ~~

ARROW'S BRAVES FOUND HIM,
C’ou/il/l/ﬁ EEE/‘JS{!/D THE CASES |

AS SWIFTLY AS THEY HAD ENTERED THE TOWN, THE APACHES ROPE UF/", TAKI!
WITH THEM GUNS AND AMMUNITION ~~ AND ALSO CAPTAIN CROCKER ~ L

THE TWO MEN RODE THROUGH THE 75@7/70/2[/

SEIATERS, SHERIFES OL) wrmourszsws ANY SIGNS OF APACHES ~~AND THEN

PHIL THE FLUTER COULDN'T HAVE
LED/EM A BETTER DANCE! TS

008, SHERIF -~ Y NEAW APACUES, SOLDIER,
SMOKE, 15 IT ) AND IT LOOKS
INJUNS 7 SOETINGS Gome O
LETS TAKE A CLOSER
100K /

BEJABERS / THEY'VE GOT SOMEBODY STRUNG
UP FROM THAT TREE/ 8Y ALL THE SNAKES IN
IRELAND ~~ TS THAT VARMINT,

CAP/N CROCKER ./

HIM ~=BUT WE CAl
STAND BY AND I.ET ‘WOSE APAQ“ES HAVE
THEIR FUN. SWE’U E GOT

NOT KNOWING THAT RESCUERS WERE NEAR, THE SNIVELLING ™|

o HoE DL CAPTAIN PLEADED FOR MERCY AS HE PANGLED FROM THE TREE~~|

SAFETY WHILE | HOLD OFF

THE OTHERS, SOLDIER 7 1 WILL GIVE YOU ALL THE

INFORMATION YOU NEED IF
YOU'LL CUT ME DOWN /

SOON | WILL KNOW ALL,
COWARDLY DOG ./ YOU SHALL
BE OUR TARGET WHILE WE TEST
OUR NEWLY- WON RIFLES /

CA
BUT 'D SOONER.
0 SOME
FIGHTING ./




SUPDENLY A SHOT WAS FIREL
HIMSELF DROPPING TO THE GROIINP: THE BULLET
SEEMED TO COME FROM NOWHERE

, AND CAPTAIN CROCKER. FELT

£ N» ’S‘& )/

SEEING HIJ BRAVES sCA 7757//4/5
RED ARROW PICKED UP A ROCH
AND HI/RLED ITAT LUL’/(Y‘

BUT BEFORE THE FIERCE APACHE COULD J‘TE/I(E, HE
WAS DRAGGED BACKWARDS BY THE POWERFUL
ARMS OF BARNEY O"PARE ~~

OH,NO, YE DON'T~~
YE EVIL. VARMINT

THE /I/V/ANS HAD FLED, BUT LUCKY AND BARNEY 0'VARE ~|
SUPDENLY FOUND. W/EMSELVES /A/ A 6»?54754 PEI/L AT
THE HANDS OF THE MA THEY HAI

ALL TO RESCUE . Wi /LYUISKEYL’ ERS Wl
FIGHTING, CAPTAIN CROCKER SWATCHED UP ONE
OF THE RIFLES ~~

NOW 'VE GOT THE PAIR OF YOU
WHEGE | WANT NOU 1 AW GOING
T0 GET RID OF YOU
Rosony Wi ge e

WISER /

WHY, YOU
UNGRATEFUL
906,/

INA FMSH THE TABLES WERE TURNED S
WITH HIS HATCHET RAISED TO STRIKE,, RED ARROW
“POUNCED UPON THE FALLEN SHERIFF ~~

THEN, WITH GUNS BLAZING, LUCKY LOGAN CHARGED Ul(
A FURY AMONG THE BEWILDERED APACHES ~~

W
\

[ WITH ONE MIGHTY BLOW THE BIG IRISHMAN SLAMMED.
THE INDIAN CLEAN OVER THE EDGE OF THE DEEP GOROE ~~

SHORTNG Awmy BARNEY SWING —
70 TAKE ON THE KEST OF THE
eSO s AUOVANCE
THEY HAD FLED ~~

GOME BACK AND

MAKE A FIGHT OF IT,
NE RED-FACED BUNCH
0/ COWARDS /

SIIBPE)/LV A LOOK OF FEAR CAME

THE TOP OF THE RIDGE ~~

HEAVENS -~ THEY RE
COMING BACK /

LUCKY TOOK A FLEETING GLANCE gl/fl( HIS SHOULDER AND SAW

OVER THE WRETCHED M/’TA/MY THE REASON FOR CROCKER'S FEA)
EYES, AND HE STARED BEYON!
O'DARE AND LUCKY TOW/ Akﬂé' =

SUFFERING SNAKES
APACHES ~~ HUNDREDS
FTHEM ,/



SUDDENLY DASHED UIP THE RIDG
THE INDIANS SHOUTING AS HE RAN ~~

SPARE ME / SPARE ME/
NOTHING T0 DO

DROPPING THE RIFLE, CAPTAIN CROCKER
iE TOWARDS

AS LUCKY AND BARNEY O'PARE WATCHED THEY SAW THE YELLING
CAPTAIN BRUSHED CONTEMPTUOUSLY TO ONE SIPE, AT THE
HEAD OF A PARTY OF BRAVES, AN ELDERLY CHIEF RODE
TOWARDS THEM~:

THINGS LOOKED BLACK ~~UNTIL
THE OLD INDIAN 7 HIS
MUCH-DECORATED COUP-STICK
INTO THE GROUND JN FRONT
OF LUCKY LOGAN AND
BARNEY O'DARE .

RETURNING TO THE CAMP WITH THE APACHES, LUCKY
7 LAST LEARNED THE TRUTH OF WHAT HAPPENED.

WHEN THE PATROL, LED BY CAPTAIN CROCKER, HAD

CLASHED WITH RED ARROW ANO THE REBEL

INDIAN BRAVES ~~

BIG LONGKNIFE.

ALONG WITH SWIFT RIVES

COWARDLY CAPTAIN SET OUT FOR.
. FORT SHAYNE ~~

= =

77 THANKS TO YOU, SHERIFF~~
1T'S NOT A FIRING SQUAD
“THAT | AM RETURNING

W0 A PARTY OF

R Al LUCKY STAYEQ AT THE FORT TO SEE THE PEACE TREATY
#;;fs BRAVES, LUCKY, BARNEY OPARE AND

SIGNED, AND TO SEE THE RASCALLY CAPTAIN CROCKER.
MARGHED OFF [N DISORACE UNVER ARREST ~~

WELL, 50 LONG, SOLDIER 1M AFTER “THINKIN'
THINGS'LL BE O.K. FROM NOW
ON/ MAYBE WE'LL MEET
AGAIN SOMEDAY /




IT SEEMS SYDNEY SHOULD HAVE SAVED UP FOR AN UMBRELLA!

J

B

- 5>
T Q3
e 2\ /
N
Q O %G
é;‘\ 1
2 (G
| | {
G (SEopla=

NO SPORTY, | HAVENT ANY SYMPATHY

FOR YOU,YOU SIMPLY WOULDNT
TRY TO SAVE UP FOR A

| SAVED UP PENNY
BY PENNY TO BUY
MY HUMBLE

| HAVENT BOUGHT ANY
SWEETS OR BEEN
TO THE PICTURES
FOR WEEKS. o

—AND WENT WITHOUT
= A HAIRCUT!

.




BUT WHAT HAVE YOU DONE
7 TO SAVE ?
NOTHING !

2 ol
&)

NG

' ‘
.« alla

A 2B (THAT YOU SPORTY?H [)i&%= WHAT! YouVe )/,
7 ( THOUGHT YOUD ( ﬁ%g#ﬂ%‘f!‘l Z) JUST BEEN  dom
77 | = LIKE TO KNOW 71l 7 IVEN A )
T AR | v orrroll P00 TR SIEN ror
e o ] THE MATCH. L f 7 T THE STAND )/
= TEW YOU AL {f o S » z
e ABOUT ITWHEN/) |/’ : 72 W
. ) Y\ [ GET BACK ¢, ‘
' i/ % 4l 7
0 ; -
i ﬁ /// TN “J“ 7, 1/ me 77
7 = f (-
M ( . ////y ) % M7 7
b 2 L 77 d VA VArze
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If you think you are a good detective, try to solve this neat little mystery-
thriller, told to you by Tinker, Sexton Blake’s assistant.

TINKERS Tec TEASERST)

(
*a

Can you spot

the clue before looking at the answer ?

Smash-and-Grab
RAYTON STREET was well known for the
C jewellers’ shops which lined both its
sides. Yet at three o’clock in the morning
it was empty and deserted, hardly looking like a
street lined with wealth.

Presently, a car cruised quietly into the street
and paused outside one of the shops. A man leapt
out, flung a brick through the glass window,
grabbed a handful of jewellery, then raced back
to the car, which roared into life and screamed
away !

Less than fifteen minutes later, Inspector
Coutts of Scotland Yard was on the scene of the
slick smash-and-grab raid. There was not much
to be noticed except the smashed window and the
hefty brick which broke it ! Coutts turned to a
policeman.

““You say you heard the smashing glass and
came running into the street just in time to see
the raiding car turn the corner ? '’ he asked.

‘“ That’s right, sir,”” the policeman said. *‘|
just managed to get a glimpse of it—a small dark
saloon.”

‘* Anything else ?

‘ Only this, sir,”’ the constable replied, holding
up a handkerchief. ‘| found it on the pavement
in front of the shop. Looks like it was folded to
go into the top pocket of a man’s jacket. The
crook might have dropped it.”

Coutts took the handkerchief and examined it.
In one corner were the initials W. J. He smiled.
‘“You've done very well, officer,” he told the
policeman, who beamed. *‘If my guess is right,
this belongs to a ‘ gentleman ’ crook by the name
of William Jowett. | think I'll pay him a visit.”
A phone-call to the Yard gave him the crook’s
address, for Jowett made no attempts to keep his
movements secret. For a long time the police
8o

had been watching him, hoping for him to make 2
mistake, but the clever crook was always too
careful.

Had he made a mistake at last ?

Coutts wondered that as he rang the bell.
Jowett himself answered the door. He was clad
in pyjamas with a dressing-gown wrapped around
him.

‘“An early visit, inspector,” he said with a
yawn., “‘|wasinbed!"”

““ Were you ? " Coutts murmured. ‘‘ Or did
you come back here quickly after the smash-and-
grab raid and change into your pyjamas, hoping
to establish an alibi ? ™

Jowett frowned.

“Smash - and - grab?”  he
** Where 2"’

““It doesn’t matter where,” Coutts told him.
*“The important thing is that we found your
fingerprints on the missile that was thrown
through the shop window ! "

Jowett laughed.

**Really, inspector, you do talk utter rubbish ! *'
he chuckled. ** Assuming | had been in that raid,
it’s just not possible for fingerprints to be found
on the rough surface of a brick ! *

‘* Perhaps you're right,”” said Coutts sharply.
‘“ Anyway, you're under arrest ! You took part
in that raid all right ! *’

What made Inspector Coutts so sure he had
got his man ?

exclaimed.
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THEN THE PROUID WITHERSPOON-WAGG INVITED J/
THE COLONEL OVER T0 HIS MANOR AND

THERE, DWARFING THE MANY 7POPﬂ/5‘

IN THE GREAT TROPHY ROO.

THERE, COLONEL.”
WHAT DO YOU THINK
OF THATZ

OF THE
SOUTH SEAS

GOOD GRIEF.”
A WHOPPIN

GREAT
SHARK.”

Since they were small boys, Colonel
Potshot-Baggs and the Hon. Wither-
spoon-Wagg had always tried to go
one better than the other, be it in
hunting, shooting, or merely telling
tall tales! The much-travelled
colonel usually came off best—until
one day, when his honourable friend
returned from a fishing trip in the

SO LONG, BAGGSY.”

South Seas. . .
TS NO USE ~oU_
TRYING TO OUT-DO.
CAUGHT OFF THE AND SO SHATTERED IS « ME mnsn‘w’us/

COAST OF SIMOA.“THE THE COLONEL THAT HE
LARGEST OF ITS KIND EVER
LANDED. THIRTY FEET IF
IT$ AN INCH./LOOKS AS

TAY 7O DINN! o NO?
B WE'LL SOON

SEE ABOUT
THAT.”

STOP BY THAT
SCHOONER,
BoY.”

AND SOITIS A WEEK LATER

Pl THAT COLONEL POTSHOT - BAGGS
ON THE WA ONT

OF SIMO:




AMBOARD THE SEADOG *
ONE EYE BATES LEANS
OVER THE SIDE
HARDLY NOTICING

THE NEW ARRIVAL...

‘ONE EYE “HAROLY STIRS
HIS STUMPS UNTIL HIS

G EYE LIGHTS UPON
THE COLONELS WALLET.-.

1 sAy.“yYou
THERE. ~
SEAFARING
© CHAPPIE.”
| WANT A

WORD
WITH You./

TO

| WANT TO CATCH
A MAN-EATING SHARK
OVER FORTY FEET
LONG.”Z FANCY THE
o >

A SH-SHARK.”
F-FORTY FEET
LONG 7 N-NO

BUT AT THAT MOMENT SPIKE MARLIN

|/ IF YOURE FROM THE
AUTHORITIES, MATE, DON'T
BELIEVE A WORD THAT ONE-
EYED OLD F%BEE TELLS
..

‘E WANTS A
SHARK.CAP'N/

AND WHEN THE COLONEL
MENTIONS THAT HE WiLL
GO TO ANY EXPENSE

THE SHARK IS AS

MY OWN

GOOD AS YOURS, OH GOOD SINBAD SIMMS.~

MISTER .WE SAIL' / SHOW. SEE - SETER 15
TOMORROW/ YOU THEN.” s LN smnéglsu

| THINK

e Bnscairy Shrppes OF e AND WHEN THE COLONEL
EADOG _ARRIVES WITH THE RESTOF | REPEATS HIS REQUEST
HIS CREW, LASCAR LOU -« S{P‘I;A:(% Mﬂuguﬂsmcs
/G

A FORTY FOOTER?
WE CAN
ACCOMODATE YOU,

FORTUNE, AND | GET
K ON

o

ok

D)
Y
i,

HIS SHARK'LL
NEVER

SUSPECT

A THING.”




AND ON THE FOLLDW/IVG
MDPIVING' WHE!
THE COLONEL ﬂEl?IVES‘...

‘ERE WE ARE, SIR.
WE MANAGED TO SECU!ZE
THIS TRIM LITTLE CRA
AT GREAT EXPENSE. /AS
S \S YOULR GEAR
s LOADED YOU'RE
OFF.~

2 ong; AS a2 -
FFIGY ISLAND ALl

sz welRe SuRe | (T ANDTS

YouD nmue\zz CATCH NG

TY, SO

TO BE IN YOUR
SHOES.”

YOU SEE HE RATHER
FANCIES THAT THIS SHARK

NO./THAT'S BAIT
FOR THE SHARK, MATEY”
WE'VE MIXED DOPE WITH
IT SO AFTER YOU'VE
GIVEN IT TO HIM HE

WON'T GIVE YOU ANY say

TROUBLE.“ME'LLSTAY [ THIS ALL

NICE AND QUIET OUNDS

WHILE you OPD BUT

M FANE 1T WITH M Game
HARPOON

YOUR LR ANYTHING

ANC EARLY THE NEXT LAY,
AT EFFIGY ISLAND -«

E'LL CALL FOE
U IN TWO DAY
'TIME MATEY, AND TI-IE
BIG SHARK TOO
| HOPE.

WE'VE GOT A
VISITOR, JASPER.”
YOUD BETTER




AN SWIMMING TO THE BEACH
- SINBADP GREETS THE COLONEL..

/ nuuo, sie.s
WHAT BRINGS
You 10
p

EFFIGY.
ISLAND

MY NAME'S Er NO-m )
SINBAD SIMMS.” HERE TO CATCH
| LIVE HERE.” A SH- ER
HAVE YOU COME BUTTERFLIES.,
TO STUDY THE

STATUES >

THAT'S JOLLY

UHZ0H."
INTERESTING,”

BUT ALAS FOR COLONEL POTSHOT BAGGS
SINBADP DECIDES 7O STAY, IF NOT 70
HELP TO WATCH ==«

THAT'S NOT
A BUTTERFLY.”
THAT'S A

TCHEL

BAKHS WHY DOESN'T
THE WRE Boy
PUSH OFF. >
\_S,-z.-/‘
.t p {

RIGHTO
[=/=4d

! WONTBE
A TICks




HEH."HEH.”
THAT'S DIDDLED
HIM 7~ CLEVER

‘” Y ‘ -rl

BUT THE COLONEL'S

IDEA /ISN'T SO CLEVER

AFTER AlL.7..

1 e i"g il
i

F NOwW
- WHERE IS
THE FIRST
AID KITZ
MAYBE
ITS IN
THIS BIG
BOX.”

THAT TIN LOOKS
LIKE A TREACLE

o SHATH T
e ek L
3 ey r.{"jﬁh;ﬁ.;.[.. U__
ity
T

i

i ||I -
{llllr' j.IF ;_.:_-;;i-"
Wil =2

Ml

e

BUT WHEN SINBAD |~ -
. OPENS THE LIL... S\

\ N ‘ (’ WHATS THIS Z
3 NN A LARGE HARPOON

......

| BET.”-

I YES.IT'S TREACLE
} THOUGHT HE ALL RIGHT- I'LL
WAS A BITOFA GINE HIM FIRST
DUFFER AT CATCHING AID ALL
BUTTERFLIES.” RIGHT.”
HE'S AFTER
JASPER

AND SNATCHING UP THE
HARPOON GUN SINBAP
STRIDES LIP THE SLOPE.«-

HEY, YOuU”
/! WANT A
TALK WITH
You.”

BUT BEFORE SINBAP ).
CAN REACH THE /.
COLONEL aee~

WHAT THE DICIKKENS —
HE'S GOT MY HARPOON-
HEAVENS 7 HE'S




GAD./ HE'S
FAST ASLEER”

THAT MAN IS

MISSING AND SO

IS THE HARPOON

GUN/I\'VE GOT
TO G

Jasper.” J

MEANWHILE A FEW MINUTES
LATER coeo

GARSWHAT A SPECIMEN..
MAKES YITHERSPOON- WAGGS
LOOK LIKE A TIDDLER .~



THE NOISE OF THE REFPORT
ROUSES JASPER AIVP llE WAKES‘

BOSS%APMIESS‘LY 70

GOLD IN THE
=3
MISTER.”

ASi< FOR HIM -~
HOW ABOUT A
THOUSAND

POUNDS >




AND LATE THAT NIGHT. AND MAKING HIS WAY ALONG'
538 TO THE GALLEY SINBAD EMPTIES
: R THE TREACLE TIN..

IT'S THE
SEADOG ALL
RIGHT, JASPER.”

BE LONG
JASPER”
KEEPOUT
OF SIGHT

AN WITHIN MINUTES OF
GULPING DOWN THE
WHAT SORT
SR , CONCOCTION. -
Tl ' A THERE. /HOWS
S-NIcE” THAT FOR A DOSE
OF YOLR OWKN
) MEDICINE.”

WHAT'S THISZIT SAYS AND OUT TO

AND THE FOLLOWING MORNING
WHEN THE COLONEL AWAKES..... THE THREE BIGGEST SHARKS HARMSE WA
AS PROMISED, SINBAD.7*_A |7,
GAD/WHAT'S THISZ

WHY IT'S THE SKIPPER
OF THE SCHOONER
AND HIS CREW.Z




NO, BUT DON'T WORRY, MOTHER, T.
EXPECT ITS ONL& A BIRDS NEST
OR_SOMETHING EWLOCKING UP
JHE WASTE PIPE/ TLL SEE TO IT,
T

HES GONE TO UNCHOKE
“THE BATH RoomM

HELLO, MUM,
W oom ,
WASTE PIPE, MIKE!

ERES
DAD?

DID You KNow
THAT THE BATH
WATER WON'T RUN

AWAY , DAD?

[ oW, DADS NoT HERE! GoLLy, 7 - BN GOLLY, IM RIGHT. — AnD
R MUM'S RIGHT, — THE BATH , 00, 1 WONDER IF ITS THE ) T CANJUST ,
ATER WONT RUN AWAY. SAME TROUBLE WE_HAD NG REACH iT Too+

HOORAY, our 1T CoMES,
AWAY GOES THE
WATER !

Th GO AND TELL
DAD THAT THE
BATH IS EMPTY
NOow
S

: .(%_--_ e =

i

«




mous Detective

in the Case of

THE FLYING SECRETS!

As Sexton Blake and his assistant Tinker
were being shown into the office of Sir
John Chesworth, a high official at the

Ministry of Supply, they passed a tall,
thin man, who seemed most upset about

something. .

A FEW MINUTES LATER, SEXTON BLAKE AND TINKER.

WERE USHERED INTO SIZ JOHN'S OFFICE ~~

NO, MR BLAKE ~~

1 NEED YOU FOR A

MucH MO!ZE SERIOUS
TASK

[ WiTw 4 SMILE THE AeCoMPANYING OFFICIAL
ANSWERED TINKER'S QUESTION ~~

GOOD MORNING, SIR JOHN
HOPE YOU DON'T EXPECT ME
“TO RECOVER THE MISSING
ROCKETS FOR YOU .

THAT'S PROFESSOR PAWSON.' HE'S IN CHARGE
OF OUR ROCKET PROJECTILE RESEARCH,” LOST
A LOT OF ROCKETS LATELY ~~ HAVEN'T LANDED
WHERE THEY SHOULD HAVE.
SIR JOHN HAS JUST
“TICKED HIM OFF
ABOUTIT,

AS SIR JOHN CHESWORTH SPOKE, THE GREAT DETECTIVES
MIND WAS DEALING WITH THE PROBLEM ~~ AND AFTER

LEAWAIG_ 7'flE OFFICE ~~

SIR JOHM WENT ON
T0 EXPLAIN ~~
WHERE DO WE START,
GUVNOR 7 | FEEL AS LOST
AS ONE OF THE PROFESSOR'S
ROCKETS /

THERE 1§ A LEAKAGE OF
HIGHLY SECRET ATOMIC

INFORMATION T0 A FOREIGN
POWER,, MR BLAKE ./
SECURITY MEN ARE BAFFLED %
VITAL SECRETS ARE BEING

S~ _I'VE A HUNCH
THAT THE LEAKAGE

OF INFDIZMATAON MIGHT

BE SOMEHOW CONNECTED

WITH PROFESSOR. PAWSON'S

TROUBLES, TINKER /




THEY FOUND HIM PACKING HIS BAGS ~~

THE PROJECTILES WERE FIRED OUT TO SFA~~

THE LOSS OF A FEW
BADLY~ FL\I?NG ROCKETS THE WEIGHT OF THE ROCKETS

1SN'T ALL THAT IMPORTANT, 1S ADJUSTED TO A FRACTION OF AN

MR BLAKE, BUT IF You OUNCE , “TO ENABLE THEM T0 TRAVEL

WISH, I'LL TAKE You & “THE EXACT DISTANCE TO AN AREA WHERE

70 THE RANGE / A RECOVERY~SHIP PICKS THEM UP. d
LATELY HOWEVER, THEY HAVE

> BEEN GOING ASTRAY » /B8

1'LL TAKE A LOOK.

THANK You, )
PROFESSOR #

AT THAT ROCKET ON THE
RAMP, PROFESSOR., WHILE
TINKER. PARKS THE CAR Y

WHEN THE DETECTIVES CALLZD ON THE TALL SCIENTIST THE ROCKET RANGE WAS SITUATED ON A BLEAK PURT
OF THE SCOTTISH COAST AND SEXTON BLAKE 8iW THAT

AS SEXTON BLAKE CAME TO THE FIRING BAY, 7//E PROFESSOR e A
INTROPUCED HIM TO TWO OF HIS COLLEAGUES ~ o

600D MORNING,
GENTLEMEN 7

HERE TO CONDUCT AN
INVESTIGATION 7

PROFESSOR PAWSON'S TWO COLLEAGUES SEEMED VER 1/ PERTURBED WHEN e
SEXTON BLAKE BEGAN TO EXAMINE THE PROJECTILE ~

HE MIGHT SUSPECT
SOMETHING IF HE EXAMINES
THAT WAR-HEAD / WAIT UNTIL




IN THEIR EAGERNESS TO BE RID OF SEXTON é’/.A/(E THE
‘TWO MEN FAILED T0 NOTICE TINKER ~~AND AS ON.
OF THEM PRESSED THE FIRING BUTTON~~

GUV'NOR /
‘THESE RATS ARE
FIRING THE

ﬂOCKET'I

DIVE FOR '&HE GKOUNP,

- NEXT INSTANT ~~

WHEA/ JEXTOA/ BLAKE AND THE PROFESSOR.
RECOVERED FROM THE SHOCK , TINKER
I-/AP 7#5 S!TUAWUA/ WELL IN HHAND ~~

NICE WORK, TINKER /
NO POUBT A SEARCH OF
THEM WALL BE MOsT
REVEALIN

CoME ouT,
YouTwo/

1F THE PROFESSOR. DOES NOT MIND
LOSING ANOTHER. PROJECTILE , THESE
GENTLEMEN CAN SEND A MESSAGE TO

THEY'D BETTER

[ ON B0TH MEN WERE FOUND SHEETS OF THICK
PAPER CONTAINING DRAWINGS AND OTHER,
SECRET DETAILS ~~

MY HUNCH WAS RIGHT, TINKER / BY
OPENING THE WAR-HEAD AND INSEIZTING
THESE PAPERS, THE WEIGHT OF Ti
PROJECTILE WAS ALTERED~-AND 50 WAS
THE DISTANCE OF FLIGHT.” NO DOUBT

%

THESE MEN HAVE ACCOMPLICES OUT
SEA~~ WELL TRY AND CATOH
THEM, T00,/

PON'T You.
DARE TO

[ LATER, A ROCKET PLUNGED INTO THE SEA, NOT
FAR FROM A HARMLESS LOOKING PE/FEZ v




r ABOARD THE DRIFTER . ‘THAT EVENING AS THE DRIFTER, ANCHORED OFF
THE STOUT PAPER, IN THE WAR-HEAD BIRD ROCK., NOT A SOUL WAS 70 BE SEEN ~~
CONTAINED INSTRUCTIONS ~~ c < -

YAAVE 0BTAINED SECRET
EQUIPMENT o LAND ON BEACH
8Y BIRD ROCK AT DUSK .”

CAUGHT THEM RED-HANDED,
TINKER . ‘THE DESTROYER,

OUT THERE WILL TAKE CARE
OF THE REST OF THEM

THANKS, MR BLAKE /
WHATEVER MADE
YOU CONNECT THE

MISSING ROCKETS
WITH A GANG OF A\ " TO FLY THE SECRET INFORMATION
INTERNATIONAL OUT OF THE COUNTRY ¢
AGENTS 7 <




THERE'S TOO MUCH OF SYDNEY AND NOT ENOUGH SUIT!

( WHAT ARE WE TO DO, SPORTY ?
TWO TICKETS GIVEN TO
US FOR THE SPORTS
CLUB BALL TONIGHT

I :
(]

SPORTS CLUB
GRAND BALL

TICKETS 15/
EVENING DRESS

| HAVENT GOT AN EVENING
DRESS AND I'™M JOLLY WELL JT
SURE YOU HAVENT !

BUT WERE BOTH
NEARLY BROKE JT-

BUT, SYONEY,

DRESS SUITS SYDNEY, { HAVE

GIVE ME ALLTHE :
MONEY YOU HAVE 4 :
(THINK (con 4 D (..~ (DONT WoRRY!wE
WORK THIS STUNT, o 7~ [ SHALL BOTH GO

TO THE BAWL (N
EVENING DRESS

J

g =
l//,%"nw i

A




LATER
ST He's A BRAINY LITTLE ?
N HALLO,5YDNEY. [VE HIRED A) ]I L
/" 71 press 'sUIT FOR HALE AN il =~
71 EVENING FoR €ac oF us. (T
// 87 7\ rLL RUN 1T ROUND TO YOU [a |t
7= JUST BEFORE naeTime S IRTC TS
S0 ‘ “ [
7 TN L
/ I (‘ N I N
P v Val» }? Q@ it
A l JOL(.YGOOD .
CA IRy
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O HURRY UP, SYONEY |
T WAS (OVELY AT THE
BALL AND YOU'LL S
MISS ALLTHE FUN ! /1|




a peep at the answer ?

The Man Who Sneezed !
R. WESFORD of Wesford’s Manufacturing
M Company was very upset when he met
Inspector Coutts at the door of his office.

** Come in, inspector,”” he said urgently.

Coutts smilingly obeyed, and gave a sniff as
he entered the large room.

‘“ Have you been doing a little painting in here?”
he remarked.

““Yes, I've had that small table over there
varnished,”” Wesford nodded. *‘It’s still a little
tacky, so be careful. And now I'll tell you why
| asked you to come here.”

He sat down in his big desk chair.

‘“ This morning, my chief cashier, who usually
arrives before anyone else, was attacked in this
office by an unknown man who took his keys,
opened the safe and stole the entire contents ! ™
he stated bluntly.

‘“That’s a cool robbery, first thing in the
morning,”” Coutts commented. ‘‘I’d like to have
a talk with your cashier, if he’s well enough by
now.”

Wesford pressed a buzzer, and a man came in
from an outer office. His head was bandaged,
and his face was rather pale. His story, when he
stammered it out, was exactly the same as
Wesford’s.

““ Not much to work on there,” said Coutts,
when he had finished. ‘“ Now——""

He broke off as the door opened, and a well-
dressed young man entered with a breezy air.
Ignoring the others, he spoke to Wesford.

‘“ How do, Mr. Wesford 2’ he said cheerily.
*“ 1 hope I'm not intruding, but I'm due here today
for my monthly sales report.”

‘‘ This is Collins, one of my outside salesmen,”
Wesford explained to Coutts. *‘ But perhaps it
might be better if he waited outside.”

“1'd like to ask him something first,”” Coutts
said, making a movement as though to place his
bowler hat on the table near him.
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Here is another of Tinker’s smart little ten-minute mysteries, taken from
Inspector Coutts’ files in Scotland Yard. Can you solve it before taking
Are you another Sexton Blake ?

Collins hurriedly put out a hand.

“Don’t do that—you’ll ruin your hat!” he
cried. ‘“‘That’s wet !

Coutts smiled a trifle sheepishly.

““Silly of me,”” he confessed. “‘| should have
known better. Now, Mr. Collins, do you often
visit this office ?

“* Only once a month to make a sales report,”
Collins answered. ‘‘|—er, excuse me !’

He suddenly sneezed three times and fumbled
for a handkerchief.

** As | was saying,”” he went on in a thick sort of
voice that showed he had a cold, ‘| come down
to head office once a month, and that’s why I'm
here now. But is something the matter ? '

“ Only that the office safe has been robbed,”
Coutts remarked. ‘‘ What train did you travel
by today 2’

“The eight fifteen,”
arrived ten minutes ago.”

replied Collins.  ““I

“I'm afraid | don’t believe your story!”
declared Inspector Coutts. ‘‘| suspected you
when you first came in because of a small varnish
mark on your coat. It probably came from this
table. You came here early today, attacked the
cashier and robbed the safe. Then you went away
and hid the money, later coming back and pretend-
ing you had just arrived. You're under arrest ! ”’

Coutts had got the right man, of course—but
how did he know ? :
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HALLO, BESSY. QUELCHY
ND THE OTHER ROTTERS FBILLY / OLD
MISS LONEJOY
SAID INE COT A
VOICE LIKE A
FOGHORN /
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COMES QUELCHY
E——1AND |5 FF\ROL

e
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BESSY AND | XA§
WERE SINGING
CAROLS AT
THATJIOLLY NICE
GENERALS
HOUSE -1 THINK
HE WOULD LIKE
TOHEAR SOME
MORE,SIR /
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JUST AS MR. QUELCH'S PARTY
ENTERED THE GENERAL'S

HE 0955’.’

"o 7f1H15 1S NoO fime. TO
BE LADYLIKE, GIRLS,

STOP US SINGING ,
10 THE GENERRAL ¢

il
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. Tee'Hee! e
THe GenerAL witL 14 |
BE OUT IN A MOMENT! ’\

" 11




O cAaLAMITY/ DON'T STOP! | LONE
THE GENERAL!) ( SNOWBALL FIGHTS! I'LL.

JOIN THE

CGAD!WHAT IS gnegee's )
L ! NO ALL
gougglgé? > FIGHT IN YOUR
|~ ~J(orWE. SIR!
= b

GAD! LHAVEN'T HAD SO MUCH FUN
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Tod end Am[mﬁ@

THE RUNAWAY ORPHANS.

o With Silas Stiggins fairly close on their heels, Tod and Annie can never relax
for very long in case he catches up with them. The last thing they want is
to get into his clutches and go back to his awful orphanage home.

7UD AND ANNIE WERE PASSING AN /JERODPC'/VIE ON
THE ROAD TO RIPON WHEN...

ONE OF THE CREW HAD ALREADY
SCRAMBLED OUT ¥ WHEN TOD AND
ANNIE REACHED THE CRASH

O BACK, YOU TWO =) .
f " NIGHT CA‘\'%H FIRE ¢

BUT TOD AND ANNIE = i
preTENDED NOT 7O SERGDNE
!/HEARA«D WENT TO LS

v (ELP + «a
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THERE SHE GOES,
LUCKY YOU DID
ME RESCUE

o [CRWN

ID ANNIE SPENT
IE AERODROME

S/ILAS STIGGINS CERTAINLY
DID WISH TO GO ALONG TOO. -

BE IN

DIWVE bONBER, Y

b <IDS 2 R
=7

I'D LIKE TO BOMB
OLD STIGGINS




HE BOMBER ONLY
OU'LL HAVE TO FLY

HERE'S A POUND, CHUM/
GIVE THAT OLD SKINFLINT
ATRIP FOR HIS MONEY/

OUT YOU COME, KIDS,

HA!HA! POOR QLD
STIGGY, HE'LL
NEVI

YOU DIDN'T THINK I'D LET
A COUPLE OF GRAND KIDS
LIKE YOU GET INTO HIS




MAGIC at St. CLEMENT’S

(Continued from page 63.)

scroll. He took it out and had to handle it carefully,
for it tore very easily because of its age. He saw at
once what it was—a plan of the Grange—a plan
that would be invaluable to anyone searching the
ruins.

Ram gazed down from the top of the column and
saw Mr. Jardine and Hetherington running across
the common towards the column. He smiled to
himself and carefully stowed the plans away in his
pocket.

Then, with the box in his arms, he stood on the
edge of the top of the column, in full view, and
stepped off into space.

Mr, Jardine came to a sudden stop, gasping. But
Hetherington had seen Ram Cupal do that before—
from the window of his study. He blinked—and
there was Ram Cupal on the grass at the foot of the
common with the ancient, banded box!

The Ruins
MR. JARDINE was furious. He shouted as he ran:

“Glve me that box! You hear me! That's
my box! Give it to me!l”
Ram Cupal just gazed at him, and said: “The

box belongs to he who can find it!”
“Is that so?” sneered Mr. Jardine.
we’ll see if you can keep it!”
He carried a stick and waved it, threateningly.

“In that case,

-
=
—
]
-_—
-
1

S

‘“ Dog, am 12?2 ¥’

But Ram Cupal squatted on the grass with the
banded box in front of him. He opened the lid,
which swung back on its hinges.

Ram Cupal produced a sorf of bamboo whistle from
his breast pocket and began to play. The instrument
emitted shrill, whistling notes, very high pitched.

“Stop that row,” snapped Mr. Jardine.

But Ram Cupal went on playing his bamboo
whistle.

And suddenly Hetherington yelped and backed
away. A snake had come slithering out of a clump
of long grass. It was followed by another—and
another. They were coming from all directions!

Hetherington stopped backing away. There
seemed to be snakes all round him and Mr. Jardine.
They were all slithering over the ground towards the
banded box. They were crawling over the side into
the box—dozens of them.

Mr. Jardine and Hetherington just gaped at the
sight of the open box and the swaying snakes’ heads
rising above the wooden sides.

And suddenly Ram Cupal stopped playing. Calmly
he stowed the bamboo whistle away in his pocket
and rose to his feet. He bowed low, and said: *“If
Mr. Jardine desires the box—it is there for him to
take!”

Mr. Jardine brandished his stick savagely.
tricky fakir!” he cried. “For two pins——"

But at that moment the Topperites appeared on
their bikes, and Mr. Jardine thought better of it.

Ram Cupal took not the slightest notice. He
walked past the history master, picked up his bike
and joined his chums.

Mr. Jardine watched Ram Cupal go cycling away
back to the school with the Topperites. He wanted
to get hold of that box, for there was no telling what
secret it contained.

“You

i
il i’

\

Mr. Jardine struck Ram Cupal on the cheek with his open hand.
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So Mr. Jardine had to stay there until the snakes,
no longer hypnotised by the music of the bamboo
whistle, decided to crawl out of the box and go
home. Not until the last one had gone could Mr.
Jardine approach the box and examine it.

And it was empty!

Soon Ram Cupal was in his study with Tom
Tuffen and the Topperites, with the old plan spread
out on the table. He was saying: “I must tell you
why I am here, because you are my friends. I have
come to find the Star of Amnurpal. Look! I will
show you!”

And as he had shown the Plum, so he showed his
chums. The corner became dark, and then there
was the red glow of the enormous ruby, resting on
its white satin cushion.

He told them how it was believed that General
Salton had actually stolen the big ruby and brought
it home. Ram Cupal said he hoped to find it—
maybe in the ruined Grange.

«I must memorise the plan as far as I can,” he
said. “Then you, Tom, will keep the plan for me—
keep it safe.”

Tom carefully folded the plan and stowed it away
in his breast pocket. “Well,” he said, “nobody will
get that off me in a hurry. I promise you that.”

“What's the next move?” asked Jimmy Topper.

«1 shall visit the ruined Grange,” said Ram Cupal,
“put I do not yet know when that will be.” And
that was all he would say.

That night, when the chums and everybody else in
St. Clement’s were asleep, Ram Cupal got out of bed,
dressed as noiselessly as a shadow, and slipped away
out of the school

He hastened away through the night to the ruined
Grange—a ghostly place in the moonlight.

He showed no fear, however. He stood there under
the stars with the gaunt, broken towers all round
him, the rustling ivy shivering in the night wind.
He stood very still—waiting and listening.

And then, one by one, dark figures of burly men
emerged from the shadows all round him.

He was surrounded!

Just a Mouse!
RAM CupaL stood as still as a statue while the dark
figures closed in on him. It was an eerie scene
—the ruined walls, gaunt and sharp where the moon
shone upon them—dark and mysterious in the
dense shadows. And the men—coming nearer and
nearer.

Ram knew at once what they wanted—the plans
of the Grange.

Mr. Jardine knew he had got them, but he did
not know that Tom Tuffen was now looking after
them.

Suddenly the rasping voice of Mr. Jardine sounded
out of the shadows.

“Get hold of him, you idiots!”

Ram Cupal still made no move. There was a swift
rush. Two men dived at him, one on either side,
and clutched hold of his arms.

Jardine came striding through the ring of men to
glare angrily into the face of Ram Cupal.

“Listen, you!” he rasped. “You got papers out of
the box you brought down off the memorial tower.
I want them! Where are they?”

“So sorry, sir,” smiled Ram Cupal.
brought them with me.”

“Where are they?” cried Jardine. “Youll tell me
where those papers are or I'll make you talk!”

“I have not
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Mr. Jardine was left with Ram’s blazer—and a
mouse went scampering across the dusty floor !

“I shall never tell you,” said Ram Cupal. “Call
up your curs, you dog, and do your worst!”

“Dog, am I?” raved Jardine, and struck Ram
Cupal on the cheek with his open hand—a blow that
sounded like the crack of a pistol shot.

It wasn’t very brave, seeing that Ram Cupal was
held by two big men. But Jardine’s temper got
the better of him.

Actually, it was just what Ram Cupal wanted him
to do. He just went limp and hung in the grip of
the two men.

One man said: “Crumbs, guv'nor—you must have
hit him a wallop—"

“But—it’s impossible—just a
cheek—"

Jardine was gaping at Ram Cupal, who sagged
before him helplessly. The men released their hold
of his arms and the Indian boy slumped to the
ground like a heap of old clothes, and lay very still

One of the men stooped over him—lifted one
hand and let it drop again. It fell limply. He lifted
Ram Cupal’s head and peered into his face. Ram
Cupal’s eyes were wide open but they were sightless.

The man let the Indian boy’s head drop to the
ground, and it rolled slightly. Jardine was staring,
scared out of his wits. The man said huskily:
“D’you know what you've done, guv’nor?”

blow on the

Jardine was white to the lips. “But it’s
impossible!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t hit as hard
as all that. It was only on his cheek.”

“Can’t help it, guv'nor. I reckon his heart must
have been bad. Take a look yourself.”
Mr. Jardine drew nearer and bent over Ram Cupal.



was utterly inert and appeared lifeless. It
impossible, but it was a fact.

istory master was scared, but there was no
what he had done. “Nobody will know—if
D our mouths shut,” he said thickly. “Were
together. And if we find that ruby we’ll

haven’t found it yet,” growled one man.
find the plans, anyway,” said Jardine

turned Ram Cupal over and went through
pockets. When he straightened there was a
ed look on his face.

e didn't bring them with him,” he said.
morised ’em, I'll bet,” said one man.
ehind—"

e turned on the men. “Look—I’ll go back
e school. You stay here—"

What? With that—?”

The men—and Jardine—all realised they had their
towards Ram Cupal. At that moment, they
instinctively—and there was Ram Cupal,
on his feet, smiling at them blandly.

ne cried out: “Then he wasn't—dead! He

“Left

ng——
made a frantic dive at Ram Cupal
bbed at the sleeve of his blazer.

s a mistake. What happened was too quick
ody to see. Ram Cupal just vanished. Mr.
stood there with a St. Clement’s blazer, held
e sleeve, dangling from one hand.

i a mouse went scampering over the dusty,
floor of the ruined Grange!

man gasped: “Did he t-turn himself—into a

and

ch it!” yelled Jardine.

But nobody had a chance. The mouse dived into
a hole under one of the ruined walls and vanished.

Jardine scowled at his hired toughs. “Look for
him! He can’t have gone far!”

The men hunted high and low. Jardine helped.
But it was of no avail. Ram Cupal had vanished
completely and utterly.

Actually, if they had raised their heads and gazed
up at the highest point of the ruined walls they
would have seen Ram Cupal standing there in the
moonlight, watching them and chuckling.

Mr. Jardine and the men eventually went off,
puzzled and scared.

Ram Cupal got busy. He had the ruins to himself.
He was edging along the top of one ruined wall to
another, where a crumbling old chimney piece
reared its gaunt head. He came to the fireplace of
what, at one time, had been an upstairs room.

He got right inside that fireplace. He could look
straight up the chimney. He also stepped sideways
into a sort of ingle-nook—and the floor beneath his
feet just gave way. He felt himself falling into black
space and let himself go limp.

He bumped himself considerably in that fall into
utter darkness, but no bones were broken. He
slithered down a sort of chute until he came to an
abrupt and jarring stop. How far he had fallen
it was difficult to say.

Getting to his feet, he felt around. He was in a
small chamber of some sort—and he found a door
—and a passage. He couldn’t climb up the chute in
the darkness, and he wasn’t the sort to be content
to stay where he was. Maybe, with his Eastern
magic he could have got himself out of that black
holet—but he wanted to find out where that passage
went.

Hetherington sat on the chair, tied to it—and gagged |
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There was no doubt about it in his mind, that he
had indeed discovered a secret passage. So he went
fumbling his way along it as best he could. It went
down and down—he came to steps, and if he had
not been proceeding cautiously, feeling ahead with
each foot before each step, he would have gone
hurtling head first down them.

At the bottom of the steps the passage continued
—on and on. The place was fusty and musty. Rats
scuttled away from him as he advanced. But there
was no thought of going back. The length of the
passage surprised him. It seemed to go on and
on—

Then, at length, he came to steps leading upwards
—and they went up for some time—quite a long
flight of steps.

At the top of those steps there was an abrupt
end—just a wall. At least, it felt like that, at first.
But by dint of feeling about, Ram Cupal came upon
a queer knob which he grasped. It turned when he
tried it. Part of the wall slid back and Ram
Cupal found himself gazing down into a room—a
room he recognised!

The Blazer
MR. JAarRDINE got rid of his henchmen. He
returned to St. Clement’s alone. Nobody heard
him and nobody saw him. He went to his study and
flung Ram Cupal’s blazer on the back of a chair.

He was wishing now that he had left the blazer
in the ruins for somebody else to find. He might
find it awkward to explain how he came to have it
in his possession.

Then his crafty brain began to work, and he
thought it might be worthwhile, after all, to have
the blazer! He might be able to fix something on
Ram Cupal and produce the blazer as evidence. Still
thinking about the missing papers and Ram Cupal,
Mr. Jardine went to bed.

When morning came there was sensation in St.
Clement’s because Ram Cupal was missing. His bed
was empty. His clothes were not there. His
pyjamas lay in a crumpled heap on the floor.

Jimmy Topper said: “I'll have to report it. Why
didn’t the chump let us know what he was going
to do?”

“We dare not let anybody know what we know,”
argued Jack Lee. “Maybe he’ll turn up during the
morning.”

But he didn’t. Chalky White, the master of the
Fourth, was worried out of his life. Dr. Pelham, the
Head, couldn’t be sure whether to communicate with
the police, or not. After all, Ram Cupal was no
ordinary schoolboy !

But the most worried person in St. Clement’s that
morning was Mr, Jardine.

He badly wanted to know where Ram Cupal was
and what he was doing. He also badly wanted those
plans.

Rupert Hetherington tapped on Mr. Jardine’s door,
and the history master was glad enough to see him.

Hetherington asked: “Where is Ram Cupal, sir?
Do you know?”

“No!” snapped Jardine. “I don’t. I'd feel easier
in my mind if I knew—not that I care if he never
comes back.”

Hetherington looked a trifle dazed.

Mr. Jardine said: “Never mind Ram Cupal. He'll
turn up again like a bad penny. He’s got papers—
out of the brass-banded box. He hasn’t got them
with him, wherever he is.”
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‘“Give

‘“You rotten thief!’’ roared Tom Tuffen.
me back those papers !’

“How do you know that, sir?” asked Hetherington.

“That’s my business!” snapped Mr. Jardine.

“Those papers are in the school somewhere.
They’re not in his locker, nor in his study. And don’t
bother to ask me how I know. I do know—that’s
all! Maybe his pals have got them. D’you think
you could find out?”

“Tll try,” said Hetherington dubiously.

Mr. Jardine produced a ten-shilling note.

Hetherington bucked up at that. “I'll do my
best, sir,” he said, pocketing the note.

Morning classes passed by. At break, Tom Tuffen
went direct to his study and the Topperites trooped
after him.

“Now, look,” he said. “I reckon this is serious.
I reckon old Ram went to the ruined Grange last
night. Where else would he go?”

“What if he did?” asked Peter Glynn.

“I vote at mid-day lunch we break bounds and go
snooping round the ruins. We might find him.”

“All right,” said Jack Lee. “Maybe youre right.
But let’s have a look at those plans, Tom.”

Tom Tuffen had them folded up and stuffed in the
breast pocket of his blazer. He produced them care-
fully, unfolded them gently, in case he might tear
ghgin. He spread the age-old paper out on the study

able.

They crowded round, studying the lay-out of the
old Grange—discussing it—when the door opened
and in walked Hetherington.

“What are all you kids doing here?” he snapped.

The Topperites swung round and faced him—and
somehow they all got between him and the table—
all except Tom Tuffen, who was carefully, yet
quickly, folding the plan behind their backs.

Jimmy said: “Just talking, old chap, that’s all.



You see, the football season is on us. Got to fix
the teams to-day.”

“The Plum isn’t keen on you kids not getting
exercise at break,” Hetherington said.

“We'll be down in ten minutes,” said Jimmy.

“See that you are,” snapped Hetherington.

He went—and fairly ran to Mr. Jardine’s study,
bursting in on him. “They've got it, sir,” he
panted. “I saw it. Tuffen’s got it in his pocket.
They're in the study, now.”

Jardine drew a deep breath and a cruel glint came
into his eyes. “Right. But stay here, in this room,
Hetherington. See that blazer on the back of that
chair? It's Ram Cupal’'s blazer. Don’t let that
vanish—that’s all I ask. I'll be back in two minutes.”

He went dashing away and found the Topperites
at the head of the stairs, about to go down to the
Quad. Mr. Jardine noted how Tuffen’s breast pocket
bulged.

“Tuffen,” he snapped.

“Yes, sir!” said Tom.

“How much do you know about the disappearance
of Ram Cupal?”

The unexpected challenge took Tom aback.
sir?” he faltered. “Why—nothing——"

“Don’t lie to me, boy! I suggest Ram Cupal has
reasons for disappearing—that he was going round,
last night, stealing things from the studies.”

“He never did!” cried Tom Tuffen, his face
blazing. “Ram Cupal wouldn't steal and I'll—"

“Address me as ‘sir’,” snapped Jardine,

“Nobody calls my chum a thief and gets away
with it,” growled Tom defiantly.

“You want proof, I suppose?” sneered Jardine.
“Come to my study. I'll show you.”

He took Tom by the arm and they walked away to
the study, leaving the other Topperites behind.

YR

“Come here!”

“Me,

N

Mr. Jardine was saying: “I have Ram Cupal’s
blazer, and——"

He whipped open his study door, and came to a
sudden halt, his eyes bulging. For Ram Cupal’s
blazer was no longer hanging on the back of the
chair. And Rupert Hetherington sat on the chair—
tied to it—a gag over his mouth—so that he could
not move or cry out!

Surprise For The School!

om TUFFEN wasn’t scared, but he was certainly

astounded. Mr. Jardine was both scared and

mystified. The last he had seen of Ram Cupal was in

the ruins of the Grange, when the hired toughs had

seized hold of the Indian lad, only for him to

crumple to nothing and vanish, leaving his blazer
behind in their hands.

Mr. Jardine untied the handkerchief that gagged
Hetherington.

“What happened?” he snapped.

“It—it wasn’t my fault,” faltered Hetherington.
“He came from behind me. I never heard him. I
never saw him—-—

“It must have been Ram Cupal,” rasped Mr.
Jardine.

“Then how did you get in here?” asked Hether-
ington. “It happened behind me—I couldn’t see—"

“Good old Ram,” chuckled Tom.

Mr. Jardine had a cunning glint in his eyes. He
wasn’t going to tackle the problem of how Ram
Cupal got into the study and got out again without
passing through the doorway or the window. That
could wait.

In Tom Tuffen’s breast pocket were the all-
important plans of the ruined Galton Grange. If
he could get hold of them——

He said: “Help me to release him, Tuffen!”

e

The whole school was suddenly in an uproar, as a blazer walked into the Hall |



The order was sharp and incisive. Tom obeyed,
Just as he would have obeyed any master at St.
Clement’s. But all the time he was chuckling over
the idea of Ram Cupal, of the Fourth, trussing up a
Sixth Form prefect. He’d have given his right hand
to have actually seen it happening.

But Mr. Jardine was behind his back as Tom
loosed the tie that secured Hetherington’s ankles to
the legs of the chair. Mr. Jardine was making signs
to Hetherington, who, at first, thought the history
master had terrible pains somewhere—and then
realised what the gestures really meant.

Hetherington rose awkwardly to his feet, chafing
his numbed limbs. He stamped on the floor and
flexed his legs. Somehow, he got behind Tom and
with a quick deft movement flung his arms round
the Fourth Former and hung on like grim death.

“Got you!” he hissed triumphantly.

Mr. Jardine was grinning with
“Hold him!” he cried.

Tom was wriggling and squirming like an eel. He
kicked backwards and his hard heels cracked
Hetherington’s shins several times, bringing gasps of
pain from the Sixth Former.

But Mr. Jardine wasted no time. Tom Tuffen’s
arms were held firmly by the big prefect. And the
history master thrust his hand into Tom’s breast
pocket and drew out the plans of the ruined Galton
Grange.

“Mine!” he cried gleefully.
last!”

“You rotter! You cowardly rotter!” exclaimed
Tom. He completely forgot for the moment he was
talking to a master. He only knew that Ram Cupal
had entrusted him with those important papers and
now he had lost them!

He fought savagely, and suddenly with a burst of
angry strength, broke away from Hetherington’s grip
and launched himself at Mr. Jardine.

“You rotten thief!” he roared. “Give me those
papers—-"

Mr. Jardine backed away, holding the papers
at arm’s-length over his head, just out of Tom's
reach.

satisfaction.

“They’re mine at

“You forget yourself, Tuffen!” he snapped. “How
dare you——"
“You stole those papers! Theyre not mine

really!” began Tom.

And then he stopped—all the fight gone out of
him. For he saw a blazer—a St. Clement’s blazer—
right behind Mr. Jardine. It seemed to be in mid-
air.

And suddenly those papers were snatched out of
Mr. Jardine’s hand!

It all happened so quickly. Hetherington went
back against the desk, trembling in every limb. Mr.
Jardine spun round—and gaped.

The blazer was going out through the door which
opened before it. And all that anybody could see
was the blazer—and the papers swinging by the side
ot it, and lower—as if i.eld in the hand on the end
of the arm that protruded from the sleeve of the
blazer. They could even see the dark finger on the
white paper—or rather, they couldn’t see the paper
where the finger held it!

In other words, Ram Cupal was wearing the
blazer and holding the papers in his hand—but
nobody could see anything at all except the blazer
and the papers.

Ram Cupal was up to his Eastern magic tricks
again—and no doubt he had very good reasons for
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Mr. Jardine found himself high up on the wall of
the ruined Galton Grange.

it, too! Or else he had made himself invisible in
order to tackle Hetherington and had forgotten to
make the blazer invisible after he had put it on.

And he went out of the study and along the
corridor.

Mr. Jardine pulled himself together.
—just a trick—that’s all,” he spluttered.
be robbed—-"

“I like that!” cried Tom Tuffen.
papers—"

But Mr. Jardine wasn’t listening. He hurried out
into the corridor on the trail of Ram Cupal.

Mr. Jardine had an idea that Ram Cupal would
head for his own study but he was quite wrong.

(Continued on Page 154).

“It’s a trick
“I won't

“You stole the



DAN WHEELER, THE TELEGRAPH
LINESMAN FROM HORSESHOE BEWD,
WS ALWAYS BUSY REEPING =
THE LINES IN REPAIR o USUALLY =
ITWAS A

SHUCKS ! | AIN'T SEEN
NOTHING LIKE THIS SINCE THE
[

RM CAUSED _CIVIL WAR -~ WHEN | WAS'
THE PAMAGE, OR SOMETIMES A 1N THE ARMY /
BAND OF MARAUDING INOIANS,

BUT WHEN DAN SAW THE HAVOC
WROUGHT ALONG “THE LINE
ABOUT TWENTY MILES FROM
THE TOWN,, HE KNEW THAT
NEITHER THE WEATHER NOR
THE INDIANS WERE TO BLAME .

AND BROKEN POLES, AND THE
CRATERS IN THE GROUND
ABOUT THEM, HAD PAN
COMPLETELY BAFFLED =~

DA STEPPED DOWN FROM HIS WAGON ™) SUPPENLY. PAN HEARD 4 LOY
éﬁlz]ggt{;ﬂ CLOSER LOOK AT THE AND TURNING, SA;/ THAT TWO MEN HAD RIPPEN

=" INJUNS ALWAYS CHOP

HAW. HAW.’ PREETY
600D SHOOTIN' BY MY AMIGOS,
EH, MEESTER 7 THEY WE
ONLY PRACTISING, TOO /

THE MUZILE OF A GUN ~~.

U ARE NOW A PRISONER, OF
GONTALEZ' BANDIT ARMY 7

LARGE FIELD GUN !

IOSTAGE .” BIND HIM WITH HIS
WIRE, PABLO /

SUDDENLY THE MEXICAN BECAME SERIOUS , AND- ~ | BUT IT WAS NO DREAM.’ AN HOUR OR 50 LATER, BOUND
DAN WHEELER SAW HIMSELF LOOKING INTO WITH HIS OWN WIRE , DAN WHEELER PEERED OVER THE.
BACK OF HIS WAGON ~~ TO FIND HIMSELF IN THE MIDST I
OF A BAND OF RAGGED MEXICANS, WHO WERE ARMED [~y
70 THE TEETH, AND HAD IN THEIR POSSESSION A 14

HAW. AW

ZEY WON'T, MEESTER,

ZEE LINES ARE POWN .

ZEY CANNOT 6E
T /

JUMPIN' BULLFROGS ./
A CANNON /| WONDER.
WHERE THESE OREASERS
ARE HEADIN' FOR 7




PEORO GONZALEZ LED HIS ARMY OF RUFFIANS INLAND~~ UNTIL HE REACHED THE
HILLS WEST OF HORSESHOE BEND. AND THERE, 02/ THE HEIGHTS OVERLOOKING

THE LITTLE TOWN, HIS MEN PREPARED T0 ATTACK

P e N Y

UNAWARE OF THE APPROACHING PANGER, m

LUCKY LOGAN, THE FAST SHOOTING SHERIFF =\

OF Hﬂ&fi&}/dﬁ BEND, AND HIS TOUGH IRISH o\ *
[, BARKEY 0'DARE, WERE BUSILY N\

ENGAGED IN MARSHALLING THE GODD

FoLs OF THE TOWN, INT0 THE WAGONS

THAT WERE. KE THE!
HILLS FOR THEIR ANNUAL PICN/IC o
THEN SUPDENLY IT HAPPEN

/" BEJABERS, LUCH

, Lueky. !
WERE BEING SHELLED.
GETPOWN~=" *
ALLOF YE / )

FIRST WE BOMBARD ZE AMERICANOS,
PABLO-- AUD ZEN YOU WILL LEAD ZE
CAVALRY POWN INTO ZE TOWN.”

i ity 2 s e
LEM! ILL == BUT BY THA GET THE WOMEN AND
LUCKY WAS IN FULL COMMAND OF THE. CHILDREN WELL CLEAR OF
SITUATION ~~ WERE / KEEP THOSE WAGONS
ROLLING, BARNEY ! ROUND UP
\LL ‘THE MEN AND GUNS
YOU CAN MUSTER /

"SEEING THE WAGONS RACING FROM THE TOWN ~~
PEDRO GONZALEZ ORDERED HIS CAVALRY TO CHARGE~~

v 0!

(" UNDER MY GENERALSHIP
ICTORY COME EASY ./
INTO ZE TOWN You
’

BUT PEPRO GONZALEZ”.
GENERALSHIP D19 NOT TAKE

AND HiS MEN, AND WHEW
THE BANDITS REACHED
THE MAN STREET—~




DON PEDRO.

WHAT 1§ 215, PABLO 7
YOU RETREAT 7
)

i A g

L7

THE GUNNERS DARED NOT DISOBEY THEIR LEADER , AND
SHELLS BEGAN TO FALL HEAVILY ON THE TOWN BELOW.
FORCING EVERYONE T0 TAKE COVER ~~ EXCEPT LUCKY LOGAN..

ABOVE THE CRASHING OF THE GUNFIRE
LUCKY HEARD THE POUNPING OF HOOFS
CLOSE BEHIND. HIM ~~

SEE YOU LATER /
BEJABERS, LUCKY. - =
“TiS MAD NE ARE TO RiE 7/ 88 e
OUT INTHIS LOT. f =
E'LL BE WIPED OUT. A

WHEN PEPRO GONZALEZ SAW THE TWO HORSEMEN, UNFLINCHINGLY, LUCKY AND BARNEY TORE INTO
HIS LIPS CURLED UP IN A CRUEL SMILE ~~ THE ONCOMING HORSEMEN ~~

ZEY COME TO BEG MERCY
BUT | WILL GIVE THEM NONE ./
PABLO, RIDE DOWN WITH Y

! KEEP GOIN', LUCKY.
D CUT ZEM DOWN /

VLL WANDLE THIS
LITTLE LoT/

ON, UP THE SLOPE, RACED LUCKY
TOWARDS THE GUN ~~

TUE BANDIT GENERAL COULD HARDLY BELIEVE HIS EYES, AS HIS BOMBARD ZE TOWN, YOU 00GS ./
BATTERED CAVALRY WERE SENT SCUTTLING BACK UP THE HILL~~ SMASH IT 0 ZE GROUND~~
& OR-| WiLL HAVEYOU

PEDRO GONZALEZ YELLED WITH DELIGHT AS HE SAW
LUCKY TOPPLE SIDEWAYS-FROM HIS SADDLE ~~

FIRE, YOU FOOLS~~
FIRE /

THE SHELL STRUCK ‘THE GROUND CLOSE TO LUCKY, AND




BUT PEPRO GONZALEZ SPOKE T0O SOON ~~

SACREMENTO /.
SURRENDER BEFORE.
HE KILLS US AL,/

LUCKY PID NOT NOTICE THE BANDIT SLINKING FROM
BEHIND THE WAGON ~~ BUT DAN WHEELER THE
CAPTURED LINESMAN DID, AND YELLED A

IRNING ~ %

VEDRO GONZALEZ LED HIS AZMY ITO THE TOWN, NOT TO LOOT AND
PLUNDER, BUT T0 REPAIR THE PAMAGE HE HAD DONE =~ AND THEN
LUCKY HERDED THEM GACK TO THE FRONTIER, WHERE THE
MEXICAN ARMY AWAITED THEIR ARRIVAL ~~

“THANK. YOU, SHERIFF ./
YOU HAVE SUCCEEDED WHERE
OUR ARMY HAVE FAILED.  FOR
MONTHS WE HAVE BEEN TRYING
IN VAIN TO CAPTURE GONZALEZ
AND Hi5 BANDITOS /

YOU'VE Haf
YouR FUN ./

THE BLADE WAS
IR WHEN LUCKY, TURNED AND FIRED
TIT.

THE WRETCHED GUNNERS WERE ONLY TOO
GLAD TO SURRENDER ~~BUT NOT 50 THEIRy
CUNNING LEADER ~~

ONE MAN SHA(L
NOTSTAND INZE
WAY OF PEDRO GONZALEZ
WITH MY KNIFE | FINISH
’

SKIMMING THROUGH THE.

|

START REACHING,
Mlsvﬁu,nog;ayov L
GET THE N
BULLET

> il

BY THE TIME LUCKY AND BARNEY
RETURNED TO HORSESHOE BEND,
AN WHEELER HAD REPAIRED THE
LINE AND THE TELEGRAPH WAS
WORKING AGAIN ~~

3

HEY, LUCKY ! THE.
LINE'S IN OROER AGAIN
HERES A WIRE

JEST COME
IN FOR YOU / ’————/




chod and Annie .,

THE RUNAWAY ORPHANS. =

Although they know that Silas Stiggins is still hot on their trail,

Tod and Annie don’t intend to be caught—or to miss their chance

of a few happy moments, when they find themselves beside the seaside
at Southend-on-Sea . . .

,«/

LOOK,ANN\E !
ELE:CTSRI c

/V07 Hﬂ V/IV(; THE MONEY TO GO
PIER.THE VﬂJAIGS7ER5
W»’JIVDC/?EDAWAY,.

: g CAN WE HELP
Lﬁ—\ S | You, SIR 2
MAN'S GOT A \ =

TRAT
HEAVY L%«D oD )




HERE WE ARE ... I'LL GET ALLTH\S GEAR\
RIGGED UP IN A JIFFY, BUT, ( 2
~oU TWO LIKE TO COME WITA ME A MV CRE.W

8uUT b/L/lS ST/G(:M/S WAS NOT
/ERY FAR AW,

BAH! | MUST FOLLOW THEM--~ THEY MAY GO RIGHT,
OVER TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ESTUARY




OH FIDDLESTICKS !
{ WISH | HADN'T
COME OUT INTHIS,
WRETCHED BOAT!/

i

e i e <
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SYDNEY CATCHES THE POST—AND HIMSELF AS WELL!

KNOW ! SHUT UP!
| CANT TALK TO
YOU, SPORTY—

UNTIL 'VE POSTED,
7 THIS LETTER.

S50 I'VE JUST WRITTEN TO [—]
THE ROTTEN CLUB GIVING

p T{ THEM A PIECE

OF MY MINOD

FOOTBALL TEAM
57— AGAIN THIS WEEK|

’////
2
«///

%

0
o
.




BUT I'VE JUST SEEN THE
KNEED CAPTAIN JUST | CAPTAIN! THAT WAS A

AT | THINK OF HI MISTAKE. YOU AR
wH INK OF HIM /| ; £l €

[ THATW DO MY LAD. YOU CANT GO
"DOING THINGS UK THAT AND GE€T ),




\\\\\\\\
" 0NN

CAROL TOOK HER LIFE IN HER HANDS EVERY TIME
SHE TACKLED A DAY'S WORK ~~BUT BEING SHOT FROM |-
A CANNON IN A CIRCLIS WAS NOTHING COMPARED TO
THE DANGERS THAT BESET HER, IN THIS BREATH-TAKING
ADVENTURE WITH THUNDERBOLT JAXON

OUNG JACK JAXON HAD 60T HIMSELF A JOB WITH A CIRCUS, AND WAS HAVING
A GREAT TIME TRAVELLING THE ROADS WITH THE CIRCUS FOLK ~~~

THERES ALITTLE BKIPGE JUST AMEAD

YOUNG JAXON , AND JUST QVER THE OTHE|

SIDE OF ITIS MIDVILLE WERE SHOWIMG
RE T0-NIGHT /




ALITTLE LATER , JACK DRIVES HIS TRUCK OVER A - AND IN ANOTHER. MINUTE , JACK'S FEELING 15 PROVED TRUE ~~~
NARROW WOODEN BRIDGE THAT SPANS A RAVINE,  om
CARRING THE ROAD ACR0S TowARDS Miovitte ~ [\ \(rf N

v GOSH / e HOLY dIMINY
5 THE BRIDGE 1§

910 YOU HEAR THAT BRIDGE
CREAK 7 DOESN'T SO0UND ( ﬁg BREAKING /
SAFETOME/ &

THE TIMBERS OF THE BRIDGE RENDING APART , AND So Jack swiftly
buckled on the wonder-

SEE THE WAGGON SLIPPING BACK AND BACK ~-~ | | Puckled on the wonder-
ONLY JACK JAKON ACTS <~ | he ovorde o o0 WIE
““ When Lijis beit is

Fight for Right with
j MAGIe SELT’ & your Migght o
< / And instantly, he be-
came THUNDERBOLT
JAXON ! . .

HORAIFIED AND HELPLESS, THE CIRCUS FOLK HEAR l




SAFE ON SOLID EARTH AGAIN,  BUT ON THE OTHER, SIDE OF THE RAVINE
CAROL, THE GIRL IN THE CARAVAN, (8 COLLOSSO, THE STRONG MAN,WHO 15

THUNDERBOLT ~~

A
I

THANKS 70 THE MIGHT OF THUNDERBOLT, THE REST OF THE ]
CIRCUS CROSSES THE BROKEN BRIDGE EASILY. JOE MARSH,
THE CIRCUS OWNER., 15 GREATLY IMPRESSED, AND MAKES

N7 508RY, MA MARSH,
U L/ 1 AN OBLIGE You - .
AFTER ALL~- YOU'VE GOT
STRONG MAN ALREADY.

TAKE His J08 /

‘THANKS THUNDERBOLT .

| NOT PLEASED AT WHAT HAS HAPPENED .

z

HiM AN OFFER,/

My
DOING

DON'T WANT TO

LISTEN ,You 816 LUG--You | I
OAN'T TALK T0 ME LIKE THAT -
1F YU THINK. M THAT KIND
OF A GIRL--~ You CAN
HAVE VIR RING
BACK.,/

AND CAROL FLOUNCES AWAY ~~
LEAVING COLLOSS0 SEETHING
WITH RAGE AND JEALOUSY --

LITTLE VIXEN (L TEACH
HER SHE CAN'T TREAT
M THE GREAT C0LL0SS0
LIKE APIECE OF DIRT.

VOl ARE,
Y00 D19 WHAT You
91p, BUT

oL You DD I17) |

Gosk! A
BUT YOURE %)
| WoNoERFUL)

AND AT THAT VERY MOMENT, COLLOSSO 1§ VOICING HIS
JEALOUS 5USPICIONS ~~

DON'T TALK CRAZY--
THUNDERBOLT SAVED
LIFE -~ ALL | WAS

WAS THANKING
HiM

O0R HOW
M SURE

W OROUS MY
GIRL~~ | DON'T LIKE

Ya |l s =5

F | CATOH HIM
TALKING TO YOU AGAIN,
TLLTEAR WM APARTY

AND 50, JUST BEFERE THE EVENING SHOW 1S DUE 70
START, AND THE GREAT CIRCUS' TENT 1S DESERTED -

THAT'LL BE ENOUGH /
“THE NET'LL RIP FAOM END TO
END WHEN. CAROL HITS (T~
\ AND THATLL BE THE
ENDOFHER 1




THAT EVENING - THE HIGH 5POT OF THE SHOW 15 CAROL'S: A BREATHLESS HUSH SETTLES ON THE PACKED AUDIENCE
CANNON-BALL FLIGHT FROM THE HUGE DUMMY GUN . AS CAROLS SLIM FIGURE VANISHES INTO THE. GAPING
g : < MOUTH OF THE CANNON &
INTRODUCING CAROL--THE =~ <
MOST GLAMOROUS CANNON BALL
IN THE WORLD. ‘THE LITTLE LADY

g THROUGH THE AIR --INTO THE
NET ON THE OTHER SIDE OF 4

THE RING /

CAROL HITS THE NET WITH ALL THE FORCE OF A DIVER 7 ~=~ BUT, INTHE LAST SPLITSECOND BEFORE
COMING OFF THE TOP BOARD, AND WEAKENED, ITRIPS ~ = \ | DISASTER, ~~~

THE NET/
7 eagoL it
BE KILLED /

THiS UNEXPECTED FINALE BRINGS THE AUDIENCE
T0 THEIR FEET ~~THEY ONE AND ALL THINK THAT

(VIS PARTOFTHEACT. vrosrmy syt R 11 COULOIT HAGE RIPPED -
s w',ﬁ@@k .

BUT THE CIRCUS FOLK ANOW OTHERWISE ~~~
“THAT NET WAS BRAND-NEW. RS

UNLESS SOMEBODY THATIS A N
' AMPERED WITH (T SERIOUS ACCUSATION,
. 4y£;’; L © O MRMARSH ! T8 AN ACCUSATION
7

ARAVG OF ATTEMPTED MURDER AGAINST

" SN 50ME0DY




ATIEMPTED MURDER ! 50 1 CUTTHE NET ! 0LL0SS0 15 DRAGGED AWAY STRUGGLING BY THE LOCAL POLICE ~~
SUDDENLY I715 AL CLEARTO |/ ALL RIGHT-- WHAT ABOUT 2 AIDED BY CIRCLS HANDS - -
CAROL ~~~SHE KNOWS WHO {T7 {F ( CAN'T HAVE YOU -
wou mmxm HER~~ THEN NOBODY WILL /

0LL0850.
You DID THIS TOME |
. YOU 0UT THE NET/

AND 50, WITH THE AID OF SOME OF THE OTHER PERFORMERS,

THUNDERBOLT PUTS ON THE MOST STUPENDOUS ACT EVER, (R HE BRINGS THE HOUSEDOWN | //
N SEN AN s -~ & Y "N /
3 5] e

AUDIENCE GOES HOME WITH DION'T EXPECT TO SFE ME NOW WERE GOIN'AWAY TOGETHER , DEARIE - - ¥
SOMETHING T0 REMEMBER L\ AGAIN,PID You 7 | SHAN'T NEED ALL THIS STRONG MAN uurm
FOR THE AEST OF THEIR, | Do ey WELL--weE iaM~- W R 504 gomis 70 qive /7 ;
LIVES - - BUT, IN THE Al :r A‘g{’TV%JEKE COMING T0 THUNDERBOLT /

NEARBY VILLAGE, COLLOS50 : >

BAREAKS HIS WAY OUT

OF THE LITTLE JAIL //4/

b\)w,\ Tpi
N\ K "




-
HULLO/  WONDER WHO'S
CALLING 7 ‘THE VOICE I§ 4
CQOMING FROM THE /',/’/ i
RING/ ’ v/

/)
FUNNY !
1 CAN'T SEE
ANYONE/

! HA WA HA . LOCIFER COULD DO WITH AN OUTING !
HE'LL KEEP THUNDERBOLT COMPANY /

E V'LL LET THE LIONS OUT AS WELL 1

o T

.
Gl

p/

7 !
/ LN
//////l/l,'ll”‘

/,/
Wi,
////// 1\

BUT TEN MINUTES LATER, »- WHEN THE GREAT APE 0OMES
PROWLING OUT, IT 15 COLLOSSO'S SCENT THAT HE PICKS UIP,
AND HE FOLLOWS AFTER HIM

i

N

N7/
\\{‘\\\\\\\‘\ Wiy é//// / // 7
S g 7, 77

N

A LITTLE LATER,, THUNDERBOLT COMES ROUND.

PHEW. 1 WONDER WHO FIRED THAT
LOAD OF OLD |RON AT ME / [T55 A
600D J0B (‘M WEARING THE

I~ MAGIC BELT/

THE LIONS!
THEY'RE PROWLING
AROUND LOOSE /

IF 1 DONT DO SOMETHING
ABOUT YOU BIG CATS, SOMEBODY
MAY HAVE 0 USE A GUN ON You ~~

AND THAT WOULDN'T BE 600D
| HOPE THI5 NET DOES
THE TRICK /




A GIANT.JUNGLE GORILLA,
ROAMING THE COUNTRYSIDE
UINCHECKED ‘THERE 15 NO
END T0THE DAMAGE HE MAY
00/ THUNDERBOLT KNOWS
THAT HE ALONE CAN AVERT
THE DISASTER, AND TRAGEDY
THAT THKEMENS.UKSINTO

BRING UP THE CAGES -
“THUNDERBOLT'S 60T ‘EM
4 NETTED/

REACHES THE RAVINE -

MEANWHILE , 00LL0S50, FORGETTING ‘THE BROKEN BRIDGE ~~

CURSES.)
FORGOTTEN THIS BRIDGE =

1
HAD-COLLAPSED ~~ V1L HAVE
N\ 0 60 BACK. THE WAY
1 CAME /

v/,
%

G/

BACK -~
LUCIFER - -

GET
Bhek !

SHORTLY AFTER,, THE LAST OF THE LIONS 15 RE-CAGED, THANKS TO THE |
{9, 5 EFFORTS OF THUNDERBOLT - |

LUCIFER 15
MISSING - ~ HIS CAGE
15 WIDE OPEN /

LuciFeR !
HE/s FOLLOWED U5/




A COUPLE OF MILES AWAY IN THE NIGHT SKY,
‘THUNDERBOLT HEARS THE SHRIEK CAROL
| LETS 0UT AS SHE FALLS ~~
i THERE
" THEY TUMBLE /
THERE 1SN'T A

SPLIT SECOND
0 L0SE /

‘THUNDERBOLT CATCHES CAROL -~ BUT IN THAT VERY ~
INSTANT, COLLOSSO ﬂlTS\A JUTTING CRAG OF ROCK - |
\ i

NOW, ALL THAT REMAINS,
15 70 TIDY YOU UP, YOUNG

FELLA-ME-LAD /
N
D S\

1N THE DAYS THAT FOLLOW , ‘THU

o

NAME AND FAME OF JOE MARSH'S CIROUS

S
NS
Rl

US ANOTHER ACT QUITE LIKE THUNDERBOLT AND.
. THE OLAMOROUS CANNON-BALL ~




INE BOUGHT A

{ICKeT FOR &
GReete.
wiLiam /

(soPPY./ 115
NOMBER 13/THAT

WONT WIN &
PRIZE,BESSY.),

ER/

LAUGH, SIS
="

0 CRUMBS! UNLUCK!
AHIRTEEN IS THE

WINNER ! I'LL BET
_BESSYDOESNT




FANCY BiLLY YiPPeE . IT5 ALL

A SHILLING

HERE! HI!THATS
I MY PRIZE/IVE )

| feLL YOoU
1t woN T/

=1

DON'f TRY ROUGH STUFF WITH MEV
FATIY./ CLEAR OFF WHILE .




MY SHILLING BARCK
FROM BESSY - AND
SHE CAN FICGHT THAT
|BIG BULLY FOR THE

Y Box OF CAKES ./
& (Box oF caxce

30809

Hi/gESSY!

K 4 ':n\-i
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1HEN YOU CAN HRAVE YOUR
MNCKET BACK ! NOW GO 10
COURTFIELD AND FIGHT
1HE THIEF WHO PINCHED
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GRVE MY FRT,GREEDY
SISTER A SHILLING - SLUSTT0
WRTCH HER SCOFF) =

A BOX OF LOVELY
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GOSH, WHAT

A GoOoD rI:E.A,

You'LL NEVER GET THE HEDGE | IM WAITING FOR
FINISHED LIKe THAT MIKE' CuRLY , DADS ~—
HE'S GETTING HIS

BROTHER'S ELECTRIC

MY BROTHER HAS MADE AN
ELECTRIC HEDGE CUTTER,
MIKE! TLL BuN HOME AND
GET IT THEN THE JO® WON'T

TAKE HALF AS LONG/ AN HEDGE COTTER/
_L\(—_ N \ A% ‘:!': 1{' =| :
i) ﬂ -EE" r ‘_.:‘_ n1- 4l |
: pJ o = ;.' vy . w | |
m 5‘#"{5 I Gﬁhl"l" 2 > ) F" 1: {
COME OUT UNTIL IVE ) bl A % }’h i R
CUT ouR HEDGE, N s B & I N 4
CurLy/ | NP L M
o '&m
¥ 4 Bl
A : :;‘ q
s
=== 5 '
e e == ——~milhicre [ —

TS GOT & LONG LEAD You { DoN'T You BoYS ucH 1T/ TLL JUST

HERE IT 1S, SO THATS THE ELECTRIC

MIKE! = OH, HEDGE CUTTER, ER7 PWG IN, mR. DOESON , AND GO AND PLUG IT 1IN AND
HULLO, , | HOW DOES IT THE BLADES WH1ZZ ROUND ' SwitcH oN ./

MR. DOBSON . [ WORK, curyy ? AND YOU HOLD IT AGAINST

THE HEDGE!

GoLly, TLL SAY 1T 1S, DAD! SWITCH OFF/

Tl
-
= H K —
e LT W <
] ¥
e F Al
'

NOW THAT THERE ISN'T ANY
HEDGE -To cuT, DAD, MAY
T GO OuT AND PLAay ¢

MY HEDGE!!!




Y A SAUCY KID (S HANGANG ON
L KNOWLILL THE BACK OF MV L

OUR
ERNIE

MRS.
ENTWHISTLE'S
LITTLE
LAD!

([ OUT SKATING UP
THIS HILL,
CHARLIE/

|

Well, t’other day, when in this phght,
A motor-lorry whizzed in sight,

So Ernie grabbed it at the back

And swiftly followed in its track.

Roller- skates are just the drill

For going DOWNWARDS on a hill.

It’s UP that gets young Ernie down

And makes him puff and pant and frown.

HAIHA! THIS 1S WHERE gl
T} WE PART COMPANY!

I'LL PUT MY FOOT DOwWN AND)
TEACH HIM A LESSON! ]

Round the corner he did zip,

It was a soppy thing to chance,

'Cos driver gave a backwards glance, And Ernie went and lost his grip.

And didn’t like this boyish pick-up, And Charlie wished for Ernie’s sake,
That skates were fitted with a brake !

So very swiftly turned the wick up !

\\W‘\\‘“&a’a

mS

SORRY, MISTER
[CANT'STOP!

But roller-skates of brakes have nil, Ernie tried and tried to stop,
So Ernie went on speeding still. But sped towards a Wigan shop.
And poor old Mister Steeple-Thwack It was a lovely great big store,
! And in went Ernie through the door !

Got a sudden piggy-back

130



A

"% Going v

S Room Fol
ONE ONi
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R
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BAH! THIS LIFT WONT
GO ANY HIGHER SO
O

PPIT!

Now things got bent when boy on skates
Went through a pile of china-plates.

By gum, the little lad did shift—
Straight towards the waiting lift !

But liftman wasn’t one who feels

There’s room for cheeky kids on wheels,
And when the lift reached topmost floor,
Refused to take him any more !

EE! VE LANDED 7
ON THE TROLLEY BUS ) /|
N WIRES ! v/ Wi

A

i 4

Now flying without wings is bad,
And things looked glum for Ernie Lad,
Till he landed nice and jolly

On the wires that run the trolley !

THIS MUST BE
DEPOT, LAD.

EE! Ve VN
HAD ENOUGH
M GOING

HOME!

THERE'S A KID
HERE WHO
HASN'T PAID) 2D

HIS FARE ! &'

"Twas the lot for Little Ernie.
For, since the wires came to an end,
He had no choice but to descend !

™ S=""50omE PLACE

Wow! HELP!

A trolley-bus arrived below,

And Lad once more was on the go.
"Twas one of those occasions where
A ride was had without paid-fare !

WHAT WOULD YOU

SAY TO A COUPLE
J OF NICE SKATES 4
0 ¢ WITH CHIPS,LAD ?

&

et o AN il N

Back home from this most strange of trips,
He found for tea some fish and chips——
And quite by chance found on his plate,

A double whack of nice fried skate !
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POOR OLD SYDNEY GETS SOME OF THE BOUNCE KNOCKED OUT OF HIM!
i 2

FOR THE LAST T(ME, SPORTY E
LWILL NOT TRY QUT THAT H
(LY RUBBER BLADED 7
CRICKET BAT THAT YOUVE {Egz;\]szgggzé
YOU THATANYTHING
YOU HIT WITH (T
(S BOUNDTO GO

[NVENTED ! THINK WHAT A
FOR SIX !

W

AT

CHUMP (D LOOK WALKING

DUUIIIITIINITNN

NN

ANEANANA NN ANNANN RN
MW

e
OIS
=

HUH! | CANT S5EE
THAT MY RUBBER
BLADED BAT LOOKS
ANY DIFFERENT
TO A NORMAL ONE !

SYDNEY ! YOURE HOLDING UP THE GAME
GRAB A BAT AND GET OUT TO THE
KET QUICK ! N

> s N
U s, Wl sy,

s 2NN N P

ally

HUH! FANCY SPORTY TRYING
TO KID ME (NTO USING THAT
RUBBER BAT OF HIS ! THIS

=] éfwce AND TWANGY !

T TT T T
THIS IS ALL YOUR FAULT, SPORTY,
PESTERING ME TO USE THAT

DAFT BAT OF YOURS [/ 4D
5 ﬁ is |




"W JUST BLOCK THE
FIRST BAUS AND PLAY
MYSELF IN FOR A
LONG INNINGS ! 7%

NANANANAL
SPORTYS STUPID
RUBBER BLADED
;\AT \§\V
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When Grey Dog and the Creek
Indians went on the warpath
there was plenty of trouble in
Tennessee. The army decided to
call in Davy Crockett to scout
for them. But impatient Major
Reece, a new officer in those
parts, would not wait for the
famous hunter . . .

WE' IND

e Boss VALAGE

WITHOUT HELP FEOM

¥ RS SRE S e SEANT.
ANDIT LGOKS

UNBEPENGED O ME/

MAJOR REECE WAS SO SURE OF
HIMSELF THAT HE O D
THE SERGEANT 70 6‘57 THE
TROOPS ON THE MOVE

SERGEANT BAXTER FROMNED
£ HANDED BACK THE

72

THAT'S WHAT | DON'T Lll(E
ABOUTH’ SIR.IT LOOK:

‘00 EASY FOR US, AN I
£QEON WED BETTER

VISE US/

48 THEY PROCEEDED IN COLUMN,

RPRISE ATTA!
THE SOUDIERS WERE NOT 700

WHAT A HOI

S
EH

T S S/X-POUNDER GUN WAS A
THE REGIMEN

QNE AND THE PRIDE OF

MAJOR REECE

THERE, THE SERGEANT ONCE
AGA//\/ rD/ED TOGIVE GOOD

o]
ALLOF LS’

20D SOTHE TRO0DS WiTH THER
GUN STARTED 70 CROSS 7/
SHALLOW RIVER.

QUL WENT WELL UNTIL THEY WEREIN

GREY DOG'S CUNM/

SUDDENLY THE INDIANS SWOOPED
FROM THEIR HIDING PLACES




BUTAS HE BATTLED AGAINST THE HOWLING
REDSKINS, SERGEANT BAXTER'S ONE
THOUGHT WAS 70 SAVE THE GUNPOWDER)
WASON s | CANT STOP
/[ THEM GETTING THE,
CANNON= BUT THEY
MUSTN'T GET THE
POWDER TO

HEY, FELLERS/ LEND
A PiAsND TO GET THIS

WAGON INTO
MIDSTREAM [

SHREWD ENOUGH TO KNOW THAT THE
WAGON CONTAINED THE POWDER NEEDED
7O FIRE THE CANNON, GREY DOG
SCREAMED ORDERS 70 HIS BRAVES.

THEY MAKE
OFF WITH COVER

WAGON,’STOPTHEEDM,’ EReer 2o .
N/ T U
ki S

i
fi

AND TOTHE DISMAY <

OF GREY DOG, THERE SHE <
GOES? WELL \i
DONE LADS/

WITH THE WAGON NOW AXLE-DEEPIN
THE STREAM, SERGEANT BAXTER
JUMPED DOWN 70 GIVE HIS MEN
AHAND. . .

s,
IT'LL TOPPLE OVER. GREY
DOG WON'T FIND ANY
USE FOR WET,
GUNPOWDER?




N MAD RAGE, THE CREEK
INDIANS SWOOPED DOWN ON THEM.

/" WHAT'S THE MAJOR \ (X
DOING ?WE'RE DONE [
FOR,UNLESS HE

ORDERS A
RETREAT/

MAJOR REECE HAD REALISED WHAT TROUBLE
HIS RECKLESS FOLLY HAD .GOT THEM INTO.WITH
A FLUSHED FACE, HE TURNED 70 HIS BUGLER. .

MOST OF THE TROOPERS GOT AWAY-BUT | AND WE HAVE
|THE Y HADTO LEAVE THE NEW CANNON. ( WON THE GRE A

SEE/ THE
LONGKNIFE
SOLDIERS RUN !

FIRE-STICK S

LATER AT THE FORT, WHERE | =g

MAJOR REECE HAD MADE

COLONEL,SIR!
DAVY CROCKETT'S

GLAD TO SEE
You, DAVYS

THAT'S ENOUGH,
REECE” LEAVE ME
10 TALK THIS OVER

WITH CROCKETT/

| HEARD ABOU
THE CREEK AMBUSH,
COLONEL— AND ABOUT
THEM GRABBING THE
GUN OFF THE
MAJOR!

AND WHEN THE TWO MEN HAD
TALKED FOR A WHILE . .

| SEE, COLONEL/

e YOU WANT THE NEW

CANNON. BACK— AND
iNA HURRY, EH ?




DAVY'S FIRST MOVE WAS 70 SEEK
OUT HIS OLD FRIEND SERGEANT
BAXTER. .

GET READY FOR
THE TRAIL, MY FRIEND.
WE'LL LEAVE JUST AS SOON

AS YOU'RE CHANGED/

I'LL BE
RIGHT WITH
YOU DAVY/

AND WHEN BAXTER HAD CHANGED
HIS UMIFORM FOR BUCKSKINS . .

LOOK OUT FOR US THE

MAY HAVE
ON OURTRAIL|
AN'BE

WHEN DAVY AND BAXTER REACHED
THE RIVER, THEY CREDT FORWARD
CAUTIOUSLY 7O SPY THE LAND. .
= eni=d
£7 THERE'S THE OLD
WATERLOGGED WAGON
<{STILL IN THE RIVER.
A BUT | DON'T SEE
SIGN OF THE
CANNON /

7 PARD
'VE GOT A WHITEL

CUE , AS WEI
NS

00D LUCK
GRRGEANK

i)

v
W

SUDDENLY DAVY NUDGED HIS
COMPANIONS ARM . . .

THEY SETTLED DOWN TO WAIT FOR'
DARKNESS. BAXTER DOZED OFF,
AND DAVY HAD 7O NUL M.

Q3

WE'LL CROSS THE
A LITTLE FURTHER
UT LOOK OUT FOR
| SENTRIES, BAXTER/

=

WITHOUT A SOUND THE Y
CROSSED THE STREAM AND
GO7 CLOSE 70 THE L/LLAGE.

CRAWLING ON HIS STOMACH,
DAVY CROCKETT WORMED A
L/ITTLE NEARER. . .

————

==
TWO SENTRIES,
BAXTER/LET

ME GO FIRST!




THE INDIAN UTTERED ONLY A
S7/FLED GURGLE, 4S DAVY STRUCK.

THEN [T WAS THE SECOND
SENTRV'S TURN.

CREEPING NOISELESSLY INTOTHE DI}
CAMD THEY EQUND THE STOLEN
-POLE.

THE INDIAN PONIES /?OVED AND WITH A SHREWD EVE,
THI

RESTLESSLY AS DAVY PICKED OUT TWO OF
APPROACHED, BUT DAVY THE STRONGEST HORSES. .
QUIETENED THEM WITH SOOTHING | |

ORDS. I 7R

HITCH'EM UP,BAXTER AND
H GET READY TO GO WHEN |
ME BACK/

EASY THERE, Y/
B0Y, COME ON ,
Now!

BAXTER FROWNED AS AND WITH THAT, DAVY CREPT.
DAVY MOVED AWAY. . THROUGH THE LINES OF THE
N.

WE'VE GOT THE
GUN, DAVY. LET'S
GO WHILE WE'RE

WAS AETER,
KNIFE READY AND
LISTENED

DAVY FOUND THE TEPEE HE
L, GOT HIS

YES, BY HOKEY,
| WAS RIGHT /

THE OLD INDIAN SQUAW DID NOT
2/:__155 AS DAVY GLIDED BY




NEX7 /NS7A/V7 THE GIRL WAS
WAKE] BY A HAND BEING
CLAPPED OVER HER MOUTH.

DON'T STRUGGLE
MISS! KEEP QUIET
AND FOLLOW ME/

RIGHT, DAVY— v
WE'LL BE THERE/

A LITTLE SCARED, THE GIRL
NODDED, THEN PLUCKED A
| COURAGE 70 FOLLOW DAV

THEN IN THE MIDDLE OF THE
PLUNGING HORSES, DAVY FL. UNG
HIMSELF ABOARD THE CANNON.

AND AMID THE DIN, THE STARTLED CREEKS AWOKE TO FIND
DAyY EIDING 7'/45 GREAT CANNON AT TOP SPEED THROUGH
HEBTENTS

THEIR T

SL/RPR/S‘E DELAVED T//E CREE, S
Ew ENTS. THEN 7'!/5}’ WER 2
OUT /N FORCE, LETTING FLY WITH ARROWS




HE WAS OFF THE CANNON, HELPING
THE HORSES UP THE SLOPE WHEN.
BAXTER AND THE GIRL JOINED HIM.

THE INDIANS SCATTERED TO ROUND UP
THEIR STAMPEDED PONIES, AS DAVY HAD
EXPECTED, GIVING THE DARING HUNTER
TIME TO CROSS THE STREAM. . .

T

FoLLow

ME
BAXTER/

SOON DAVY HAD
THE PANTING
HORSES AT THE.
TOP OF THE RISE
ON LEVEL GROUND.

W
. y///////m v

BOTH BAXTER AND DAVY
REFUSED TOHEAR ANY OF THAT
KIND OF TALK .

AND SOALL THREE OF THEY REACHED LITTLE SPRINGS
z;'/gé'_M—Ang THE CANNON-| | AND ITS PRECIOUS WATER.
JOURNEY TOWARDS BUTTE|
CANYON. . .

THERE'S A HIDING ~
UP THERE,
GH TO

PLACE
ENOU:

SHUCKS/

WE'D NEVER
GET THE

HEAVY GUN

UPTOIT/
N2 /




POSSIBLE !

THE HORSES STRUGGLED
UD THE STEEP INCLINE
WITH THEIR UEAVY LOAD

TWICE THEY HADTO REST BUT
AT LAST THEY WERE WITHIN
REACH OF THE TOP i

DAVY CALLED A HALT AND PUT
ROCKS BENEATH THE GUN
CARRIAGE WHEELS

START HACKING
AWAY THAT SCRUB,
BAXTER — YOU'LL
FIND A REAL GOOD
HIDEt‘)_rL_I'[ BEHIND 4

JUMPING GOPHERS,
DAVY—DEEP CAVES
IN THE ROCK/

READY, BAXTER?
THIS 18 THE.
LAST HEAVE
WE'LL NEED/

bl
QY

THAT SHOULD
DO IT, IRECKON!

e
EEE

! &Y%

LOT OF SLEEP!




AND GREY DOG BEHAVED

S ANT AN
DAVY WOKE THE SERGEANT AND VEVXACTIVAS‘ OispLavED)

THE SCREEN OF BUSHES

SO BAXTER RESTED, WHILE
DAVY CROCKETT KEPT A
O0K=-0UT. . .

=0
BRAVES ’THE WHITE
DOGS M

HIDING NEAE/THERE
ARE_NO TRACKS ON
THE PLAIN!

OT THAT OUR
TRAIL DISAPPEARS/

THE INDIAN CHIEE RAPPED
OUT SWIFT ORDERS .

THE TWO BRAVES WHEELED FROM
7I-v’5 MAIN PARTY AND URGED THEIR
(MOUNTS UP THE SLOPE. DAV S EVES
GL /N 7D!D AND HE TIGHTENED HIS GRIP
OoNoL 7

PHEW= YES'

RECI
CARBEA Wi
THAT PAIR ALL

HE THO CREEKS GOT OFF|

{THEIR PONIES EOR THE

LAST LART OF THE STEEP : RESSED BACK AGAINST THE CAVE WALL, DAVY

Lims BREATHED A L,gré £ ﬁs;/é_sg OF GELIER AT, WA/ENO O o
IND/A,

el i GGING BEMND COMPLETELY 5T O REATH,

[ALONE, THE INDIAN REACHED
THE CAVE MOI/TH




DAVY WANTED 7O MAKE SURE OF THE OTHER ' S HEARING A YELL, THE OTHER

CREEK,TOO. AT THE RIGHT MOMENT HE SPUN HIS CREEK STOPPED CLIMBING.

CAPTIVE ROUND AND SENT HIM SPRAWLING

FROM THE CAVE, AS HE EXPECTED, THE INDIAN

GAVE A LOUD STARTLED CRY. - 7
ey

S THAT'S ENOUGH TO 4
7%\ BRING YOUR PAL @ £

Z
f

R
g

HERE, | RECKON! (i}

THEN DAVY BEGAN TO TEAR DOWN
THE BRUSHWOOD SCREEN.

700 LATE, THE INDIAN REALISED
DAVY'S LITTLE TRAP

ONCE ON LEVEL GROUND, THEYV
FAIRLY RACED AWAY. . .

GUN DOWN THE STEEP SLOPE

&

)

DAVY=1 THINK
WE'RE CLEAR!

DAVY WAS WORRIED THAT THE THEN HE FOUNDA GULLY
CREEKS WOULD FIND THE GUN- NEARBY AND TOOK THE
TRACKS. HE SENT BAXTER AND CANNON INTOIT . .

MARTHA ON AHEAD, WHILE HE
WORKED OUT A PLAN

DAVV'S NEXT MOVE WAS 70 COVER
ALL HIS TRACKS.

CLEAR OF
THIS AREAL




SETTLING DOWN BEHIND A ROCK,
DAVY CHEWED ON SOME DRIED =
MEAT STRIPS

THAT WAS GLAD NEWS FOR DAVY. AS

SOON AS EVERY INDIAN IN SIGHT SUDDEN SCREAMING YELL | [BALANCED ON THE SWAYING
HAD GONE, HE GOT THE CANNON ON BACK TLED HIM. ONE OF GRE! ANNON, DAVY BROUGHT OLD
THE MOVE'AGAIN TO THE DOGS SCOUTING PARTIES HAD BETSY INTO USE. :

ET BEEN REC,
HIEF .

G
HE PAL
WITH THE
FIRESTICK
GUN/

ACK O
REDSKINS
STILL

BOTH HORSE AND RIDER TOPPLED,
BRINGING DOWN THOSE BEHIND
- =

ONE BRAVE EVEN MANAGED TO
GET ALONGSIDE. .

THE INSTANT HE AND THE BRAVE
HIT THE GROUND, DAVY L EAPT

JUMPIN!
JUNIPERS HE'S 1y ©
TO WIS FEET AND—WHAM !

AIMIN'TO CUT
MY HORSES
LOOSE !




AND WITH DAVY CLINGING 70 /7S
BACK, THE PON) WRACED AFTER THE
RUNAWAY CANNC

THEN INA FLASH HE WAS ON
THE INDIANS PONY.
prre e e

ANDDAVVFEL7UI(E GIVING A
CHEER WHEN

THE GUN ALMOST STUCK IN THE MUD.
THE SERGEANT WAS READY, AND

HIS RIFLE BARKED OUT. WHANGIN( 52[ ;555“ Cﬁg /%;/356 ﬁfkeﬂﬁyrook 2 IDDﬁZRSES !
ING HA, R
THE WA7£P HE SPLASHED INTO SHOTS OVER DAVY'S HEAD. URN WITH THE' PISTOL . pr H

BAXTER AND THE
GIRL ARE ON THE.
OTHER SIDE, WAITING
FOR ME. GOOD FOR'EM/!

CAN'T KEE|

2 5 VOU‘LL HAVE
THESE HoRses gy ‘
GOIN: E‘r ING s o
oIS pALe
Much -

OFAMMUNmoN/

ONCE OVERTHE RIVER THEY
WERE ON THE LAST LAP OF
THIER RACE TOTHE FORT=

AND THEV MEANT TO GET THERE,

LATER AT THE FORT, DAVY CROCKETT'S
JOBWAS DONE, ,4A/D HE RODE

SUDDENLY MARTHA WA VIVE

HAPPILY AWAY .

AND WHEN THE CREEKS SAW
GAVE A GLAD SHOUT. THE CHARGING SOLDIERS, THEY
STOPPED AND WHEELED AWAY. .

WHOA,
My EEAUTIES ! CHARGEY,
VOEL)’VO 23N NE

you FDONT LoSE
[o]
AGAIN COLONEL!

LLTRY NOT
TCVJVEDAVV'SO LONG!
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TINKERS TEc TEASERS
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Sexton Blake’s cheerful and clever assistant invites you to have a go at
this short complete mystery-yarn to see if you are a smart detective.

()

Can

you spot the clue before you consult the solution at the bottom ?

The Registered Envelope
T was about half-past nine in the morning when
Inspector Coutts of Scotland Yard entered
the office of Gregory Dawson, a director of
the Northern Loan Bank. He shook hands and
sat down.

** Now what’s the trouble ? ** he asked.

*“It’s this,” Dawson replied. ‘‘In this bank
we handle a large amount of very confidential
business, which makes it necessary to send
bundles of notes to clients through the post.
Several of these letters have been opened and
robbed before reaching the people they were
addressed to. | want you to find the crook who
does it.”

*“ Not an easy task,’” Coutts shrugged. ‘‘ Who
handles these letters, and who posts them ? "

*“ | actually fill the letters and stick them down,”
Dawson explained. “‘ You see, it’s so extremely
confidential that | handle it all myself. | then give
the letters to my chief clerk, Mr. Ambrose, who
posts them.”

““ Where can | find him ? " asked Coutts.

*‘He’s in the third office along the corridor,”
said Dawson. ‘‘ Shall | come ?

“No thanks—I’ll manage on my own,” said
Coutts.

Ambrose was in the office when Inspector
Coutts entered and introduced himself.

“ Mr. Dawson has asked me to investigate an
unusual affair,” he explained. ‘‘ Apparently
someone is interfering with the letters which
Mr. Dawson gives you to post.”

Ambrose looked surprised.

** But why ?*" he asked.

*“ That's beside the point,” said Coutts. *‘ Tell
me, are the letters sent by registered post ?

** Always ! "' Ambrose replied. ‘‘ Mr. Dawson
gives them to me already sealed in registered-post
envelopes—the kind with blue lines printed
across the back and front. | then take them to
the post office.”

‘1 see,” Coutts murmured, and his eyes

146

dropped to an open drawer in Ambrose’s desk.
‘1 notice you have some similar envelopes in this
drawer.”

“Yes, of course !’ Ambrose exclaimed hur-
riedly. ““I send off a lot of registered letters
myself.”

‘* That's interesting,”’ observed the inspector.
““You wouldn’t by any chance open the letters
given to you by Mr. Dawson, take out the contents,
then type out fresh addresses on other registered
envelopes, would you ?

*“ Certainly not !’ snapped Ambrose indig-
nantly. ““l wouldn’t think of such a thing!
Besides, even if | did steal banknotes from the
letters, it would be very foolish, for I'd very
soon be found out !

**Most decidedly you would,” said Coutts.
“ Perhaps you're saving them up, or disposing
of them in such a way as not to arouse suspicion.
Or maybe I'm wrong in suspecting you. I'll go
back and see Mr. Dawson.””

He returned to the director.

“I’d like to ask you two questions, sir,”’ he
said. ‘“ Have you at any time ever told anyone
what kind of business you transact with these
confidential clients ? Does your chief clerk know
anything about it 2’

* Nothing at all,”” said Dawson definitely. “* All
my clerk does is to post the letters.”

Coutts nodded, and without another word,
went straight back and arrested Ambrose !

Why did he do that ?

What mistake had Ambrose made which gave
him away ?
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7 ) 605k, THE Bus X FERHAPS THEYRE
RUNNING AN

ERES NO EXTRA BUS, M ~
Tﬂgf—mns ONE., THERES STIM- YUST COME IN/ T BETITS THE, i o o
EXTRA . SAID..s THIS WAY

STER. WAIT, MOTHER, THERE'S ANOTHER BUS ), Y HES ONLY A DRIVER, MIKE, HE.
: T oFTEN
PLENTY OF STANDING R0OM T N
on it : l!
»

NO, WERE NOT, DAD!

OUR DRIVER WE'RE, | THE BuS HAS STOPPED
1S CLIMBING ow. AND THE DRIVER,

15 G

ON BOARD. ETTING OUT.

R

LN,

“h

HAW! HAW! 15 15 A oLy o
GOOD SHOW ! LETS
MISS THE NEXT BUS =
AND SEE IT THROUGH ,
AGAIN .

L




in the Case of
ROCCO FLINT!

«£50,000 JEWEL-THIEF STILL NOT TRACED
Police Search Goes On "

While London’s evening newspapers

printed front-page headlines of the

cleverest jewel-robbery for years, Sexton

Blake and Tinker attended a conference

in the Commissioner’s office at Scotland
Yard. . .

The Famous Dotective MR, BLAKE, | ENTIRELY AGREE WITH NOT YET, COMMISSIONER,
EXTORN | vou, TH 0wy MAN I8 THE CoUNTRY . BUT CLUES SOMETIMES
LEVER, ENOUGH T0 PULL OFF 4 408 CES
Bl. m LIKE THis s Rcco FUINT-~ BUT
0 WESTART 10 LOOK

FOKHIM 7 WE HAVEN'T,

THE GREAT DETECTIVE LEFT SL’OT[AAID varr§
IN A THOUGHTFUL MOOD» :

WE'LL HAVE A WORD WITH
FINGERS OLSON AT HIS
Bl NEWSPAPER PITCH. HE USEP
g /\ TO WORK FIR ROCCO FLINT

BEFORE : E WENT STRAIGHT.
MAYB!" HE CAN >

SHOTS ~~ AND OLSON PITCHED FORWARD ~~

HE'S BEEN SHOT,
GUVNOR/ GOSH.
DIGIT 7

WHO

(BUT AT THAT MOMENT THERE WAS A MurrLED souko oF TR

[WHEN AN AMBULANCE ARRIVED, BLAKE WAS |
KNEELING BESIDES FINGERS OLSON

HES
UNGONSCIOUS
BUT HE'LL BE

ALL RIGHT /




: THE AMBULANCE SPED AWAY, AND BLAKE
' FROWNED WITH DISAPPOINTMENT +~

1D LIKE TO KNOW WHO
FIRED THOSE SHOTS
ATHIM~~

GOSH.!
THE GUNMAN /

ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE STREET,
A SHADOWY FIGURE POINTED THE GLEAMING
BARREL OF A RIFLE ~~

UNSMITH

€, RIRKNER 23

YT
J{u i
4l

Y| TINKER WAS ACROSS THE STREET IN A FLASH~~ ), 4

\/

LET ME GO/
1/VE_DONE
NOTHING /

/ ;,/ .
= L = =

| | COLLARED THIS CHAP | §F
ACROSS THE ROAD, &

0
B3\ Suvor~~ HE wis
TAKING AIM AT
3 NOU WITH HIS
GUN 7
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" SEXTON BLAKE'S ANSWER SURPRISED BOTH TINKER.

BLAKE PUT A CALL THROUGH
AND THE GUNSMITH o 70 ONE OF LONDON'S MAIN ~
~ N\ s LINE STATIONS ~

MR KIRKNER. HAD

NOTHING TO DO WITH THE S

SHOOTING, TINKER, ~~ THAT

18 QUITE 0BVIOUS TO ME ./
1 SHOULD, HOWEVER, LIKE
TO USE THE PHONE

IN HIs SHOP.” R

THANK YOu.!

THATS EXACTL

WHAT | WANTED
T0 KNOW,#

“THE MAN WHO FIRED THE
SHOTS IS CALLED CARUSON! .
HE HAS A BLACK BEARD AND A
VIOLIN-CASE . HE WILL BE IN
MANCHESTER AT TWENTY MINUTES
PAST NINE THIS EVENING,
WE SHALL HAVE TO GET
A MOVE ON

Tinker did not ask
questions. He knew that
his famous detective chief
was not giving to making
wild deductions or rash
statements. He and
Sexton Blake were aboard
the night-plane which left
London airport for
Manchester. . .

AT TWENTY-MINUTES PAST NINE , SEXTON BLAKE AND TINKER.
WATCHED THE ARRIVAL OF THE EXPRESS FROM LONPON «

NEAR, THE CENTRE ~~
WE’LL MOVE POWN
ABIT/




A BEARDED MAN, CARRYING A VIOLIN-CASE
STEPPED FROM 4 RESERVED COMPARTMENT.
BLAKE MOVED FORWARDs s

THEN PERHAPS YOU WOULD
PREFER. THAT | CARRIED YOUR,
BEARD FOR YOU 7

600D EVENING

;

TINKER GAVE A GASP OF ASTONISHIMENT AFTER ROCCO FLINT HAD BEEN HANDED OVER, TO THE POLICE,
- SEXTON BLAKE EXPLAINED

(TS THE FELLOW R00CO FLINT WAS AFRAID THAT FINGERS OLSON MIGHT
N THE POLICE ;HOTO = INFORM AGAINST HIM, 50 TRIED TO SILENCE HIM WITH A GUN.
> “THE SPACING OF THESE BULLET-HOLES SHOWS THAT THE GUN
~~ ROCCO FLINT , HE MISSING L WAS FIRED FROM SOMETHING ‘TRAVELLING VERY FAST~~
JEWELS THE LONDON TO MANCHESTER EXPRESS «

1 “TELEPHONED TO FIND OUT WHO HAD
RESERVED A WHOLE COMPARTMENT ON
THAT TRAIN AND WAS THUS ABLE TO
STOP R0CCO FLINT'S GETAWAY

IN DISGUISE #




OUR
ERNIE

MRS.
ENTWHISTLE'S
LITTLE
LAD!

LOOK ,CHARLIE !
I'M HAVING FUN
WITH MY SHADOW!

LOOKS DAFT
TO ME!

AND NOW IM GOING
TO HAVE SOME
FUN WITH You,

LAD!

One happy day, the summer sun Ernie made it dance and hop

Gave Little Ernie lots of fun

By making shadow on the wall, Till the shadow got most tough.

Long and thin and very tall

I'M FED UP WITH DOING THE THINGS You Q_ —
WANT TO DO, FROM NOW ON YOU'RE

GOING TO DO AS | WANT!/

Till then, of course,
Been most obedien
But now it suddenl

, the shadow had
t to the Lad.
y decided

That fun should not be all one-sided !

And kept it moving without stop,

! It had, it said, had quite enough !

And so the shadow left his place,
With artful grin upon his face,

And knocked the helmet off a copper.
Ee, that did it—good and proper !

BAH! ERNIE ENTWH/STLE! YOU'RE

T NOW, MY LA

IT WASNT ME,
MISTER! IT WAS

e

L MY SHADOW!

D.

TRY TO GET ME &5
INTO TROUBLE
wouLp You ? AT

N

’jsP Sy
o i

The cop turned round and shadow did
A quick swift nip behind our kid.

So naturally the copper guessed

That Little Ernie was the pest !
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Ernie tried hard to explain,

But, alas, 'twas all in vain.

Then things once more went out of gear,
As shadow pushed him from the rear !



HA/HA! COME ON LAD!
WATCH ME THROW A
STONE AT THAT
GREEN HOUSE!

7

OOER! THERE'S
THE OWNER/!
YOUVE BEEN
SPOTTED!

[oromm——

TIME, LAD!

The poor old bobby sat right down
With a thump that shook the town,
And shadow scooted on his way,
A few more artful tricks to play !

QUICK,LAD! WELL
HIDE IN THIS
BARREL UNTIL
HE'S GONE/

The aim of Ernie’s shadow double

Was to get The Lad in trouble,

A fact which he made very plain,

By smashing greenhouse window-pane !

EE! I'M GETTING
OuT! ITS FuLL
OF TAR !

Then taking hold of Ernie’s mitt,
The artful shadow did a flit.

But hadn’t scooted very far,
When came upon a tub of tar !

oo! ow!

IT WASN'T THE SUN ISN'T SHINING S 'l

ME MISTER! How COuLD IT BE ?

And when the greenhouse-owner came,
Our Ernie tried to dodge the blame.
But sun behind a cloud was hid,

So no shadow showed to save the kid !

In the tar the shadow jumped,

And in it, too, The Lad got dumped.
So shadow disappeared from view,
But Ernie stayed—and all black, too !

EE! WHATEVER /-IA\/E Vou BEEN
UP 70, LAD? YOu LO
SHADO

HULLO,MA !
W OF VOUR Fomse SELF!

HE IS, WITHOUT P2
A SHADOW OF
DouBrt! }J

When Ernie got home for his tea,

His Ma gave gasp and shouted : * Ee !
Just take a look, Pa, at our laddo——
He’s worn away to quite a shadow ! ™’
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MAGIC at St. CLEMENT’S

(Continued from page 108.)

Ram Cupal went straight to the main stairs and
descended them—just a blazer and a swinging hand-
ful of papers—that was all anybody could see!

The whole school was assembled in the Hall for
call-over. The Head was even then on the platform.
He looked anxious and worried.

He was saying: “If any boy or girl can throw any
light whatsoever on the strange disappearance of
Ram Cupal—"

And that was as far as he got. The whole school
was suddenly in an uproar. The usually orderly
ranks broke. Boys and girls just edged away from
the centre, crowding together—gasping in horrified
amazement—as a blazer walked into the Hall—and
the papers went with it, swinging from an unseen
hand.

The Topperites gasped like the rest of the school,
but they weren’t scared. They knew it was Ram
Cupal. Besides, Tom Tuffen was coming along
behind that walking blazer, half grinning.

Mr. Jardine did not come into the Hall. Neither
did Hetherington. They just stood watching,
listening.

The walking blazer went straight down the
crowded Hall and up the steps to the platform. The
masters watched.

The blazer stopped in front of the Head and stood
still. The unseen hand held out the papers to the

Plum and the Head took them. The voice of Ram
Cupal said: “If you please, sir, place these valuable
papers in the school safe. A thousand pardons for
trouble caused. I will be in the class as usual, sir.”

The Plum looked stern.

“Now, look here, Ram Cupal,” he said curtly—
and laid his hand on the shoulder of that blazer.

The garment suddenly went limp and the Head
stood there holding it in his hand. Ram Cupal had
vanished—just gone—and nobody saw him go.
Maybe he was still in the Hall. Nobody knew !

The Head tossed the blazer on to the back of a
chair, then he strode into his study. The whole
school assembled in the big Hall heard the rattling
of his keys—heard the creaking of the heavy door
of the big safe. They heard the safe door shut and
the keys rattle as it was locked again.

The Plum reappeared and mounted the platform.
“We will now proceed with call-over,” he announced

tersely. The incident had ended for the time
being.
The ceremony finished, the various classes

marched from the Hall and went to their class-
rooms. The Plum picked up the blazer and tossed
it to Jimmy Topper.

“Give it to Ram Cupal when you see him,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy.

They went to the Fourth Form class-room. They
all sat down at their desks. But one desk was
empty.

Chalky White, the master of the Fourth, entered
and went to his desk. He turned and faced the
class.

And Ram Cupal sat there at his desk—only he
wasn’t wearing a blazer. That, of course, was an
offence—to turn up in class not fully dressed.

Hetherington brought down the book on Mr. Jardine’s head with a wallop.
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White blinked. He said: “Topper, give
lazer!”

obeyed. Ram Cupal smiled, flashing his
ss teeth.

The Indian boy put on the blazer and said: “A
thousand thanks, sir.”

Chalky just inclined his head to show he had
heard. To be quite truthful, he was out of his
depth. He just didn’t know how to deal with a
scholar who vanished whenever he wanted to, floated
up to the ceiling—and generally performed miracles.

He faced the class and said : “Normally, this would
have been a history lesson, but I am informed that
Mr. Jardine is not feeling very well. We shall take
English instead.”

And Ram Cupal grinned at the news, which didn’t
surprise him a little bit!

The Unexpected!
THERE was nothing actually wrong with Mr.
Jardine, except that he didn’t want to waste
time trying to knock history into the Fourth. So
he had feigned illness.

He went to his study and closed the door. He
realised that if he could hope to ever lay his hands
on the big ruby he would have to work fast and
locate it, or Ram Cupal would beat him to it!

He looked round his study. Ram Cupal had got
into the room with Hetherington seated looking at
the door. Ram Cupal had not entered through the
doorway or the window. Then how the dickens had
he got into the study?

Mr. Jardine stood there, struggling with the
problem, leaning on the mantelpiece. And his eyes
began to bulge—because there was a dusty footprint
on the mantelpiece.

He got a chair and climbed up. Over the mantel-
piece was a large mirror built into the wall. He
examined it closely. He felt round the frame of
the mirror. His fingers must have touched a spring
for, without any warning, the mirror swung on a
swivel—and there was the entrance to the secret
passage!

Ram Cupal’s mystery was solved. But what about
the other end of the passage? Mr. Jardine felt he
just had to find out where Ram Cupal had started
from, so he wriggled his way into the dark passage,
having first armed himself with a torch.

It was some time later that he found himself in
the fireplace, high up on the ruined wall of Galton
Grange. How Ram Cupal had got from ground
level to that lofty fireplace was a mystery, but he
didn’t bother to find the answer to it just then.
There were men below, hunting around in the
crumbling brickwork of the ruined walls and the
dust of ages that littered the floor.

Mr. Jardine knew who they were—the men he was
paying to help him—hoping to find the big jewel. He
guessed that if they found it he could whistle for his
share of its value.

He began to climb down the wall. It was fairly
easy, because of the broken brickwork. The men
heard him coming and stopped their hunt to stare
at him. They crowded round him as he clambered
down, but he only told them part of the truth about
how he had got there. What he did tell them was
that the plans were in the school safe.

One man said: “I haven't seen a safe I couldn’t
open—if it was worth my while.”

“Wwe'll share and share alike,” promised Mr.
Jardine. “We ought to do the job to-night.”
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Mr. Jardine hesitated. Then, with the key in his
hand, he went over to the Head’s safe.

“Right,
Clement’s.”

Meanwhile, Ram Cupal sat in his study with Tom
Tuffen, Jimmy Topper, Jack Lee, and the rest of the
famous pals.

Jack, the brainy one, was doing the arguing. “You
say the plans do not give the whereabouts of the
ruby?”

“That is so,” declared Ram Cupal. “I thought
they might. I now know I was wrong.”

“Then how can you find the jewel?” asked Dick
Loring. “Sounds as if you are stumped.”

But Ram Cupal shook his head. “In Mr. Jardine’s
study I saw a book on the shelf—the Diary of
General Galton. The secret may be there—in a
code, perhaps. I must take a look at that book——"

“You can’t go there again. Old Jardine will be
expecting something like that. They say he is out,
but I bet he’s having his study watched.”

“I cannot go,” argued Ram Cupal. “None of you
can go, for you would be immediately suspected. But
Hetherington—he will not be suspected. He will go
for me and bring me that book!"”

“What! A Sixth Form prefect!” cried Bill Drake.

His voice tailed away to silence. The chums were
just staring at Ram Cupal, who sat cross-legged in
the big basket-chair and looked as if he had gone
into a trance, his chin sunk on his chest.

“What's happened to him?” gasped Jimmy Topper,
looking puzzled.

“Quiet,” hissed Tom.
stuff again and—listen!”

They heard footsteps in the corridor. The study
door opened and Hetherington walked in. But his
eyes were glassy, wide open, staring straight before
him. He stopped right in front of Ram Cupal,
who did not so much as raise his head.

guv'nor. At midnight we burgle St.

“Ram is doing his mystic
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The alarm bell was ringing—but whoever was puliing it was invisible !

Ram Cupal said: “You will go to Jardine’s study.
You will take the first book on the second shelf.
You will bring it to me here. Now—go!”

Hetherington said nothing. He just turned and
went—and the study door closed behind him.

The chums looked at one another, then dashed
to the door and whisked it open. They saw
Hetherington disappearing down the corridor. They
followed him at a distance, saw him mount the
stairs and go to Mr. Jardine’s study, open the door
and vanish inside,

Tom Tuffen looked at his chums with bewilder-
ment.

“He’s done it!” he said hollowly. “Now we'll wait
and see Hetherington come out with the book.”

But Ram Cupal had not bargained for what
happened inside the study. Mr. Jardine had returned
from the ruined Grange by the way he went—via
the secret passage. And he reached the big mirror
over his mantelpiece just in time to see Hethering-
ton there by the bookshelves, reaching up for the
book—the first book on the second shelf.

It was totally unexpected for Mr. Jardine to see
that—and it seemed as if Ram Cupal’s plans would
be utterly ruined!

Sixth Former Hits Out
R. JARDINE knew what that book was—the private
diary of General Galton himself.
“Hetherington! How dare you—-"
But the prefect took not the slightest notice,
although he must have heard.
Mr. Jardine cried out again.
“Hetherington! What d’you think you're doing?”
Hetherington took down the book and turned.

126

Mr. Jardine began to guess the truth. Hether-
ington was in some sort of trance, and it was easy
to know who was responsible. There was only one
person at St. Clement’s who could do anything like
this, and that was Ram Cupal! And Mr. Jardine
knew why he wanted to do it—to get hold of that
book. That book was important in the hunt for the
big ruby—the Star of Amnurpal!

Mr. Jardine stepped out on to his own mantelpiece
and leapt down to the hearthrug. The mirror slid
back into place of its own accord.

Hetherington was heading for the door.
Jardine seized hold of his arm and held him.

“Where do you think youre going?” he cried.
“That’s my book!”

But Hetherington knew nothing except that the
influence of Ram Cupal was summoning him back
to Tom Tuffen’s study, with the book. He could not
resist it. He kept on towards the door. Mr. Jardine
stepped in front of him, barring the way.

“Oh, no, you don't!” growled Mr. Jardine. “That
book’s mine. You shan’t give it—to him—"

Hetherington, still with that glassy look in his
eyes, tried to brush Mr. Jardine aside, and the
history master took a dim view of it.

“How dare you use force—to a master!” he cried.

But Hetherington was frantic to get away, and
fought and kicked and punched. He brought down
the book on Mr. Jardine’s head with a wallop that
rattled the history master’s brains and caused him
to sit down with a thump on the floor.

Hetherington stepped over him, but Mr. Jardine
seized hold of one leg. There was a furious struggle
until Hetherington wrenched his leg free and went
lurching forward. He hit the door, which burst
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open, and he went hurtling out into the corridor—
where Tom Tuffen, Jack Lee, Jimmy Topper and
Bill Drake were listening to the sounds of battle and
wondering if they dare intervene.

Hetherington scattered the group. It was Bill
Drake who steadied him, gripped his arm, saying:

“Hey, look where youre going——"

Then he remembered he was addressing a Sixth
Form prefect and checked himself. But he need not
have bothered. Hetherington still had that queer,
glassy look in his eyes. He turned and went striding
away towards the head of the stairs.

Inside the study, Mr. Jardine was rolling about on
the floor, badly shaken, bruised and in a furious
temper. He came to his feet and charged after
Hetherington, shouting at the top of his voice.

“Come back, Hetherington! Come back, I say!”

Hetherington took not the slightest notice but
continued on his way. And Mr. Jardine guessed
where he was going and set off in hot pursuit. He
ran down the corridor to the end of the stairs.

By that time Hetherington was half-way down the
stairs, and still going strong.

Mr. Jardine shouted at him, loud enough to disturb
the whole school.

“Stop, thief! That’s my book! Stop—"

And then he saw Ram Cupal at the foot of the
stairs gazing up at him, with a strange gleam in his
eyes.

Mr. Jardine was suddenly cold and afraid.

Ram Cupal said curtly: “Be quiet!”

That was all. There were plenty of boys and girls
to hear him. He just said “Be quiet;” to a master—
and in an instant that master was quiet.

Mr. Jardine stood there at the head of the stairs,
opening his mouth, trying to yell and shout—but not
a sound came from him!

Hetherington, the big Sixth Form prefect, calmly
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Chalky White even looked through the keyhole
—an undignified thing for a master to do.

turned and went up the stairs again. He brushed
past Mr. Jardine as if the master just wasn’t there!
He went on up the next flight of stairs and so back
to the Sixth Form domain and his own study.

Ram Cupal turned on his heel and went into the
study he shared with Tom Tuffen, the all-important
book under his arm.

On the stairs Mr. Jardine was in a flap! His
mouth opened and shut like the beak of a hungry
fledgling—and then, all of a sudden, sound came
forth. It wasn’t exactly a word, Mr. Jardine just
howled like a dog: “Oo—OW!”

And was his face red! He hadn’t meant to let
out a yell like that. He had simply been trying to
shout and the ability to produce sound, and his
voice had suddenly come back to him before he
realised it.

Down in the little hall at the foot of the stairs
were many boys and girls of both the Fourth and
Third—and they regarded him strangely as if ae
had gone clean off his head.

So Mr. Jardine turned away from the stairs and
went along the corridor and down the other stairs
to the main hall and the Head’s study.

He had an idea! He was going to lodge an official
complaint against Ram Cupal and against Hether-
ington. After all, he had very good reasons for
doing so, and he knew that his book was in Ram
Cupal’s study at that very moment. If he accused
these two of theft, Dr. Pelham could go straight to
Ram Cupal’s study and catch him with the loot.

It was a chance too good to miss. Mr. Jardine
didn’t rush unduly. He went with dignified tread,
down the stairs and along to the Head’s study, which
opened off the Big Hall, close to the dais.

He tapped on the door and listened. He thought
he heard a quiet voice telling him to enter, but he
wasn't sure. Anyway, he opened the door and went
inside.

But the Plum was not there, and there was nothing
to show where he was. The window was wide open,
and no doubt the voice Mr. Jardine thought he had
heard had come from the distant Quad.

And then he saw the keys lying on the desk—a
bunch of assorted keys and one, a flattish-looking
key, lying all by itself.

Mr. Jardine eyed that lonely key and knew what it
was—the key of the big safe in the corner—and he
knew that in that safe were the plans of the ruined
Galton Grange, found by Ram Cupal.

Mr. Jardine hesitated; then, with the key in his
hand, went over to the safe. It was locked. He
raised the key to insert it in the lock when he
suddenly heard approaching footsteps in the corridor
coming into the Big Hall.

He whipped away from the safe and stood again
in the centre of the study. The key was slipped into
his pocket out of sight. He went to the door just
as somebody rapped politely on the panels.

Mr. Jardine opened it. Cecil Browne, the senior
prefect and captain of the school, stood there, look-
ing very worried.

Mr. Jardine said: “The Head is not here, Browne.
I came to find him myself. I have just looked in—
but he’s not here.”

“It's a pity, sir,” said Browne. “But I was look-
ing for you, too. I've heard about the things that
happened—on the stairs—with Ram Cupal and
Hetherington—and we can’t let this go on, sir.
Prefects and masters just won’t be able to do a thing
if the Fourth kids get the whip hand over us.”
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Mr. Jardine smiled loftily.

“How heartily I agree with you, Browne,” he said.
“Something must be done—and done quickly. But
you can leave it to me. I will explain to the Head—
and I'll see, personally, that Ram Cupal is severely
dealt with.”

“Very good, sir,” said Browne, and turning on his
heel, went back the way he had come.

Who Pulled The Rope ?
RAM CupaL sat in his study, poring over the Diary
of General Galton. Tom Tuffen looked over one
shoulder, Jack Lee looked over the other. Jimmy
Topper, Dick Loring and the others crowded round
as best they could.

They bent over, craning their necks, to read the
entry pointed out by Ram Cupal.

General Galton, who had lived in the reign of
Charles the Second, had written: “I brought much
wealth home from the Indies, in which were rare
gems, notably a large ruby. I was much troubled in
my mind how to protect these gems from rascals
and thieves. Therefore, I devised hiding-places in
the Grange, surrounding myself with plaster and
stone and giving out that I was studying sculpture.
Indeed, I am no mean sculptor, and did produce a
life-size statue of our Sovereign Liege, Charles the
Second, which shall stand at the school of Saint
Clement’s.”

The chums stared at one another. They all knew
that statue; it stood on its plinth by the steps lead-
ing up to the main door of the school.

Jimmy Topper said: “Some o0f the gems—
perhaps the big ruby—might be hidden inside that
statue.”

“It doesn’t
obstinately.

“No,” observed Ram Cupal quietly, “it does not
say so, but it might very well be so. I must read
this diary carefully—if Jardine does not get it back
from me——"

“He’s bound to come after it,” said Bill Drake.

But he was wrong. Mr. Jardine did not bother
about the book just then. Instead, it was Hether-
ington who came bursting into the study. He looked
savage, too. He had heard all that had happened
in Mr. Jardine’s study and on the stairs. He had
been seen obeying the orders of a Fourth Form kid—
and he was a prefect—a Sixth Former—

“Hey, you!” he bellowed, brandishing his swishy
cane at Ram Cupal. “Bend over!”

That was a threat Hetherington could carry out,
but Ram Cupal’s face was set like a mask.

“You will not, Hetherington. For why should
you make trouble for your best friend and help your
worst,_friend?”

“What on earth are you burbling about?” asked
Hetherington thickly.

“Your father was once in my country. He had to
leave hurriedly because he became mixed up in
bribery and corruption and smuggling—"

“You sneak!” hissed Hetherington. “That was
not my fault. Why throw that in my face? In any
case, I don’t believe my father was guilty. Some
crook used his name—but dad couldn’t prove it—"

“No, Hetherington! Your father was unable to
prove his innocence. But just before I left my
country, a smuggler was caught and confessed that
he worked for a Britisher who forged your father’s
name on certain documents. Your father’s name was

say so,” argued Tom Tuffen
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‘“ Look out ! " cried someone, as the King Charles statue started to topple over.
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cleared of all blame. The other Britisher—the
scoundrel—escaped, came back to his country, and
changed his name—to JARDINE!”

There was a tense silence in the study for a
moment or two.

Hetherington gasped, then blurted:
sure—?”

“I will write it down and sign it as evidence,” said
Ram Cupal. “You may inform your excellent father.
But, please, do not tell Jardine that we know this—
not until I have dealt with him. For I come seek-
ing the Star of Amnurpal, which was stolen from my
country by General Galton. I think you will help
me, Hetherington.”

Ram Cupal held out his hand, and Hetherington
grasped it gladly.

Then the bell went for classes. Ram Cupal kept
that book with him for safety’s sake. But nobody
could do anything about the Star of Amnurpal for
the rest of the day, and Mr. Jardine went missing
again.

So night came, and St. Clement’s was very quiet.
All the boys were asleep in their dormitories—except
one boy. Ram Cupal's bed was empty. For he
remembered the papers in the safe. He remembered
that Jardine still thought the hiding-place of the
ruby could be found on those ancient plans, so that
he was likely to try stealing them from the safe in
the Head’s study.

And, sure enough, there were burglars at St.
Clement’s that night. The alarm-bell suddenly
shattered the peace of the night. Masters and boys
came dashing down the stairs to the Little Hall.
There was the rope that rang the bell being pulled
taut and released again.

But whoever was pulling it was invisible!

“Are you

The Shadow!

Gm‘mvc hold of the key of the safe had been a

stroke of luck which Mr. Jardine had not
anticipated. He had, as a matter of fact, made all
necessary plans for the burglary, and one of the men
he had hired declared there wasn’t a safe in the
country he couldn’t open, supposing somebody made
it worth his while!

Mr. Jardine promised to make it worth his while,
and everything was all set for that night. And then,
by sheer chance, he was in the Head’s study—alone
—and there was the safe key on the desk!

He would have opened the safe there and then,
but Cecil Browne, the captain of the school,
happened to come along and disturbed him. So,
Mr. Jardine decided to wait until after dark. And if
he could open that safe before the burglars arrived,
then he would get the plans, maybe find the big
ruby and get well away—and the hired men could
whistle for their money.

But the Head missed that key! That was bound
to happen, of course. Mr. Jardine was in the
Master’s Common-room when the Head arrived in
great agitation.

“Gentlemen,” he said, as they all rose politely to
their feet, “I am sorry to disturb you—but I have lost
the key to the safe! Has any one of you seen
it

Naturally, nobody had seen it, except Mr. Jardine,
and he wasn’t saying anything.

“Of course, I don’t want this noised abroad,” said
the Plum. “I think we should hunt for it, without
letting it be known in the school, you understand?”

They all understood, and the hunt was on. Mr.

Jardine helped to look for it. The Head’s study was
thoroughly searched. The Hall, the library, the
Plum’s private residence—they hunted high and low,
but the key could not be found.

Chalky White, the master of the Fourth, asked the
question that should have been asked at the
beginning.

“When did you last see it, sir?” he asked.

The Head stared at him, thinking hard, and
sighed heavily. “I just can’t remember. I know it
was on my desk this afternoon, during break.”

“Did anyone go to your study? But you wouldn’t
know—"

“Naturally, I wasn’t there,” said the Head.

“We will make discreet inquiries,” said Chalky
White.

The Head shrugged his shoulders. “I dare say it
will turn up. Fortunately, there is nothing of much
value in the safe at the moment. Please, do not
broadcast this matter through the school. I feel
sure it will turn up—"

But it didn’t, and the Plum was worried. He
remembered, too, the papers Ram Cupal had given
into his safe custody!

So many strange things had happened since Ram
Cupal had come to St. Clement’s—and it was all
mixed up with things relating to the East.

And Mr. Jardine, the history master, had spent
some years in India. He had fallen foul of Ram
Cupal from the very first!

The Plum was distinctly uneasy, but he said
nothing, simply making up his mind to keep an eye
on Mr. Jardine. But that wasn’t easy, because Mr.
Jardine locked himself in his study and left it by
way of the secret passage which brought him out on
the ruined walls of Galton Grange, three miles from
the school !

Mr. Jardine was under suspicion, but he meant to
open that safe, come what may!

Ram Cupal was puzzled, for he had started the
bother by putting Hetherington, the big prefect,
into a trance, and making him fetch the diary of
General Galton from Mr. Jardine’s study. The book
was important and Ram Cupal had already learnt
much from it—especially that the general had taken
up sculpture in order to make cunning hiding-places
for the gems he had brought home from India.

And the statue of Charles the Second, by the main
door of the school, was definitely mentioned!

Ram Cupal expected Mr. Jardine to try to get the
book back—but he didn’t. He was too interested in
the papers in the safe.

So when he ought to have been at prep that even-
ing, Ram Cupal went snooping around Mr. Jardine’s
study. The door was locked!

Ram Cupal was trying the door when he heard
steps in the corridor. He went back into a dark
corner and just faded from view. It was a handy
trick of his.

The Plum came along with Chalky White. They,
too, tried the door and found it locked. Chalky
White even looked through the keyhole—an
undignified thing for a master to do. Then he
straightened, and said: “He isn’t there, sir.”

“Ah, well,” sighed the Head, “we may be barking
up the wrong tree. .After all, we're only guessing.
I dare say I'll find the safe key somewhere before
the morning!”

They passed on their way. Ram Cupal came back
into view, and he was very thoughtful. He knew
what the missing key meant. In some way the
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Plum connected Mr. Jardine with the missing key.
And that meant the papers were in danger.

Not that Ram Cupal cared very much. He had
already been over those plans carefully, and didn’t
think for a moment that the secret of the ruby’s
hiding-place was to be found there. But he had
kept the papers locked up in order to fool Mr.
Jardine!

Ram Cupal felt sure that things would happen
after dark—and, sure enough, they did!

For one thing, when the Fourth Form was sound
asleep, Ram Cupal left his bed. The strange thing
was that although he wasn’t there the bed looked
exactly as if he was!

Ram Cupal had sort of evaporated into the air.
He had gone floating out through an open window
and descended gently to the ground outside. Here
he was visible again. He wore his grey flannel bags
and blazer.

He went silently across the Quad and over by the
shrubberies where the window of the Plum’s study
looked out. He reached up, gripped the edge of the
window-sill and drew himself up until he could see
inside.

Mr. Jardine had already arrived. He was in his
pyjamas. He stood there before the safe, the key
in his hand.

Ram Cupal dropped again to the ground. Then he
floated up to the sill. He had a pocket-knife in his
hand—the blade open. He inserted the blade between
the window sashes and slipped back the catch.

He raised the lower sash. Mr. Jardine swung round
in alarm—but he was too late. Ram Cupal was in
the room, barely a couple of yards from him, look-
ing him squarely in the eyes.

Mr. Jardine just stood there, the safe key still
in his hand. Ram Cupal saw that wearing pyjamas
was only a blind. Beneath them Mr. Jardine was
fully dressed for a quick get-away.

Only he wasn’t getting away. He couldn’t move
hand or foot. He could not utter a sound. Ram
Cupal was staring into his eyes with a strange, fixed
look—the same sort of look that had sent Hether-
ington into a trance.

Ram Cupal stepped back to the window. He
whispered: “Stay there, Jardine. The police must
find you.”

Mr. Jardine gazed back at Ram Cupal, his eyes
fixed in a strange, glazed stare. But, although his
eyes were blank, his mind was active, and his
thoughts were full of panic. “Ram Cupal” he
thought. “He’s cast one of his infernal spells on
me. But how did he know that I would be here? I
must get away before the police come.”

But that was easler said than done. Try as he
might, Mr. Jardine found that he could not move a
muscle. It was like being in some horrible night-
mare, and not being able to stir hand or foot. All
the master could manage was a gentle rocking
motion backwards and forwards. Ram Cupal stood
watching him, a slight smile on his dusky features.

It was in his mind to arouse the Plum there and
then—but he heard the sound of a car -in the
distance. The car stopped. Maybe that wasn’t
unusual—and yet it struck Ram Cupal that he
ought to investigate before he did anything. He
could not forget that Mr. Jardine had had men
working for him, and surely they were not very far
away at the moment!

So he left by way of the window, gently lowering
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the open sash, and went flitting away through the
shrubberies towards the big gates.

The car was standing in dense shadow under an
overhanging bush a little way down the lane. Three
dark figures of burly men were advancing furtively
on the big gate.

One whispered: “Do we climb over?”

“Jardine should have thought of this, the fool,”
said another man. “He knew we were coming, why
didn’t he leave the gate on the latch?”

Behind the cover of the bushes, Ram Cupal smiled
quietly as he listened to their arguments. Ram
Cupal could see that the gate was locked, but he
did not want the men to go away without entering
the school. Ram Cupal looked hard at one of the
ruffians, his dark eyes glittering in the darkness.
The man shook his head and spoke and Ram Cupal
grinned in satisfaction.

“What are we standing here arguing for?” said the
man. “For all we know, Jardine has left it ajar.”

“Don’t talk rot,” said the first man. “Any fool
with half an eye can see that the gate’s locked.
Look!”

The foremost man put out his hand to grasp the
iron of the gate when it opened!

The men gasped. They could see nobody—but the
gate opened for them!

They stopped dead, gaping in superstitious awe.

“What’s it mean?” muttered one man. “It
opened——"
“Shut up your row!” hissed another. “The thing

wasn’t fastened properly—that’s all. The wind blew
a bit—what are we waiting for?”

But when the gate opened, Ram Cupal had gone
out. He was invisible again. He had gone running
down to the cross roads—to the telephone-box, and
he had phoned the police at Brookville. It hadn’t
taken him more than a few minutes,

He was soon back. He thrust the gate open and
sidled inside. He went running after the men—and
nearly bumped into them. They were in the shadows
under the trees and bushes. They were advancing
cautiously towards the school house. Their feet
made swishing noises—very softly—as they moved
through the longish grass, and reached the wall
below the window of the Plum’s study. It was simple
for them to climb up to the sill. There was a
husky whisper. “Dead easy! It ain’t latched.”

The lower sash was raised—they were in! They
saw Mr. Jardine standing there before the safe with
the key in his hand!

One man exclaimed: “It’s a double-cross!”

Mr. Jardine said not a word. He couldn’t. Neither
could he move.

“Look—he’s got the key, and all! He was going to
get them papers and make a bunk with the gems!”

‘They grabbed Mr. Jardine by the arm, but he was
still and motionless. There was a glassy look in
his eyes.

“What’s happened to him?”
“Take the key!”

One man tried, but Mr. Jardine’s fingers were tight
round that key. And even while they tried they
gelard a car coming at a terrific speed along the

rive.

And things happened. Ram Cupal had run for the
school house door. He had heard that car coming.
He was chuckling with glee. He reached the Little
Hall where the rope of the alarm-bell hung. He
began to pull it.

asked one man.



The bell jangled, arousing all the echoes in the old
school house. Masters and boys came running from
their bedrooms and dormitories, tearing down the
stairs, two at a time, to the Little Hall.

Chalky gaped at the bell-rope. He could see where
hands grasped the rope. Below the rope was loose.
But he could not see anybody there.

Tom Tuffen realised the truth. He cried: “It's
Ram Cupal! What’s happening, Ram?”
The voice of Ram Cupal sounded. He said:

“Quick, go to the study of the Head.”

Chalky led the charge to the Head’s study.

But the police had arrived. They had seen that
open window, and naturally made a bee-line for it.
The crooks heard them and saw them. That way of
escape was barred. They turned to the door,
whipped it open, and came dashing out into the Big
Hall and down the corridor to the big main doors.

Chalky White and the boys saw them, and a great
cry went up.

“There they go! After them, boys!”

The row was terrific—an untold number of boys
clumping down the stairs, leaping and vaulting over
banisters—giving chase like a pack of hounds after
foxes.

The three crooks just fled. They came to the big
doors. Ram Cupal had entered that way and left
them ajar. The men were through and were run-
ning desperately down the broad steps.

Tom Tuffen, Bill Drake and Dick Loring led the
charge through the doors, closely followed by Paddy

O'Toole, Jimmy Topper and Jack Lee. The rest of
the Fourth were there behind them.
Tom gave a flying leap down the steps. He landed

squarely on the back of one of the crooks. They
were locked together in a fighting embrace, stagger-
ing sideways across the steps to crash against the
statute of King Charles the Second.

Dick Loring downed another man. Jimmy Topper
and Bill Drake got the third. The police were
galloping round the corner of the school house—and
they yelled a warning. “Look out! The statue!”

The thing toppled wildly to and fro, Chalky White
rushed down the steps, hoping to grab hold of the
thing and steady it. But he was too late.

It fell with a crash and smashed on the asphalt.
The head broke away and went rolling for several
yards. Something rolled from it—something that
glowed with an eerie, red light!

Everybody stopped, staring at it. Then it was
picked up—and held on the palm of somebody’s hand
—somebody who could not be seen.

Tom Tuffen exclaimed: “For crying out
Ram—let’s take a look at you!”

Ram Cupal was suddenly standing there with the
big ruby in his hand. “The Star of Amnurpal,” he
said. “My quest is ended!”

The Plum appeared on the top of the steps. He
said: “Ram Cupal, we want to move Mr. Jardine
away from the safe in my study.”

Ram Cupal laughed and made a strange pass with
one hand in front of his face. “Sir,” he said,
“Jardine has come to life again.”

It was true. The police were there, and he was
soon handcuffed.

Ram Cupal entered the study. He said: “His
name is not really Jardine. It is Forster—Simon
Forster. He is wanted in my country for smuggling
and other illegal practices. There is a warrant out
for his arrest.”

KO

loud,

The statue smashed to pieces—and out rolled the
glittering red ruby !

Jardine glared at Ram Cupal with hate in his
eyes. “If it hadn't been for you, I would have got
clean away.”

Jardine and his burglars were taken away. The
big ruby was locked up in the safe, and the Plum
took charge of the key.

“Well,” said the Plum, clearing his throat im-
portantly. “I am very glad this unfortunate episode
has_ been cleared up. And I believe it was due
entirely to you, Ram Cupal. On behalf of the board
of this school, I should like to thank you.”

Ram Cupal bowed gravely. “I am glad that I
have been of service, sir,” he said. “But I am afraid
that you will have to get a new statue.”

“And a new history master!” shouted someone,
and there was a roar of laughter.

“Enough!” cried the Plum. “Back to bed at once,
everyone. Masters, please take charge.”

The boys were sent back to bed, and the
Topperites were rather sorry the excitement was all
over.

Tom Tuffen settled himself back in bed with his
hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling.
“Well, this has been the end of a perfect day,” he
declared. “Crooks, missing rubies and a good fight
in the middle of the night.”

‘“Hear, hear!” said Dick Loring. “From now on,
things will seem as dull as ditch water.”

“I suppose you will leave us now, Ram,” said
Jack Lee.

But Ram Cupal laughed and shook his head
“The Star of Amnurpal will go back to my country.
I stay here until my education is finished.”

The Fourth Formers went wild. “Hurrah! Good

old Ram! Three cheers for the Fakir of the
Fourth!”

Then the voice of Chalky White sounded from
the door. “Quiet, now! All of you. And—Ram

Cupal—no more Eastern magic—please!”
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LEAVING THEIR SHIP IN ORBIT ROUND THE
MOON. THE CAPTAIN SOON HOMES ON THE
FOUR OBJECTS IN SPACE , . . .

TELEVIEWERS BY JUPITER/
ON/ EARTHMAN, i OXVGEN BOTTLES
DO YOU RECOGNISE 4 THEY'RE F.
THESE OBJECTS ? ! 80 BAND

S22 ONE OF THEM

HAD A BRAINWAVE [

AS THE SHIP BLASTS OFF, AT LAST DAD KNOWY
HE IS INON THE TRACK OF BOB ANDJOEY,
THE OXVGEN BOTTLES HURTLE ONWARDS
UNDISTURBED, UNTIL THEY CRASH ON THE
FACE OF THE MOON LIKE METEORITES . ..

THE SIGN OF
AN EXPERIENCED
SPACE TRAVELLER
EARTHMAN 7 ORIGINALLY,
MY PEODLE CAME
FROM YOUR NATIVE
LANDS




THAT’S RIGHT, THEY

Y CAME FROM THE AN THEY
ANCIENT CIVILISATION

OF ATLANTIS. WE CAN

NEVER UNDERSTAND

WHY EARTH SCIENTISTS

DO NOT BELIEVE THAT

THERE WAS SU

A CIVILISATION /

PRECISELY SIRE/
THE ATLANTIANS NOW
FLOURISH ON A DISTANT
- PLANET IN ANOTHER
GALAXY, VERY MUCH LIKE EARTH/

BUT BEING EARTHMEN
AT HEART, WE STILL F&L
THE LURE OF ADVENTURE/ /||

SHIP IS AT REST, AND

wow./ Y
THIS IS GOING TO %&%ggyﬁaﬁggpf
MAKE HEADLINE
NEWS BACK
HOME!

YOU HAVE NOT WHAT IS WQONG

7 iN YOUR AMAZEMENT)J WHAT.” GOOD GRIEF|
‘ REALISED THAT THE WITH M

) A SLIGHT CASE
OF SURPRISE,
THAT'SALL/

I DON'T THINK YOU
NEED HAVE ANY MORE
CONCERN ABOUT OUR
SHIPS NO

BOB ANDJOEY ARE HELPED /N IT WAS A JUST ONE NOW DON'T
8y AN OBUG/NG CREWMAN. . GREAT IDEA| OF JOEY’S, o\ BE MODEST
oB s DAD/ BoB’s

VA

goss

JOEVZ )~

|8

=

AFTER DAD HAS TOLD BOB ANDJOEY THE AMAZING
STORY OF THE ATLANT AN CAPTAIN, THE FAMILY ARE
PILOTED BA Ck'TODAD'S SHIP, ANDTHEY ARE HOMEWARD

$ FAREWELL
GOODBYE FRIENDS, EARTHMEN, UNTIL
AND MANY THANKSZ/ WE MEET AGAIN!

SO YOU FOUND (1
THE oxveEN BOTTLES DAD /




A BIKE ON WHEELS IS WORTH A WELL-OILED ONE IN PIECES! |

(HAVE YOU CHECKED OVER |
P\)RTY YOUR MACHINE,SPORTY 2 Jx
/,
by g "",
Reg Weilzp AN

T IS BEITER
10 BE SAFE
THAN SORRY

{ BIKE (S OK.
4 svoney

HAVE YOU TIGHTENED
ALL NUTS AND BOLTS ?

YOUR TYRES FOR THE
CORRECT AMOUNT OF

HAVE YOU USED THE OIL)
[ CAN LATELY ? @




YOUR BIKE WILL FALL TO PIECES

(F YOU DONT (OOK AFTER (T,MY LAD |,
n) L WOULDNT RIDE ON T [F YOU PALD
+ "\ ME! ITS UNSAFE ! .

.

YOU SEE HOW EASILY
[ LEAVE YOU BEHIND
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MY OLD BIKE (S

AN AN QUITE SAFE!
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EEJ ITS NOT VERY SAFE, )( DONT BOTHER, LAD! %
I'M COMING DOWN( THE CARPET WILL DO
= THAT FOR YOu "_f’
k’\
-
{ N Q

YOUR MA BUY MAGIC CARPET 2

OUR VEREE CHEAR,_VEREE NICE, VEREE
M,

ERNIE

WAIT! | SHOW YOU SOME MAGIC! LOOK
I TURN HIM_INTO A STAIR CARPET
FOR YOU TO WALK UP!

And when he went, Our Ernie saw Ma’s out just now, so go away.
A funny man, who said he had
A magic carpet from Bagdad !

MRS.
ENTWHISTLE'S -
LITTLE o
There came a knock upon the door, “ No thanks,” said Ernie. Not today !

But when he tried the door to slam,
The pedlar’s foot its way did jam.

~{ GOOD TRICK ,EH -
SAVE YOU WALKING
DOWN.!

The salesman made our Ernie stare
As magic carpet stood like stair.
Though as he climbed it, Ernie found,
He'd feel much safer on the ground.

The pedlar grinned and gave a wiggle,
Producing lots more magic jiggle.
The rug obeyed his waving paw,
Dumping Ernie on the floor !

DONT_ BOTHER TO FLY UP
I'LL TEACH IN THE AIR LAD! THE CARPET
You To PLAY WILL DO THAT FOR YOU TOO!
TRICKS ON
7

S g =
DON'T WEAR HIS
ECARPET OuT, LADY

© )
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All this made Ernie very wild,

He turned into a crosspatch child.
But pedlar-man was very quick
To demonstrate another trick !

SEE WHAT |

IT MUST BE
THE MOFFS THAT
KEEP IT UP/

Up to the sky the carpet flew,

And, on it, Ernie went up, too !

*“By gum,”” he gasped. ‘‘| feel a goop !’
And then the carpet looped the loop !



Straight downwards little Ernie shot,
Right towards the chimney-pot.

Next moment down the flue he flew,
And soppy carpet went down, too !

EEK] 'VE HAD
ENOUGH OF THIS!
I'M GOING TO GET
RiD_OF HIM AND
HIS CARPET!

DON'T_BOTHER TO SHAKE
THE CARPET,LAD/ ITLL

Little Ernie’s sooty face

Was to come out through the grate,
And there to find that Eastern gent
With laughter almost double-bent !

MAGIC CARPET
WRAP YOUR

MASTER UP
IN YOURSELF/

Next came a bit of magic, which

Caused carpet then to shake and twitch,
And as its sootiness grew less,

The house got in a shocking mess !

Now Hop IT THE ) EEK! WHAT

PAIR OF You!

{ HULLO,MA/

By this time Ernie got real tough,

And thought he’d try the magic stuff.
At his command, the carpet went

And wrapped around the Eastern gent.

CANT AFFORD ANY TEA, LAD/!
WEVE JUST SPENT ALL OUR
), MONEY ON THIS LOVELY

WHAT§ Fo
TEA:
EASTERN CARPET/

This was indeed a clever trick,
Which Ernie followed with a kick.
So carpet and the Eastern guy
Right into the street did fly !

KO

His dear old mum —with what she’d bought.
The Carpet ? Yes—just what you thought !
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(“AFrERNOON, MISTER! My NawES
MIKE AND T LIVE OPPOSITE
AND_IVE COME TO ym
HELP You,
MOVE IN.
~

NS R

SOME NEW -FEOPLE
ARE MOVING IN
OVER THE ROAD,

DO You WANT THIS ROLL OF GOSH, YOUYE BROUGHT YOUR OWN
LINO TAKEN IN? y g SOt B e NEXT/
o

W! LooK OUT! — TVE
Box




a detective! Can

| Y | |
TINKERS Tec TEASERS

Tinker presents another small mystery-problem to test your skill at being
ou solve this case?

o

Inspector Coutts managed it

without difficulty. You’ll find the answer at the end, if you get beaten !

The £1,000 Ring
VEN busy inspectors sometimes have to take
E a holiday and Inspector Coutts felt that all
the bustle and excitement of Scotland Yard
was well away from him, as he strolled along the
front at a South Coast seaside resort.

But he made a mistake in deciding to go along
to the local police-station for a chat with a
detective-inspector friend.

They enjoyed seeing each other and chatted
for about an hour or so, until the phone rang.
The local detective-inspector answered it, and
after ashort conversation, he replaced the receiver.

** That was from a big jeweller’s in town,”” he
said. ‘‘ He reports the loss of a thousand-pound
diamond ring !’

““Phew !’ Coutts was instantly on the alert.
** D’you mind if | come along ?

“I'd be pleased,” his friend nodded.

They set off together, and at the jeweller’s
shop they soon heard all the story.

‘“ The missing diamond ring was in a tray being
shown to a woman customer,”’ the jeweller told
them. ‘‘She didn’t like any in that tray, so
another selection was brought to her, and she
bought one of them. It was only after she had
gone that we noticed that the £1,000 ring was
missing !’

‘* And you naturally suspect her of stealing it,”
Coutts murmured, ‘‘But that isn’t proof.
Would you know the woman again ?

The jeweller pointed to one of the assistants.

‘* That young man thinks he recognised her as
being a visitor staying at the Grand Hotel,” he
said. “‘ But he’s not absolutely certain !’

““1 think we’ll check up on that,” suggested
Coutts to his inspector chum, who nodded.

Soon afterwards they reached the hotel and
were directed to the suspected woman’s room.
There they were admitted by another woman,
who said she was the suspect’s mother.

“I'm afraid Moira is out swimming at the
moment,” she said. ‘“‘ But she’ll be back soon.
Will you wait 2’

They sat down and ten minutes later, Moira
came in. She was swinging a wet bathing costume
and towel and seemed quite carefree, until In-
spector Coutts explained the nature of their visit.

‘* But that’s absurd ! ”’ she exclaimed. ‘‘ How
could | have robbed that shop ? I've been sun-
bathing and swimming all the morning. Besides,
I have quite enough rings already—I wouldn’t
want to steal one ! "’

Coutts nodded. It certainly seemed odd that a
smartly-dressed girl like Moira could be a jewel
thief. She appeared to have plenty of money to
spend on herself, for her golden hair was beauti-
fully waved and her fair skin had not a single
blemish—which was only possible by expensive
beauty treatment.

‘“Perhaps the jeweller’s assistant made a
mistake,”” he said. ‘‘How long were you sun-
bathing on the beach ?

‘* At least two hours,’” Moira answered. ** And
before that I'd been swimming. | had another
dip just before | came home, as you can see by
my wet swim-suit.”’

‘““Yes, | noticed that,”” Coutts said, *‘ but your
story’s false, and | shall have to arrest you!”’

Why did Coutts arrest her ?
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WHEN SYDNEY GIVES THE PHONE A KICK—HE ISN'T ACTING!

Ting,\. 1
NG Voig wo

| \‘:§Tl&k

[ SAY SYDNEY,THE SECRETARY OF
THE FOOTBALL LEAGUE WANTS TO
KNOW [F YOU WILL KINDLY ASSIST
AT THEIR ANNUAL CONCERT ?

HIM WHAT HE WOULD
LIKE SPORTY. J =]

(THIS (S A GREAT HONOUR ! ALL
775 150RTS OF BIG STAGE

AND RADIO STARS
APPEAR AT THE
LEAGUE CONCERTS

[ MIGHT GIVE A COUPLE
OF SONGS OR SOME OF-)




| USED TO DO A BIT OF TAP
DANCING. IT MIGHT GO RATHER

=OR [ MIGHT DO A BANJO
SOLO IF [ HAD A

.......

WELL, WHAT DOE5 HE
WANT ME TO DO ?,

VERY KIND (F YOU
WIiLL LEND A HAND
[N THE CLOAK ROOM)




The Famous Detective

SEXTON BLAKE

in the Case of
THE NIGHT SMUGGLER!

Sometimes odd things happen which
cannot be explained. At times no one
bothers to start to find an explanation,
with the result that an item of great
interest is often missed. This was not
the case with Professor Brand, a man who
liked to know the answers for everything
that happened. One day at his home
on the coast, he was greatly puzzled by
three odd events. . .

PROFESSOR_BRAND, THE FAMOUS GEOLOGIST,
SENT FOR SEXTON BLAKE .

FOR You
A | HAVE LOST THREE

MR BLAKE, | SENT
BECAUSE

YOu MUST
BE JOKING,

EARTHQUAKES . PROFESSOR. /

THE PROFESSOR SHOWED THEM HIS
EARTHQUAKE RECORDER .

“THREE TIMES DURING THE LAST FEW

DISTINCT EARTH TREMORS, YET NOBODY
ELSE IN ENGLAND HAS RECORDED THEM.
1716 A COMPLETE

MYSTERY, MR BLAKE .

MONTHS MY SEISMOGRAPH HAS RECORDED

BUT IT 1S ~
SCARCELY
JOBTOFIN
EARTHQUAKES,
PROFESSOR /

My
D LOST

EXACTLY, \ =

MYSTERIOUSLY
SBrAKEN THREE

SEXTON BLAKE AND TINKER WALKED
BACK TO THE/R HOTEL , FOLLOWING *
THE CLIFF PATH .

THREE LOST

EARTHQUAKES /

THE OLD JOSSER,
18 POTTY

YOU'RE JUMPING TO
CONCLUSIONS, TINKER +
'S GO DOWN AND

MAY WE
HIRE YOUR BOAT
FOR A SHORT
ROW 7




WHAT HAVE
WE COME OUT
HERE FOR,

Guv'NOR, 7

FIRST~~TO
EXAMINE THESE
LOBSTER-POTS «

) : 981
R\ 8
N

/ / >

LUMPS OF CORK,
FIXED UNDERNEATH ~~
THESE POTS WOULD
FLOAT. THEV'D BE
USELESS FOR CATCHING

LOBSTERS

NOW-~~LETS
60 AND EXPLORE

THAT CAVE,
TINKER /

WE MUST
E RIGHT UNDER
HE PROFESSOR'S
HOUSE /




Wy

7 )
7

V. //ﬁ;//’///// / SOMETHING

7 7
W, 2591, UAS HIT THAT
1 / 7 7 WALL OF CLAY
Y. %7, __THREE MIGHTY
/4 V) THOMPS,

\ ’
N\ TINKER /

2\
y

",

_QT/-/ATE VENING, IN THEIR HOTEL , BLAKE CONSULTED
A TIVE-TABLE .

“THE “THREE ‘EARTHQUAKES’ EACH

OCCURRED AT ONE A.M. WHEN THE
TIDE WAS HIGH AND THERE WAS

BRIGHT MOONLIGHT, THOSE
CONDITIONS WILL OCCUR,
AGAIN TONIGHT 7 AND You

Z EXPECT ANOTHER

EARTHQUAKE

OUVNOR 7

THE FISHERMAN RETURNED TO HIS BEACH,
;14”9 E/L;U(E ROWED TOWARDS THE CAVE
0U7?

FLOATING
LOBSTER-POTS .

~~ WITH
LIGHTS IN/EM

GUYNOR.

2

7

D,

1 DON'T WANT
ﬂlM/TO KNOw

IN A BOAT HIRED FROM THE HOTEL THEY ARE
OFF THE CLIFF AGAIN ABOUT MIDNIGHT. &

175 THE

L
LOBSTER-POT
MAN. WHAT'S

HE DOING
WITH THOSE

LIGHTS 7

SEXTON BLAKE MOVED THE FLOATING =
. LOBSTERPOTS TO A NEW POSITION. =




ANY MINUTE,
Now /

THERE'S A
SHIP OUT THERE
= | WIT| 73 (TS v~

HOUT LIGHTS
SOMETHING'S HAPPENING,
GUVNOR /

| THE LEAPING TORPEPO CRASHED INTO
7/-/5 FISHERMAN'S SHACK «

= (75 DZIMMV HEAD WAS PACKED W/T/‘/ SMUGGLED 6002s
ORTH THOUSANDS OF POUNDS. z

A CLEVEK SMUGGLING RACKET,
INSPECTOR.. A FOREIGN VESSEL
FIRED DUMMY TORPEDOES AT THE

LOBSTER~POT LIGHTS, AND THE

FROM THE CAVE. ‘THE SOFT CLAY
WALL OF THE CAVE BROKE
THE SHOCK

BUT IT
g/ sHocKED’
=B THE OLp ProFs
EARTHQUAKE
RECORDER, /

LATER
= TOEPEDO F//e//vc SHIP
WAS ALSO CAPTURED.
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SPORTY ASKS A SIMPLE QUESTION AND GETS A VERY STORMY ANSWER!

SST1 Auways ensoy my )|
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i 5
HOPE-SNIFF-YOU
ENJOY-SNIFF-SNIFF-K FOOTBALL, ‘
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_ THE RUNAWAY ORPHANS.

Plucky young Tod and Annie are dodging Silas Snggms. and are around the
Yorkshire moors. Something in the sky attracts Tod’s attention, and he
spots a swooping kawk pouncing upon another bird !

— ey o =
GOSH, LOOK AT THAT HAWK |
ANNIEL TS DIVING DOWN e
TO ATTACK THAT BIRD

THEY/RE COMING THIS
WAY ! TMIGHT BE ABLE
TO SCARE IT OFF/

)y SANT WE DO
SOMETHING TO
STOP IT,T0D ¢

THE HAWK fllE&' OFF AND
ANNIE QUICKLY CATCHES
UP.ITS EXHAUSTED YICTIM

IT5 A PIGEON.TOD
HE n::oz—mme
S WORN Ol
¥\/ T 5 GOT ARING
ON ITS EEG, ANNIE
PN
ol
), P
y N~ )
A ";(
4 A X

—d

. h(l

,/N\\‘(ﬂ 53
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TOD AND ANNIE TOLD: THE KINDLY JOE JND

HE //wtrEa THEM 70 STAY WITH. 5/
THE DAY

TELL THEE WHAT, YOU CAN
AKE SOME OF MY YOUNG
BIRDS UP ONTHE MOOR.
D RELEASE THEM. BY THAT
TIME THE MisoUs WILL
HAVE FEED

READY
NEE OLD STIGGINS
WILL NOT FIND THEE UP

TS

i L
{)/w’w.k ’,/ / | j“
MM v\x( «ﬂ

L .‘ \la&:\\\ (M ,/\/ L ygllw'y




BUT ALTHOUGH THE CRAFTY -OLD MAN QUICK, ANNIE.. AH (6ASP) GOT YOU
1S NOT SEEN THE ORPHANS 25,47/2 HIM HELP ME opeN (PUFF)Tm IES GA5P)

WHAT'S THAT SNORTING
. SOUND ANNIES

THIS

WITH A HEAVY BUMP STIGGINS
LANDE iIN A CLUMP OF GORSE
2 BUSHES. :BELOW.s+-

HAW: HAW ! FANCY M
MOMING PIGEONS
SCARING OFF AN OLD

VULTUEE UKE HM




COO! THERE'S A
DAMSESL IN DISTQESS ’

I'M PLAYING KmGH‘rs IN SHINING
ARMOUR AND YOU'|

DRAGON, CHARLIE'
LETS DO BACKLE!

OUR
ERNIE

MRS. :
ENTWHISTLE'S
LITTLE - -m/J/ )
°v, SWIDEB ME
LAD! i
- ﬁm’«é’
Our Lad, who felt so full of fight, His gallant heart fair thumped with joy,
Thought he’d like to be a knight. When he saw a girl and boy.
So dressed in things that made a rattle, ‘‘ A damsel in distress !  cried Lad.
Off he set to do great battle. ‘““ But I'll soon deal with that there cad ! ™

DON'T wosznv M:ss
HERE | COM
YOuRr RESCUE. No

So waving wooden sword in air, The fat lad qutckly did a bunk,

He went to rescue damsel fair. But all was not as Ernie thunk !

And didn’t he look really tough—— The girl was mad because her brother
Doing all this Knight-work stuff ! Wouldn’t go back home to mother !

™ ] A =
gor 2‘3{%*3525" HERE'S THE KIDS BALLY
ILL GO AN | WONDER WHERE

2. THE FIERY OLD DRAGON

!
GET THEIR BA”- 1S LURKING, CHARLIE2

So Ernie went upon his way, The ball had gone into the garden

And found a pair of kids at play, Of a certain Maggie Hardun.
Who seemed to be in nasty scare. She was a dragon, and no error,
To get ball back they didn’t dare ! A proper spiteful Wigan terror !
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==
———7 BAn! I'LL TEACH You To CALL Ji
ME A FIERY OLD DRAGON .
GET OUT OF MY GARDEN
YOuU LITTLE PESTJ

—_
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She clouted Ernie with her broom——
It sounded like the crack of doom
And drove his helmet down so tight,

That day was quickly turned to night !

Now one of Freddy’s artful tricks
Was pinching people’s sherbet licks.
But to the rescue Ernie roared,
Prodding bully with his sword !

W

GIVE ME A LICK OF
YOUR SHERBET OR
LL PELT YOoU wiv
MY PEASHOOTERS

MUM, ERNIE 00! FANKS,
| ENTWHISTLE ERNIE) YOU
HURT MY =8 MAY HAVE A
HAND! ' COUPLE OF
R00,HOO), LICKS OF MY |
SHERBET FOK |

SAVING ME, ‘
. o}

Then Ernie’s little rescued miss
Gave Lad a real wet sloppy Kkiss,
Which made his hair stand up so straight,
It shot the helmet off his pate !

| ADVISE
You TO

RAISE YOUR
VISOR,LAD,

i _

Shut off from sight of light or sun,
Ernie thought he’d better run,
And came around the alley fence
Towards a lad named Freddy Spence.

e

s ——

e

PRODDER WOULD YOu,
ERNIE ENTWHISTLE ?

i

L] ll-.-.dh* "J

Fred turned round with angry sniff,
And clouted Ernie such a biff !

He didn’t see that hat of steel
He found it by his sense of feel !

EE: DONT BE SOFT, LAD/
WE'VE GOT COCONUT KISSES
FOR TEAJ

HULLO, MAL
I'M ALL OF A
TISSWASYS | DONT

THINK | WANT |

And feeling dreamy-like and dizzy,
In a proper woozy tizzy,

Lad went home, and strange to say,
He didn’t eat his tea that day !
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Australian aborigine weaves a screen
of bark and rushes, propped on poles.

Du(ch boat and™
family on Dutch

L
e

Wi

f

anal barge on British / e S g | V ﬂ ‘K‘(.
Union Canal. Vo 2 5 " / 2 l R\

e S

Fisherman's cottage with thatched roof
and Cornish granite walls.

Egyp(ian brick house. The flatness
of the roof indicates the lack of rain
in Egypt.

v | &
=
H imalayan homes, built on the slopes
of the world’s highest mountains.

Igloo, the warm winter quarters
of the Eskimo.

Log cabin, made with roughly- M
~ K hewn logs and wooden-slatted exican adobe house. They are
affir kraal. roof. built in terraces.



ew Guinea house, built on a fake,
well out of the reach of wild animals.

Rock shelter—the earliest known
man’s dwelling.

-rree dwelling
in New Guinea.
Theyare reached
by long ladders, &

Ugan‘cia houses are built
roof first, and then lifted
on supporting poles.

",

Venetian homes, built on
waterways.
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