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On buses Scampy loves to ride— So he was pleased when Sonny said . They leaped aboard, chock full of glee,
On top, that is, but not inside. : They would not walk, but ride instead. Bound for the top, as you can see.

But this, alas, was quite in vain—
Conductor threw Scamp off again!

HEY! SCAMP! HoP
ON WHEN HE'S NoT
LOOKING /

Poor Scamp sat feeling very glum,
When Sonny called to h_lm to come.

Then, as conductor tned his back,

He leaped aboard, and up the stairs, Our Scamp was flowing o’er with joy,
Scamp scampered on the bus’s track.

As the conductor took his fares. To think he’d rejoined Sonny-boy!

CRUMBS ! HERE's THE CONDUCTOR !
UNDER THE SEAT, QUICK !

NEXT TIME You
COME ON MY
B0S, REMEMBER~

HA! HA! AND Scame
DOESN'T LIKE You !
s

l

AWAY YOU GO PUP - WE GET OFF HERE !

c « / ) A R,
Conductor came, then toute-de-suite, And so our Scamp sprang into sight, So off the bus skipped Scamp and Sonny,
Scamp had to hide beneath the seat! And gave conductor such a fright! Conductor thought it wasn’t funny!
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STRANDED
“y JKE me to steer, Smith?’ asked
Bunter. -
“No'”

::Well,,give a chap a lift in the boat!”
. ““‘Beast!” hooted Billy Bunter, -

At which Herbert Vernon-Smith grinned
and Tom Redwing laughed and they
pushed off their boat from the school raft.

Billy Bunter stood gazing after them
through his big spectacles with a frowning
fat brow. Bunter was peeved.

It was a golden October afternoon.
There was bright sunshine on the Sark. It
was like a summer’s day. There was a
lunch-basket in Smithy’s boat. ©bviously
there was going to be a picnic and Bunter
knew what Smithy’s lavish spreads were
like. But with a ruthless disregard of Billy
Bunter’s desire to share in any fellow’s
spread, Smithy and Redwing pushed off,
leaving the fat Owl of the Remove blinking
after them in a state of great annoyance.

I jolly well know where you’re going,
Smithy!”’ hooted Bunter. ‘*You’re going up
to Popper’s Island and you jolly well know
it’s out of bounds. I jolly well hope that a
prefggt will jolly well drop on you, so

‘““Hold on a minute, Reddy,” said
Vernon-Smith. ‘‘Here, Bunter.”

*“Oh!” Billy Bunter’s frown changed at
once into a cheery grin. *“‘I’ll come with
pleasure, old chap!”’

Bunter rolled to the edge of the raft. As
he arrived there the Bounder brought
down his oar on the water with a mighty
smack.

*“Yaroooh!” yelled Bunter as water
drenched over him. ‘“Why, you beast—
wow! I’m all wei—wow! Yurrroooogh!*’

‘“Hah, ha, ha!”

The Bounder, laughing, pushed off

ain. A splashed and damp, fat Owl -

a
blinked after him through wet spectacles
and shook a fat fist.

“Dash it all, Smithy, that’s rather
thick,” said Redwing. ‘‘You’ve drenched
that fat duffer——"’ ;

“‘He shouldn’t ask for it,” said the
Bounder. ‘‘Quelch is in the boat-house and
he must have heard him yowling. We can’t
land on Popper’s Island now—it would
mean a row with our beak. We shall have
to pull on and find somewhere else.”
~ A wrathful and disgruntled fat Owl
rolled away, almost tempted to let Quelch

- know that the Bounder was going out of
school bounds. It did not occur to Bunter’s
fat brain that he had already done so. He
did not even see Mr. Quelch looking out
of the boat-house as he rolled away.

The Remove master was frowning. He
stood for some time gazing up the river,
with that frown on his brow. Then as
Wingate of the Sixth came down to the
boat-house he called to him.

““Wingate! 1 have reason to believe that
boys of my form are going out of bounds
on the island up the river,” said Mr.
Quelch. *‘You are aware, Wingate, that
Sir Hilton Popper has several times com-

lained to the Head, of Greyfriars’ boys
anding on his island and that it is strictly
out of bounds for that reason. As you are
going up the river you might look in at
Popper’s Island and ascertain whether any
Remove boys are there.” ;
¢‘Certainly, sir >’ answered the prefect.

“Thank you, Wingate.”

And Mr. Quelch walked back to the
House, satisfied that any trespassers on Sir

BUNTER’S

REVENGE!

A Rollicking Story of the Chums of Greyfriars

By FRANK

Hilton Popper’s island would be duly
reported to him.

ILLY BUNTER loafed on the tow-

path with his fat hands in his pockets
and a deep frown on his plump brow. It
was a half-holiday and a glorious after-
noon and most Greyfriars’ fellows were
enjoying life. But the fat Owl of the
Remove looked as if he found life a
delusion and a snare.

It was, in fact, rotten all round. Bunter
had been disappointed about a postal order
—not for the first time. He was in the
hapless state known as “‘stony”. In the
dismal circumstances, it would have suited
the fat Owl admirably to have attached
himself to the picnickers. Instead of which,
the Bounder had splashed him from head
to foot and left him blinking. Now, while
Billy Bunter had not so much as a bullseye
to give him comfort, those beasts were
picnicking and enjoying a lavish spread—
merely thinking of which made Bunter’s
mouth water. Out of bounds, too, on
Popper’s Island, as Bunter jolly well knew!

He could picture them, under the shade
of the big oak in the middle of the island,
out of sight from the banks, with that
basket open, their boat tied up under the
willows. So deeply peeved was Bunter that
he even thought of getting a boat out,
pulling up to the island, and cutting the
gamter of Smithy’s boat and letting it

oat away, stranding him there, which, in
Bunter’s opinion, he richly deserved. But
the fat Owl was too lazy even for that!

_ ““Beasts!”’ said Bunter for the umpteenth
time.

‘LHi !!! 5

That call from behind him made the fat
Owl blink round. He jumped out of the
way of a barge horse.

The fat junior snorted with annoyance
and stood out of the way to let the horse.
with a barge boy on its back, pass. He
blinked at the big heavly craft as it slowly
surged by at the end of the tow-rope and
at the bargee on the deck. A sudden
thought flashed into Bunter’s fat brain,

‘“Hi! 1 say, will you give me a lift?"’ he
squeaked.

The bargee looked round and nodded.

RICHARDS

‘‘Joomp on,” he answered.

He tooled the barge closer in to the
bank and Bunter jumped on. The barge
rolled on up the river. Billy Bunter gave
the bargee an affable grin. He was feeling
quite bucked. :

‘“You see, some friends of mine are on
the island farther up,”’ he explained. **1 was
—was left behind. I want to jump off at the
island.”

““‘Roight!”’ said the bargee.

The barge rolled slowly on. It was slow
but sure. Ten minutes later the little
wooded island in the river was in sight.
Billy Bunter kept his eyes and his spectacles
on it. As he drew nearer he could make out
a boat tied up at the little landing-place
under the willows. He chuckled. They were
there, the beasts—picknicking out of sight,
and their boat, unwatched and unguarded,
was at Bunter’s mercy. Smithy was going
to be sorry that he had splashed Bunter—
when he found himself stranded on
Popper’s Island!

The barge rolled into the channel
between the island and the bank. The
good-natured bargee steered it close to the
island and it was an easy jump ashore even
for Bunter. Onward rolled the barge, dis-
appearing up the river in the direction of
Courtfield, leaving Bunter on Popper’s
Island.

But he did not intend to linger there.
A minute later he was in the boat, and the

ainter, tied to a willow branch, was cast
oose. Bunter picked up an oar and pushed
off. Bunter could not have pulled a boat up
the river to save his fat life, but he could sit
in one floating down the current. And he
sat in the captured boat and floated away
happily.

INGATE of the Sixth jumped. He
could hardly believe his eyes.

The Greyfriars’ captain had pulled up
to Popper’s Island as desired by Mr.
Quelch. He had tied up his boat, landed,
and penetrated the thick wood that
covered the island to ascertain whether
trespassers from Greyfriars were there. He
was relieved to find none. It took him some
little time to make sure but he did make
sure, and then he walked back through the
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trees and bushes to the landing-place for his
boat. The boat was gone!

He was sure that he had tied the painter
safely. But the boat was gone, and in
rather a worried frame of mind he scanned
the river in search of a sign of it. It was no
joke to be stranded on Popper’s Island,
waiting and hoping for a chance passer-by
in a boat to take him off. He scanned the
sunny surface of the Sark—and it was then
that he jumped.

He could scarcely credit his eyes when
they: fell on a fat figure, already in the
distance, floating away in his boat.

‘‘Bunter!”’ gasped Wingate. ‘‘My boat—

Bunter! Good gad! Why, the cheeky
young villain!”
- It was almost incredible! Bunter, a
grubby fag in the Remove, had had the
nerve to take away his boat, leaving him,
Wingate of the Sixth Form, prefect and
captain of the school, stranded on the
island! There was his boat, already dis-
appearing—there was the fattest figure at
Greyfriars School sprawling in it, a big
pair of spectacles flashing back the rays of
sun! Wingate roared:

“‘Bunter! You young rascal! Bring back

my boat! Do you hear?”

But Billy Bunter was already out of
hearing. Billy Bunter floated happily on
and the captain of Greyfriars, with feelings
too deep for words, watched his boat
disappear down the river.

“T SAY, you fellows!”
““Hallo, hallo, hallo!”’

“‘Seen Smithy?”’

*“No! He doesn’t seem to be in yet.”

‘‘He, he, he!”

Harry Wharton and Co. looked at Billy
Bunter. Why that answer caused him to
explode into chuckles, almost like a
Chinese cracker, they did not know.

““What’s the jolly old joke?” asked Bob
Cherry, mystified. ‘“‘Smithy will be in in
time for calling-over if you want him.”

Bunter chuckled again. In fact, he fairly
gurgled with mirth. It was quite mystifying.

‘‘He, he, he! I say you fellows, I fancy
Smithy will be late! He, he, he! Very late,
I fancy! He, he, he!”” And Bunter chortled
explosively. *‘I say, I fancy he may not be
in for prep—perhaps not for dorm! He,
he, he! I say, fancy Smithy coming home
with the milk in the morning! He, he, he!”

¢'1 heard that Smithy and Redwing were
going up to Popper’s Island, before we
went out,” said Johnny Bull. “They’ll be
back all right.”’

““He. he, he!” Bunter almost wept with
merriment. ‘“Think so? That's all you
know, Bull! He, he, he!”’

““Anything likely to keep them out?”
asked Harry Wharton.

““That’s felling!”’ gurgled Bunter. ‘‘He,
he, he! I say, you fellows, how long is it to
roll?”’

““Ten minutes,” answered Bob.

‘“‘He, he, he! I fancy Smithy won’t be in!
I rather think he won’t answer to his name

~ when Quelch calls it cut! He, he, he! Not

that I know anything about it, of course,”
added Bunter cautiously. ‘“Don’t you

. fellows get telling Smithy I know anything

about it! I don’t want that bad-tempered
beast on my track. If he’s lost his boat it
wasn’t my fault, of course.”

““Lost his boat!’’ exclaimed the Famous
Five all together.

They were in the Rag waiting for the bell
for cailing-over. A good many fellows had
not yet come in. On a half-holida{ it was
not uncommon for fellows to bolt in at
the gates at the last minute and cut across
to Hall just in time. Smith and Redwing,
so far as Harry Wharton and Co. knew,
might come in any minute. Bunter,
apparently, knew otherwise. If Smithy on
Popfer’s Island, had lost his boat, cer-
tainly he was not likely to be back at the
ghﬁol when Quelch called the names in

all.

““You fat ass,” said Bob. ‘‘Smithy’s not
the man to lose his boat! Think he’d tie
the painter loose?”’ ke

““‘He, he, he! Might get untied, you
know,”’ said Bunter grinning. ‘‘If a chap
splashes water all over a chap a chap might
untie his painter and leave him stranded.
Serve him jolly well right, in my opinion.”

“‘Oh, my esteemed hat!” ejaculated
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘‘Have you
stranded the respectable and ridiculous
Smithy on Poner’s Island ?”’

*“You fat villain!’* exclaimed Bob.

“Oh! No! I don’t know anything about
it, of course,” exclaimed Bunter hastily.
‘‘Don’t you fellows get puiting it into
Smithy’s head that I did it. I don’t want a
row with Smithy. Besides, he splashed me
all over or I shouldn’t have done it! Not
that I did it, you know! I haven’t been up

: (Continued on page T)
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THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF

SPLASH PAGE

ACE REPORTER OF THE ‘DAILY WORLD’

AND HIS ASSISTANT—JILL BRENT
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THIS WEEK:—THE CASE OF THE BOY FILM STAR!

PLASH PAGE was having a heated
S interview with the news editor of the
Daily World. The news editor was
ggving the orders. Splash Page had other
ideas.

“You’ll go out now and interview
Bobby Benbow,’’ snapped the news editor.

““Who’s he ?’” asked Splash.

““Bobby Benbow,”’ said the news editor
carefully, ‘‘is the famous American boy
film star. He's just arrived in Britain to
ll:ga.ke a film. I want a personal story from

im.”’

““‘But, chief, I've told you,”’ Splash Page
protested, ‘‘Snatcher Martin’s in town.
He's come back to London after five years
in America. He’s one of our most danger-
ous crooks, and it’ll mean trouble for the
police. My underworld contact who gave
me the news tells me Snatcher’s not back
in London for nothing.”

. “‘Well?”’ said his chief sourly.

“‘I’'m going to trace Snatcher and stick to
him—and I'll be first with the story when
it breaks!”’

‘““No you won’t,”’ said the news editor
coldly. “You're going out to the Bunham
Film Studios to interview Bobby Benbow!”’

“‘But Snatcher Martin——""

““You’ll be in more trouble than Snatcher

Martin if you don’t stop arguing! Inter-

view Bobby Benbow. That’s your story,
and you’ll stick to it!”’ :

““I tell you,”” grumbled Splash, “‘you’re
missing the chance of a scoop.”

“We’ll know soon enough when any-
thing breaks on Snatcher Martin,’’ snapped
his chief. ““‘Get going, or you’ll be writing
your own story—‘Why 1 Left the Daily
World, by Splash Page’!”

Splash Page saw it was hopeless. Still -

fuming he went to find his assistant, Jill
Brent, and took her and her camera in his
speedy sports car out into the country near
London. His destination was the Bunham
Film Studios. He was still grumbling as he
drove.

+ ““He’s nuts!” he said disgustedly.

““Yes, ves, of course,”” said Jill Brent
soothingly.

““I ask you,” growled Splash, zooming
his car along the broad arterial road.
‘“‘Snatcher Martin—a big crime story likely
to break—a scoop for the Daily World—
and he sends me out to interview just
another film star!”

““I don’t mind,” said Jill Brent calmly.
“I’d like to meet young Bobby Benbow.
I've enjoyed several of his films.”’

““Never seen him,” snorted Splash.

““And don’t want to!”’

They were out in the country now.
Speeding along a winding road, they
caught glimpses now and then of the big
white studio buildings among trees on a
hill top ahead.

Splash steered the little sports car
skilfully round a fast bend. Then suddenly
he wrenched the steering wheel round and

. the car swerved bumping on to the grass

verge.

Just in time he had seen a big black
saloon car which came racing round the
bend towards them on the wrong side of the
road, its tyres squealing. :

““The ass!”’ roared Splash Page. He
shook a fist angri(l’y as the big black car
rushed past, and then exclaimed in
surprise: ‘“‘Gosh!”

He swung the steering wheel again and
the sports car skated back on to the road
as he braked hard.

‘““Phew!” said Jill Brent gasping.
‘“That was close!’’ She shot forward in her
seat as Splash suddenly reversed the car
rapidly. The engine roared as he sped back
the way they had come.

‘““Now what?”’ Jill gasped. ‘“What are
you going back for?”

*‘Didn’t you see who was driving that
car P’ Splash snapped. ‘‘Snatcher Martin!”’

‘‘So what!” exclaimed Jill. ““Turn round,
Splash. You’ve got to interview Bobby
Bénbow!”’ s

‘“Blow Bobby Benbow! I’'m going to see
what Snatcher Martin’s up to!”

““But, Splash,” wailed Jill, “‘you’ll get the
sack!”

“It’ll be worth it,” said Splash.

Jill held on tight as he pressed his foot
on the accelerator. The car leaped forward.
As Splash went through the gears with
racing speed the speedometer needle
flicked round to 70—to 80—to 85. Jill
could hear nothing but the howl of the
wind and the healthy roar of the exhaust.

She glanced at Splash’s tense profile and
knew that it was useless saying anything
more about Bobby Benbow. Splash Page
was hot on the trail.

: TREES and bushes and hedges blurred

past on both sides. The sports car
raced round a curve almost on two wheels,
held to its course by Splash’s skilful driving.
*“There they are!” exclaimed Splash.
The saloon car was a quarter of a mile
away along a long straight stretch of road.
Splash’s speedometer needle crept round a
bit more—to 90 miles an hour. The sports

car overhauled the speeding saloon fast.
It raced up close behind. Then Splash and
Jill saw a hand and arm appear at one of
the rear side windows of the black car and
something gleaming blue-black.

They heard the sharp crack of the
automatic. A bullet whined past the wind-
screen in front of Splash, nicked the side
of the car near his elbow and went scream-
ing off into space

““What did 1 tell you?’ shouted Splash,

excitedly ‘‘Smatcher Martin’s on a job—
and it must be an important one or he’d
never risk shooting!”’

He edged himself from behind the
steering wheel and sat sideways, with one
leg hooked up on the seat.

“They can’t shoot at us and get awa?'
with it!”’ he snapped. ‘‘Take the wheel,
Jill! And run alongside.”

Splash swung over the side of the car
and stood on the running-board as Jill
wriggled into his seat and plunged her foot
on the accelerator. They lost no ground.
The sports car shot alongside the saloon.
The offside wheels sent dirt and grass
flying from the road verge as Splash
scrambled across behind Jill, poised for a
moment, then leaped.

He landed scrambling on the long
bonnet of the saloon car. He nearly slipped
off on the far side. His foot skated down
the long, curving wing and landed on the
Tunning-board as he grabbed at the wind-
screen pillar.

A man in a curly-brimmed hat sitting
beside Snatcher Martin poked an arm out,
and in his hand was a gun. It nearly jabbed
into Splash’s face. The explosion of the
shot deafened him momentarily and the
flame singed the hair above his ear.

Then he brought the side of his stiffly-
opened hand down in a chopping motion
on the gunman’s forearm.

The gunman yelped and the gun dropped
to the road from his paralysed fingers as
his arm cracked down on the lower edge of
the window. Splash Page clutched the
door handle and jerked the door open.
With a louder yell the gunman tumbled out
and fell in a heap on the roadway, to roll
over and over until he dropped with a
splash into a mud-filled ditch in the grass
verge.

Splash scrambled inside the car. He saw
Snatcher Martin’s startled, sallow face
turn to him and heard the tyres squeal as
the crook braked hard. Kneeling on the
seat Splash found himself staring into the
back of the car.

A sturdy boy with close-cropped fair
hair was struggling in the grip of a hard-
faced crook. A second man was just
bringing an automatic up to aim at
Splash. He could almost see the man’s
trigger-finger tightening.

Thinking fast, Splash lurched sideways
towards Snatcher Martin, grabbed the
steering wheel and wrenched it round.

““Up to your old games, e¢h, Snatcher?”’
he growled. ‘‘Kidnapping!”

Already slowing, the car swerved in a
tight half-circle as the steering wheel slid
through Snatcher’s hands. It bumped over
the grass verge, charged the hedge and
went crackling and tearing through it to
come to a skidding stop in a ploughed field

. as Snatcher, gasping, jammed his foot on

the brake pedal.

The gunman had been thrown to the
floor. He sprawled there, yelling, with
the boy’s feet on the back of his neck. The
boy was shouting, too, as he struggled with
the other man.

Splash took care of Snatcher with a
short-arm punch on the jaw that cracked
his head sharply against the window pillar
at his side. Fighting mad by now, Splash
scrambled out of the driving-seat, opened
the rear door and dragged the sprawling
gunman out by the shoulders of his
well-padded jacket.

Hauling the man to his feet, Splash
knocked him out with a lightning upper-

cut.
‘‘Hey! Help!” yelled the boy.
Splash barged in through the open door

of the car just in time to prevent the last of
the kidnappers from clubbing the boy on
head with his clenched fist. Splash hauled
the man out and they rolled struggling on
the ground. The boy came tumbling out,
too.

Splash and his opponent struggled to
their feet, punching at each other.

““Look out,” cried the boy in alarm,
“‘the other guy’s got a gun!”

NATCHER MARTIN had come to.

Dazedly he lurched out of the car, an

automatic in his hand. He was levelling it
at Splash’s back.

The boy went into action. He charged
like a maddened billy-goat. His hard,
cropped head butted into Snatcher's
stomach and he folded up with a gasp and
a grunt and the gun dropped from his hand
as he rolled wheezing on the ground.

The boy snatched up the gun and turned
in time to see Splash standing, breathing
hard, over his battered opponent who lay
flat on his back, his arms flung wide, gazing
up at the sky. - 5

‘““What a picture!”’ said Jill’s excited
voice. “‘I got the whole thing!”’

She was standing inside the hole in the
hedge, just lowering her camera.

““‘Gee, that was a dandy scrap!” ex-
claimed the boy. ‘“‘And thanks for saving
me from those hoodlums!”’

“It’s a pleasure,”” said Splash, dabbing
at a split lip. “‘It’s a good job I worried
more about Snatcher Martin than about
Bobby Benbow, though!”’

Suddenly Jill Brent started laughing.
She walked to the' boy and put a hand on
his shoulder. He was looking startled, his
biue eyes wide as he stared at Splash.

““Splash Page,” said Jill Brent, ‘‘let me
introduce Bobby Benbow, the famous boy
film star!”

Slowly Splash Page sank down until he
was sitting on the muddy ground. He
stared at Bobby Benbow all the time, while
the boy grinned widely.

“Is that a fact?’ said Splash Page
weakly. ‘‘Well, fancy that!”” He glanced at
Snatcher Martin, who was groaning and
trying to sit up. ‘‘No wonder Snatcher
Martin kidnapped you. You must be
worth a million dollars in ransom!’’ .

“That’s just what he said,” the boy
explained. ‘‘He followed me all the way
from the States just to kidnap me. The
nerve of those guys! We were filming a
kidnap scene in which two extras had to
grab me in the street and hustle me into a
car. Only they weren’t real extras—but
those two crooks lying there.””

He laughed gaily. ‘I bet old Leo Wurtz,
the director, is still wondering what’s
happened to his star. They drove clean
away while the camera was still turning!”

They heard a commotion as a studio
truck drew up on the road. A plump,
swarthy man jumped off and rushed into
the field, followed by several technicians.
He was Leo Wurtz, the director. He was
overwhelmed with joy. He was profuse in
his thanks to Splash Page.

““Thank goodness you saved him, Mr.
Page,” he cried. ‘““We might have had to
scrap a quarter of a million dollars’ worth
of picture!”

““That’s all he thinks about,”” chuckled
Bobby Benbow. ‘‘His old picture!”

‘When Snatcher Martin and his gang had
been safely delivered to the police, Splash
Page telephoned his news editor.

““Splash Page speaking,” he said. “‘I’ve
got a grand story on Snatcher Martin L4

Sounds of strangled rage came over the
wire. A
“Snatcher Martin! I told you, Splash

Page——

‘““—and Bobby Benbow,” Splash con-
tinued, grinning. ‘‘Snatcher Martin came
here especially to kidnap him. Do T keep
my job?”

The voice on the wire changed magically.

““I guess I do,” said Splash Page to Jill
Brent as he hung up.

Splash Page will have another smashing
adventure next week. Be sure not to miss it!
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Rusty Riley, a British orphan,
lives on an American ranch
owned by -Quentin Miles, who
has adopted him. He has a dog,
Flip, and a horse, Hillbilly. He is
journeying home with Tex Purdy,
Mr. Miles’ trainer, and with Hill-
billy in a horse-box. Hearing of a
race meeting at Pine Centre they
stop to enjoy themselves and so
meet Lila Chatfield. If her horse,
Starlight, loses and her half-
brother’s horse, Supersonic, wins
she will have to sell her estate.
Her jockey, Joe, proves awkward
and refuses to ride the way she
wants,
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DEPUTY

MOST FOLKS AROUND HERE KNOW »
WHAT A RASCAL YOUNG CHATFIELD, LILAS
HALF BROTHER 15, BUT I KNOW THE
INSIDE STORY, BECAUSE MY DAD AND
OLD RAVINEL CHATFIELD WERE LIFE-

THIS FAMILY TROUBLE GOT T0
PO WITH TOMORROW'S RACE Z /

BUT TELL ME ,WHAT'S )

YOU MEAN THE WHOLE
INHERITANCE 15 THE

AND AS RUSTY SET
oUT WITHTEX T0

JOE, YOUVE GOT TO LISTEN To
VISIT THE CARNVALY '™ CaRLIGHT HAS To BE

RIDDEN A CERTAIN WAY ...
REMEMBER, T TRAINED HER'

PRACTICALLY... SHE'S
AGREED THAT, IF HIS
STAKE. IN TOMORROW'S/ HORSE WINS, SHE'LL GO
RACE ? ALONG WITH THE ROAD-
HOUSE DEAL...THOSE SMART
PROMOTERS WILL HAVE THE
ESTATE INNO TIME

HE JUST COULPN'T

CHATFIELD AND
HER TROUBLES.
MEANWHILE, LILA

THE JOCKEY WHO

| Be Awkwngp.
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1 KNOW ALL THAT,
BUT I'VE JUST
GOTTA FEEL OUTA
RACE MY WAY.., T
AINT TAKING NO
INSTRUCTIONS
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OF COURSE! I'M GETTING AHEAD OF MYSELF...WELL,
EVER SINCE THE KIDS CAME OF AGE, THE HALF
BROTHER HAS HAD THE ESTATE IN TROUBLE, LILA
BRED SOME FINE HORSES. BUT SHE'S HAD TO SELL
ONE AFTER ANOTHER TO PAY OFF THE YOUNG

NOW HE'S GOT HIMSELF
MIXED UP WITH A SLICK
BUNCH WHO WANT TO TURN
THE ESTATE INTO A ROAD-
HOUSE. HE'®® KIDPED LILA
INTO LETTING THI® RACE
DECIDE WHETHER SHE WiILL

HELLO, JOE... ALL SET
10 RIDE STARLIGHT AGAINST) SURE T AM...YOUR SISTER
MY HORSE, “SUPERSONIC,”
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HULLO, MR, CHATFIEL

SEEMS TO THINK SHE CAN
TELL ME HOW, BUT I RIDE
MY OWN WAY 5
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BY JOVE! WHAT A BREAK FOR ME
THAT JOE IS RIDING GTARLIGHT !
HE'S 60 CONCEITED THAT HE'LL DO
d EXYACTLY THE OPPOSITE OF WHAT LILA
| TELLS HIM— AND SHE REALLY KNOWS
HOW STARLIGHT SHOUL

GOLLY, TEX, THAT MuST | HM-M! YES... RIGHT COCKY
BE MISS CHATFIELD'S{ LITTLE HOMBRE! HE WOULDN'T
@\ RIDE ANY RACES FOR ME!
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COME ON, RUSTY... LET’S GET BACK
TO MR. DICKY'S OFFICE...HE PROMISED
US A RIDE BACK TO ROCKY SPRING
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OH, HELLO TWERE, TEX /.
READY TO GO BACK?
BE WITH You IN

TWO SHAKES !

1 THOUGHT
10 BETTER
GET THIS
LAD TO BED

WELL, RUSTY ANDI RAN
ACRO55 MISS CHATFIELD'S \ ACHE! TOO BAD SHE
HAS TO USE HIM

NEAH - HES A HEAD

LILA'S AGREED To SELL THE
PROPERTY TO YOU IF ‘SUPERSONIC” B8
BEATS " STARLIGHT” TOMORROW A=

MEANWHILE=IN A PINE CENTRE REGTAURANT—

DOES SHE HAVE To / THAT FILLY, AND -WELL
THERE JUST ISN'T ANY
B\ OTHER BOY To BE HAD

SURE, SURE/ FINE/ BUT
E WERE JUST WONDERING
HOW MUCH CHANCE YOUR
SISTER'S HORSE HAS. WE
WANT THAT PLACE BAD

FRANKLY, MR. SMITH, LILA'S HORSE
15 FASTER IN A MILE THAN MINE,
|F HER RIDER SAVES HER FOR THE
LAST QUARTER, BUT JOE WILL
RIDE HER HARD RIGHT FROM THE
STARTING GATE. JOE THINKS HE'S

KNOWS EVERVTHING.

CAN TEX PURDY AND RUSTY HELP LILA? DON’T MISS

GOOD EVENING, MR.
SMITH. HOPE I HAVEN'T,
KEPT YOU WAITING.

PLEASE WIN FOR ME,
STARLIGHT~OH, IF I COULD

LL YOU How TO

RUSTY’S ADVENTURES NEXT WEEK.

HELLO, CHATFIELD.,
SIT DIWN, THIS 1S
MY PARTNER, MR..

THAT STRANGER'S A
SHORTY. DON'T L
{ ;
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treasure belonging to her tribe.
The secret is in the symbols
carved on the head of a Golden
Arrow, They are pursued by
Indians, led by Hawkeye. Kit
Carson is captured but Johnny
Scott and White Dove rescue him.
They find the Golden Arrow
where Kit had hidden it. Later,
they join @ wagon-train but the
Indians overtake them and attack
in force,

|
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THEN JOHNNY TOOK KIT ASIDE. | AS JOHNNY
HE REMEMBERED THERE WAS AN CRAWLED
ARMY FORT A FEW MILES AWAY. OUT FROM
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DOES THIS MEAN VICTORY FOR HAWKEYE? MORE THRILLS IN NEXT WEEK’S “COMET”




THE HOLD UP!

4, HERE’'S not much to see,” said
Chick Brown.
“There isn’t,”” agreed his friend
Molly Weston. .

They were right, for the big Lampson
air liner in which they were travelling was
far out over the blue waters of the vast
Pacific Ocean and all around, as far as the
eye could reach, was an unbroken expanse
of sea.

Chick, who was at school in England,
had boarded the air liner at London Air-
port. He was flying out to Australia to
spend the summer holidays with his
father, Group Captain Brown of the
Royal Air Force, who was at present
attached to .the Royal Australian Air
Force. :

Molly Weston was an American_girl.
She had joined the air liner at New York
and was flying out to Samoa where she
would be met by her father, an island
trader.

She and Chick were about the same
age, and as they were the only two
youngsters aboard the aircraft, they had
chummed up during the flight and become
good friends.

“What time are we due at Samoa?’’

asked Molly. : : >

‘At six o’clock this evening,”” said
Chick. He looked at his wrist watch.
““That’s another four hours, seeing that
it’s enly two o’clock now.”

Molly took her gaze from the sea
twenty-five thousand feet below and looked
round the big, comfortably furnished
saloon. Some of the passengers were
reading; two or three were writing letters;
and at a table four well-dressed men were
sitting playing cards. =

‘‘We've got some quite important people
aboard,” said Molly, turning to Chick.
““There’s Mr. Silas K. Potter, the American
millionaire, and his wife. And there’s Miss
Gloria Graydon, the film star, and her
secretary——"’ : 7 ;

““And us,” put in Chick with a grin.
““Don’t forget you and me, Molly.”

““Yes, but we’re not anything like so
important as Mr. Potter and Gloria
Graydon and lots of others of the pas-
sengers,” laughed Molly. : ¢

““We might be one day,” said Chick.
“You never know. You might be a famous
film star, or something like that, but I
know jolly well what I'm going to be.”

‘“What ?” asked Molly with interest.

‘A pilot in the Royal Air Force,” said
Chick. ““‘By the time I'm old enough they’ll
have aircraft driven by atomic energy and
perhaps able to reach the moon. And
that’s what I’m going to be. A pilot on
that sort of aircraft——" TR

Abruptly he broke off, tensing in his
seat and staring in wide-eyed amazement
at the four men who had been sitting
playing cards. For, with one accord, the
men had risen swiftly from their chairs,
pistols in their hands.

““Hold everything!”® cried one of them
harshly, a slim, well-dressed, swarthy
faced man. ‘“This is a stick-up. We'll shoot
the first guy that moves!” !
©  The pistols of the four gunmen were
menacing the seated and startled passen-
gers.

““We mean it!”’ grated the leader, his
dark, narrowed eyes watchful and a-glitter.
“‘One move and we’ll shoot—and shoot
to kill!”

The hold-up could not have been better
timed, for the two stewards and the air
hostess, which the aircraft carried, were
in the saloon preparing the tables for
afternoon tea. This meant that there was
no one aft in the kitchen quarters except
the chef. A

What was more, the engineer and the
second pilot were also in the saloon
finishing their lunch hour off duty, which
meant that there were only three men in
the for’ard control cabin—the senior
pilot, the navigator and the radio operator.

Chick, sitting motionless and staring,
knew the names of the four gunmen, for
he had seen them on the passenger list.
The swarthy-faced leader was a man
named Stubbs and the names of the other
three were Fenton, Cooper and Muller.

That the hold-up had been carefully
planned and that each gangster knew
exactly what he was to do was very quickly
made clear. For the man named Muller
stepped swiftly to the open sliding door
which connected with the kitchen quarters
and slid it shut. Then he turned and stood
with his back against it, so that he was
facing along the saloon, his pistol raised.
. When Muller had taken up his position,
Stubbs, Fenton and Cooper moved swiftly
for’ard along the saloon to the closed
sliding door which gave access to the
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control cabin. Here they turned, so that
the passengers and stewards were menaced
by three pistols covering them from for’ard
a?d Muller’s pistol covering them from
aft.
““Okay, Fenton, hold them!'’ ordered
Stubbs harshly. ‘“‘Shoot the first man or
woman to move!”’_

“I’ll do just that!” promised Fenton
grimly.

Stubbs turned on his heel, pulled open
the sliding door which connected with the
control cabin, and stepped swiftly through
it. Cooper, following at his heels, slid the
door shut behind them.

In the cabin, Raynor, the senior pilot,
was standing gazing out through the
for’ard lock-out windows, for the controls
were locked. With him was Pembroke,
the navigator. Tupworth, the radio
operator, was seated at his transmitter
and receiver.

All three of them had their backs to
the door. Nor did they turn round as
they heard the door open and shut, for
they thought it was the engineer and
second pilot returning from lunch.

£ with vour hands—the three of
you!” grated Stubbs.

Raynor and Pembroke spun round.
Tupworth swung swiftly round on his
chair. All three stared in blank astonish-
ment at the pistols covering them and at
the two gunmen. It was Raynor who
spoke.

““What’s the idea?”’ he rapped.

““Hoist your hands, that’s the idea
said Stubbs harshly. ‘“This is a stick-up!”

Raynor tensed. Next instant he whipped
into lightning-like action, hurling himself
forward at Stubbs. But swift though he
was, Stubbs was swifter. His pistol
cracked viciously and Raynor pitched
heavily forward to crash face-foremost to
the floor.

““You hound!” choked Pembroke, white
to the lips. i

“You’re next unless you lift your
hands!” said Stubbs harshly. “‘I’ll give
you ‘iust one second!”

Already his finger was tightening on
the trigger for a second shot. Slowly
Pembroke raised his hands. It would have
been madness to have done otherwise.

The other -gangster, Cooper, had
stepged swiftly to the seated Tupworth.

““Stand up and get away from that

13

. radio!” he ordered, his pistol pointing

straight at Tupworth’s head.

Tupworth did not intend to desert his
post. Swinging swiftly round on his chair,
he switched on the transmitter. But before
he could send out even the first word of a
desperate call for help, the barrel of
Cooper’s pistol struck him savagely across
the head, stunning him and knocking him
from his chair to the floor.

Next instant, using the butt of his pistol
as a hammer, Cooper was smashing the
valves of the radio gear and tearing out
the leads with his other hand. The wreck-
ing was savage and complete and, when
he had finished, Cooper said with grim
satisfaction :

‘“That’s fixed it. There won’t be no
more radio signals go out from this kite!”

““Fine!”’ said Stubbs.

His eyes moved from Pembroke to the
huddled forms of Raynor and Tupworth.
Then he looked at Pembroke again.

““You’ll help carry these two guys out
of here into the saloon!” he ordered.

““You’ll hang for this!”’ said Pembroke
hoarsely.

“‘Oh, no!” Stubbs said. ‘“Your pal’s not
dead, if that’s what you’re thinking. I
didn’t shoot to kill him. I’'m a crack shot
and I got him on the side of the head. The
bullet nicked a bit of bone, I guess, and
knocked him flat out, that’s all!””

_ Then he went on harshly:

“‘But don't get any wrong ideas. Next
time we will shoot to kill. The shot that
dropped the pilot was a warning to the
whole bunch of you guys. There’s none
of you will get a second chance from now
on. Now get busy and help carry ’em out!”

Cooper had pocketed his pistol. Be-
tween them, he and Pembroke carried
first Raynor and then Tupworth into the
saloon. Stubbs went with them, his pistol
in his hand. . ;

The passengers and stewards, still being
guarded by the armed Fenton and Muller,
stared in fear at the limp forms of the pilot
and operator.

‘“Any of these guys giving any trouble?”
Stubbs asked Fenton. f :

““None of ’em,” said Fenton, grinning.
“Muller and me’s got ’em all under
control.” 7

““Fine!”’ said Stubbs.

His eyes travelled slowly rouna the
faces of the seated, frightensd passengers,
and stopped at Chick and Molly.

““Those two kids can get the first-aid
chest, wherever it is, and fetch it here and
attend to these two guys who’ve been
knocked out,” he said to Fenton. ‘‘Don’t
let any of the others move. I’ll be back in
a minute!”

He went back into the control cabin
with Cooper and stood watching as
Cooper sat himself down in the pilot’s
seat.

““Can you manage her?”’ he asked, as
Cooper sat studying the controls and the
gleaming array of gauges and dials on the
instrument panels in front of him.

““Yes, easy,” said Cooper. ‘‘They’re just
the usual sort of controls. There ain’t
nothing fancy about ’em. I could fly this
kite blindfold I reckon.” .

‘““Yes you’re a real smart pilot, I'll say
that ** laughed Stubbs. ‘‘And you're
certain you can take her to Talula?”’

‘““Yeah, sure I can,” said Cooper,
unlocking the controls. “I’ll swing her
southwards off course, then I'll lock the
controls again and have a look at the
chart. It’s spread out on the navigator’s
table there.”

His foot moved on the rudder bar and
he turned the wheel of the control column
with strong and confident hands. As he
did so, the great white-hulled air liner
swung smoothly southwards off her
course. ;

““Gosh, she takes it like a bird!” he
said admiringly, his eyes on the swinging
compass needle.

_He levelled up, holding the thundering
air liner on her new course.

“If you’re sure everything’s okay I'll
get back to the saloon,’ said Stubbs.

‘“Sure, it’s okay,”” said Cooper.

Leaving the gunman at the controls,
Stubbs returned to the saloon where
Chick and Molly were bathing the hurts
of Raynor and Tupworth, both of whom
had regained consciousness.

Apart from that, the scene in the saloon
had not changed.

‘“‘Everybody behaving themselves?”’
asked Stubbs of Fenton.

babes,”’

““Just like sleepin’
Fenton.

Stubbs’s hard, dark eyes travelled slowly
over the motionless and frightened
prisoners, all of whom were watching him.

“Well, folks, you didn’t expect this,”
he said, and his voice was almost pleasant.
““‘But so long as you don’t start anything
you’ll come to no harm. At least, no more
harm than we can help. And now we’re
going to search you for weapons. I don’t
suppose any of you are carrying a gun,
but we’ve got to make sure.”

“You’ll hang for this outrage, you
scoundrel!” cried one of the men pas-
sengers furiously, unable to contain
himself any longer.

“‘Shut your trap, or I'll shut it for you!”
cut in Stubbs harshly. *‘One more squawk
out of you and it’ll be your last!”

He meant it. The man could see that
and he became silent. Stubbs turned to
Fenton.

“‘Search ’em for guns!” he ordered.
““Muller and me will keep ’em covered!”

Fenton’s search of the prisoners was

swift but sure. He made the men stand
up and ran his hands expertly over them
and felt for concealed shoulder-holsters.
He also made them open any small
travelling cases they had brought into the
saloon with them and he rummaged
through the contents.

So far as the ladies were concerned, he
just made them open their handbags and

travelling cases. Then satisfied that no

grinned

. one was carrying a gun, he returned to

where Stubbs was standing.

‘““There ain’t none of ’em armed,” he
reported. ‘‘I’ve searched ’em all except
these two kids,”” he indicated Chick and
Molly.

“You kids armed ?”’ demanded Stubbs.

““No, of course we’re not,” snapped -

Chick. ‘““What a fat-headed question.”
“Don’t get fresh,”” warned Stubbs.
““What’s the idea of this hold-up, any-

way ?”’ demanded Chick.

““Stick around and you’'ll see,” grinned
Stubbs.

“Well, whatever it is, you’ll not get
away with it,”” cried Chick.

““Is that so?’ sneered Stubbs. ‘““Now
ain’t that just something to know?”’

Turning to the prisoners again, he
raised his voice and said:

““As T've told you, ladies and gents, so
long as you keep quiet you’ll not get
hurt. But I’'m taking no chances, so 'm
going to have the hands of one and all of
you tied behind your backs. The first guy
to protest will get a bullet through him.
Get busy, Fenton!”

Backed by the menacing guns of Stubbs
and Muller, Fenton quickly lashed the
wrists of the prisoners behind their backs
with short lengths of strong adhesive
tape which the gangsters had brought
with them for this very purpose.

““Okay!” he reported when he had
finished. “‘D’you want the kids tied 7’

““No, leave ’em loose,” said Stubbs.
““They can be useful to us.”

He turned again to the helpless and
pinioned prisoners.

“And now, ladies and gents,”” he
announced, ‘‘we're going to relieve you
of all your cash and valuables. I know that
Mrs. Silas K. Potter, wife of old man
Potter, the millionaire, has got her jewel
case with her and so has Gloria Graydon,
the film star. They’re carryin’ more’n five
hundred thousand dollars worth of
jewellery between ’em and the rest of you
have got rings, bracelets, necklaces and
wads of paper money what’s all going to
tot up to a real handsome pile. I’m mighty
sorry to have to do this to you,” he went
on, grinning furiously, ‘‘but you see how
it is. Me and my pals have got to live.”

““Yes, but you won’t live very long,”
cut in Chick loudly. ‘“‘Armed piracy—and
that’s what this is—is a hanging matter!”

Things look pretty hopeless—but Chick
and Molly are free! Read, next week, how
they plan to foil the gunmen.
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BUNTER’S REVENGE

(Continued from page 2)

the river at all this afternoon and T
certainly never got a lift on a barge——""

““Wha-a-a-t?” .

“] never touched Smithy’s boat at the
island, of course. I didn’t bring it down
the river and it ain’t tied up at the raft now,
so far as I know. The fact is, I don’t know
anything about it at all. But I say—he, he,
hel—fancy Smithy sticking on that
island—he, he, he!”” Bunter gbl;rgled again.
“Will he be shirty ? Will he be wild? Will
he be as mad as a hatter ? He, he, he!”’

Harry Wharton and Co. gazed at the
chuckling fat Owl.

‘““You utter chump!”’ said Harry. “If
Smithy’s stranded on that island he may
be in hours late—and it will come out that
hedwas on the island out of bounds and—
an _’9

“‘He, he, he!” .

“Think that’s funny, you burbling
bloater 2’ exclaimed Bob.

‘‘He, he, he! Yes, rather!” chortled
Bunter. ‘“‘Serve him jolly well right—
splashing a chap all over! He, he, he!
Perhaps he’ll wish I'd come to the picnic
after all! He, he, he! But I say, you fellows,
don’t you get telling Smithy it was me!
I don’t mind telling you chaps, but if
you’re going to tell Smithy it wasn’t me at
all and I don’t know a thing about it.
I was somewhere else when I was there—I
mean, when I wasn’t there——What are
you staring at, Bob?”’

‘‘Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“‘Smithy!”

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH strolled
. into the Rag with Tom Redwing. It
was rather startling to Harry Wharton and
Co. after what Bunter had told them. But
there was the Bounder—evidently not
stranded on Popper’s Island.
I say, you fellows——!" .
““Here’s Smith, you ass!” said Harry
Wharton laughing.
“Eh? What?” 5 5
Billy Bunter revolved on his axis and
stared blankly at the two fellows who had
just come in. His eyes almost popped
through his spectacles. Right up to that
moment Bunter had not dreamed of doubt-
ing that Vernon-Smith was stranded on

Popper’s Island. He could hardly believe
his eyes or his spectacles as he blinked at
Smithy.

““Oh, crikey!”” gasped Bunter.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy!” roared
Bob. “You're in on time. You got off the
island all right, then?”’

‘““We haven’t been on the island,”
answered the Bounder. ‘‘That fat ass
Bunter yowled it out for Quelch to hear,
S0 we gave it a miss. We went farther up.”

“Lucky we did, too, as Wingate went

“up to the island this afternoon,’”” said

Redwing. ‘‘He would have spotted us
there and there would have been a row.”

“As it was, we spotted him,” said
Smithy laughing. ‘‘Wingate was stranded
on the island and he yelled to us as we
came by in our boat and we gave him a lift
back to Greyfriars.”

‘“Oh, crikey!”” gasped Billy Bunter.
“‘Oh, scissors! Oh, lor’! Wingate—oh,
crumbs.””

“I've got a message for you, Bunter,”
went on Smithy. *‘You’re to go to Wingate’s
study after roll!”’

““Oh, jiminy! What for 7’ gasped Bunter.

“‘Six, you fathead! He saw you making
off with his boat——"" -

¢QOh, lor’!”’

“‘Fancy Bunter having the nerve to play
a trick like that on the captain of the
school!” said Smithy. ‘It was like him to
let Wingate see him getting away with the
boat, too! Fancy that fat ass having the
cheek to strand Wingate on that island!>”

““Oh, crikey! I—J didn’t—I—I wouldn’t
—I—I wasn’t——""

“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

““Wingate saw you in the boat, you fat-
head! You’re to go to his study after call-
over! Better pack a few exercise books in

our bags! Wingate’s as mad as a hatter, and
it will be swipes! Hallo, there’s the bell!”’

The bell was ringing for calling-over and

- the ‘juniors crowded out of the Rag. Billy
- Bunter’s fat face was no longer wreathed in

grins. He no longer chuckled. He did not
seem to have a chortle left in him. It was a
dismal and gloomy Bunter that answered
when Quelch called the names in hall, and
a still more dismal and gloomy Bunter
that slowly and sadly took his way to
Wingate’s study after calling-over, to. take
what was coming to him.

Hard luck Billy! There’ll be another grand
Greyfriars’ story in next week’s “Comet.””

Don’t miss it. ‘

FOR PAINTING ONE
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BOYS AND GIRLS. Just take a sheet
of paper, about 8”x 6”, with your name,
address and age in the top right hand
corner. Drawand colour any one of these
six animals and write underneath the

drawing, in your own writing or print- .

ing: ‘For Real Chocolate Flavour Buy
Fry’s Cocoa’.
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How to ewter

Send your painting or drawing in a
sealed envelope (2id stamp) together
withtwo 1-lb Fry’s Cocoacartonsorone
3-1b Fry’s Cocoa tin label to: ‘ Painting
Competition, Dept. D, Fry’s, Somer-
dale, Bristol’. You’ll geta FREE JIG

SAWPUZZLE atonceand perhapsone
of the 150 BIG parcels of Toys, Games
& Books (awarded in age groups) in
time for Christmas.

SEND NOW
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AWAY THROUGH THE WOODS,
AND DON AND MAI-MAI GO |}

{

[ DON-ITS THE HIGH PRIEST !
WHAT DOES IT MEAN ?

I WISH | KNEW:~ DON'T
LIKE THE LOOK OF THAT CHAP!

Don Deeds saves Alphar, the
Emperor of Mars, from a rebel’s
gun, Zorn, the rebel leader,
poisons the mind of the Martians
against Don and Mai-Mai so that
they have to flee from the city
while the rebels storm the palace.
In @ wood Don and Mai-Mai see a
strange figure emerge from a
cavern.

THE HIGH PRIEST STRIDES R

LOOK,DON ! HES TALKING
10 ZORN, THE REBEL !

05,50 HE 15 ! WELL GO
CLOSER « | MUST KNOW WHAT
THEY'RE TALKING ABOUT !

DOK AND MAL-MA ALPHAR,THE EMPEROR, HAS 2

ALPHAR 15 A PRISONER IN THE TEMPLE,
BUT ONLY | AND MY SERVANT KNOW -
WE HOLD HIM AS A HOSTAGE UNTIL

WE ARE SURE WE HAVE WON *<*

LS 1\ e 43 ONE T LoAD ThEM
Wi -
/;//;}//gﬁ ;;;;ﬁ/”r HAVE GIVEN IN !
LANGUAGE THEV
ARE ABLETO |
UNDERSTAND ALL
THAT 18 SAD «+«

8Y ALLTHE FURIES | Yy
1 WANTED HIM KILLED!

| [THEY,T00, HAVE VANISHED. THEV ARE HIDING FROM THE PEOPLE, BUT 500N AE)
.| | OR LATER THEY WILL BE FOUND AND srlsnr:l"' g%l.o v%% MUST COME TO THE

EMPEROR. [ WiLL
HOW YOU THE

|

QUR LIVES ARENT WORTH MUCH AT THE MOMENT: <
BUT WE MUST TRY TO RESCUE ALPHAR, SOMEHOW.
IT'S CERTAIN WE DARENT GO BACK TO THE CITY : -+

IF WE COULD GET INTO W/,
THAT TUNNEL WE MIGHT
FIND OUR WAY T0 THE

THERES BOUND TO BE *
SOME WAY OF OPENING
{T FROM THE QUTSIDE

AFTER CREEPING ALONG

A DARK TUNNEL ANO UP B
A FLIGHT OF STONE STEPS, |8
DON AND MAI-WAI SEE
A LIGHT AHEAD

THE LIGHT COMES THROUGH
A CARVED STONE GRILLE,
AND DON AND MAI-MA/
FIND THEMSELVEE GAZING
DOWN INTO THE GREAT

AN DON AND MAI-MAI SAVE ALPHAR?

WHAT DON AND WAI-MA! SEE

R

N
\
LANKY

MORE THRILLS NEXT WEEK.

(g

(RICE WORK, MAI-MAL | (N WE GO ! BUT,
BE CAREFUL> NOT A SOUND ‘-
COME ON !

24 HEAR ME,O PEOPLE ! ALPHAR HAS

/% BEEN TAKEN AWAY BY' OUR GREAT )
GOD. NOW, /, ZORN, AM YOUR
EMPEROR !

IT 15 WELL ZORN IS o
EMPEROR++| COMMAND I7.!




