THE EMPEROR CAMBUSTA HAS GIVEN ORDERS THAT
THE RED ROCKET IS TO BE BROKEMN OPEMN/

I'’LL sHOwW
THESE STRANGERG
FROM THE SKY
WHOS KING AROUND

B HERE --- SMASH
\ THEIR ROCKET

| MEANWHILE, THE SKY EXPLORERS ARE SAFE IN THE SECRET CAVE OF FIDDYCAT, THE

ROMAN INVENTOR f—!o HELPED THEM TO?ESCAPE -——— J / ///j///f
- E / T A o "’.‘ -: &
| _ : 1 » i




At Greyfriars it was the end of term.

The Christmas holidays were ahead.

Everyone was in a fever of great excite-

ment and packing trunks and cases for
the homeward journey.

B a s 1 SAY, YOU FELLOWS S
CRUMBS, INKY ; THERE'S AN ASSEMBLY
YOU'RE PACKING THE COLDFULNESS =5 £ IN THE 81G HAL L 7 WINGATE

OF YOUR ENGLISH TOLD ME - - OH, WHAT

CLIMATE 1S \ ARE YOU LOOKING FOR,
ESTEEMED , ol
FRIEND. 4~ =

ow! LEGGO, YOU N
ROTTERS WINGATE
SAID IT's BECAUSE
THERES AN
EPIDEMIC OF
PRUSSIAN
MEASLES IN
FRIARDALE,
OR SOMETHING
LIKE THAT S

ESTEEMED AND ’
HORRIBLE BUNTER.

GOT SOME TERRIBLE
NEWS? WE'VE GOT
TO STAY AT
GREYFRIARS OVER
CHRISTMAS 7

~--THEY ASK =
THAT SCHOOLS IN
THIS AREA SHOULD
NOT DISPERSE FOR
THE HOLIDAYS .
IT MEANG THAT WE
SHALL ALL SPEND
CHRISTMAS AT
GREYFRIARS, BUT
| ASSURE Yol
THAT THE STAFF

--- INM ORDER THAT
THIS EPIDEMIC

A FEW MINUTES LATER, INTHE [
BI1G HALL,THE BOYS OF
GREYFRIARS HEARD THE WORST.

AND WIDE, THE
HEALTH
AUTHORITIES
HAVE MADE THIS
REQUEST - ---

BEST TO MAKE
T AS MERRY A
CHRISTMAS AS

HALLO, MARJORIE 7
WE'VE SPOKEM TO
OLD QUELCH, AND
YOU'RE INVITED
TO DINNER ON
CHRISTMAS EVE
AND TO THE
PARTY ON =
CHRISTMAS DAY

1 SAY, YOU FELLOWS/
THERE'S SIMPLY :
STACKS OF GRUB
COMING UP FROM
THE VILLAGE

TEAM TO PLAY THE FIFTH
oM CHRIST MAS MORNING S *
SHOULD BE A GOOD MATCH/

REMITTANCES
COME THROUGH?

——
QJ ™

TH
CLIFF HOUSE
GIRLS WILL gE

\

QUELCH HAS THE
CHRISTMASFUL
SPIRITS

SHKINMNER --
£l ONE POUND S




EXCELLENT,SIR!
HAVE

TIME PASGED
QUICKLY
AS THE -
I PREPARATIONS
- WENT AHEAD.
O THE -
IMORMNHNG OF
“THE DAY
BEFORE
CHRIST MAS,
OCKE

| EVERYTHING

THE BOYS HAVE ORGAMISED A
HARE-AND-HOUNDS RACE FOR
TODAY, 60 WE WILL HAVE A
LIGHT LUNCH AT MID-DAY,
AMND THE MAIN MEAL IN 1
THE EVENING / #
i

\y

LATER THAT
AFTERMNMOON~—

ARE

o’i'i‘i";:ll"
=2a

JUST SMNIFF
THAT LOVELY
SMELL OF
ROAGTING DUCK,
BILLY.! 1=-0ULL
FADE AWAY IF
WE HAVE TO
WAIT ANOTHER
COUPLE OF
HOURS [

ME,TOO/ IT'B8THE
FAULT OF THOSE
SILLY ASSES WHO

.ALL OVER THE
COUNT RYSIDE AT

DASHING ABOUT

THEIR SILLY
. GAMES S

THE HUNGRY BOYS CERTAINLY HURRIED /

/" WHAT A CHASE ”

i WELL DONE,YOU
| THOUGHT SMITHY /|

i

H

TWO HARES 7 -
WAS GOING TO :
CATCH US/S

/= =
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HURRY UP, BOYS!
GET WASHED
AND CHANGED/
THERE’S A
FINE MEAL

d WAITING /

COME ON, OLD FAT MANT
ATHIS 15 YOUR BIG MOMENT/

REALLY HUNGRY,
WHARTOM 7

INTHE OINING HALL~~~

'CARVES THE
FIRST DUCK

o

[clelale]
GRACIOUS /S

Wil

IT 18 WELL FOR YOU
THAT 1T 1S . >

LUCKILY ONE DUCK ¢
MADE LITTLE DIFFERENCE/ S

QUELCH
UNTER.

HERE, WHAT
TO PAY HIM

BUNTER WITH A FAKE GHOST,
ouUT
PINCHING THAT DUCK?.

ABOUT JAPING
FOR




THE GREYFRIAR’S GHOST (Continued from page 3)

ALONZO TODCD WAS CHOGEN TO PLAY TI—‘(E PART.

 YOU MAKE AFINE

I TRUST YOU
GHOST, LONZY/

WIiLL MAKE ME
SUFFICIENTLY
FEARSOME,
™Y DEAR 2 CTHIS $
FELLOWS/ LUMINOUS PAINT
ma WILL SHINE LIKE
ARYTHING 1IN
THE DARK?/

WE WANT TO

CAN WE WORK THAT?

LEAVE ITTOMES

1IT'S SEVERAL

| HOURS SINCE
BUNTER SCOFFED
THAT DUCK ~~~—
AND HE’S GETTING
HUNGRY AGAINS

LURE BUNTER
DOWN-TO THE
CLOISTERS. HOW

F'VE GOT A BIG PARCEL OF TUCK
THAT | HID INTHE CLOISTERS

TO KEEP IT OUT OF BUNTER’S
WAY S WE'LL HAVE A
MIDMNIGHT FEAST IN THE
DORM WHEMN HE'S AGLEEP/

15 TERRIFICS

SMITHY WANDERED DOWN TO THE COMMON ROOM-
WITH JOHNNY BULL AND INKY,

THE " ~=id R
WHAT - HOFULMNESS |

FANCY THOSE
SUSPICIOUS
BEASTS THINKING

1'D PINCH
THAT TUCK S
MNOW - - | WONDER F]
WHERE SMITHY A

AMND ALONZO
19 WAITING FOR
HIM /1T SHOULD
BE FUNS

MR. QUELCH HID A SMILE... AND THEN A SECOND.
EAR - PIERCING YELL RANG FROM WITHIN THE.
CLOISTERS <~ ~ AND LONZY HURTLED'OUT /

TH-TH-THERE'S ™Y

AGHOST IN .7 &
THE CLOIGTERS .

IT'S ALL RIGHT, SIR .
WE'RE JUST PLAYING
A JOKE ON BUNTER. -
HE THINKS HE HAS
SEEN A GHOST/

WHATEVER ARE -
YOU 80YS UP TOT -
AMND —AND WHAT
(5 THE MATTER
WITH BUNTER?

HIS ROOMS .

OUT OF THE CLOISTERS A
GHOSTLY FIGURE EMERGED

THE FAMOUS FIVE
FELT AD IF ICY
FINGERS WERE
§ RUNNING DOWN
THEIR SPINES AS
THEY STARED AT THE
EERIE APPARITION S




CONTINUING THE STORY

it 752

panic of Susie, and would have
anicked herself, because the
ion from the circus had trailed
them and was stealthily watch-
ing Dog and Jenny through the
leaves.

Jenny stood there for a.mo-
ment looking. She was unde-
cided whether
branches apart to make sure
there was nothing there, or
whether to run for it.

She knew that animal instinct
never fails, and that Dog could
sense danger more quickly than
she could.

Suddenly she turned away
and ran, calling to Dog.

“Come on, come on!
gotta find Ben!"”

The lion trailed them a little
way, but luckily found better
sport nearby when he saw a herd
of wild horses, and so he
changed his course.

. *“*Ben, Ben!” cried Jenny
again and again, very afraid as
she stumbled along the track.

We

to move the’

OF THE NEW WARNER BROS. FILM

OFsST

At last she found Ben in the
gorge eating his lunch. ~

“Ben, Ben,”” she gasped as she
rushed up to him.

Ben looked up at her amazed.

.*“Jenny, what are you doing
out here?" he asked.

““Oh," said Jenny, more com-
posed now in Ben's company.
*“‘Something was after us. Some-
thing in the trees along the
creek,”” and she explained Susie’s
and Dog’s strange behaviour.

Ben was grave as he thought
of the lion. He told Jenny that
she ought not to wander away
so far from the ranch house.

Suddenly they heard the roar
of stampeding horses.

Down the canyon, full tilt,

. came the herd of wild horses,
galloping towards them.

Jenny screamed and Ben
snatched her up in his arms and
ran down the canyon looking
for some place of shelter.

Ben was. just in time to slip
Jenny into a hole in the ground
overlapped by a flat rock. He

flung himself in too, shielding
Jenny with his body. Then the
fear-stricken horses were gal-
loping madly over their heads.

Luckily there was just enough
shelter under the rock to guard
them from harm, and in 2 cloud
of dust and stones the mad herd
passed away down the canyon.

Thinking all was:clear, Ben
put out his head. Then his flesh

Ben Kirby found a wonderful
black stallion called Wildfire
when wild horse hunting with
Matt Jennings and his outfit.
Unable to buy the horse Ben
toured the rodeos to raise enough

..money. On his return he found . -
that Jennings had already sold
the horse for six hundred dollars
to a man called Dave Tracy. Ben
found Wildfire again and turned

- -him loose leaving Tracy the six
hundred dollars he gave for him.

.": Ben followed the horse, roped

him once more and then took
him to Diamond L ranch- where
-Cass Bagley and-his nine-year-
old grand-daughter Jenny Custer

‘lived. One day Shortie, a ranch .

hand, read in the newspaper that

Brutus, a man-eating lion, had

escaped from a circus and was
.roaming around the country.

XASS BAGLEY turned to
‘ ‘::Ben.

" *“Ben,"” he said -urgent-
Iy I'm going into town. While
I’m gone I want you to ride over
‘to Deep Canyon and look for
strays’ and mend fences. We
can’t take any chances with that
lion roaming about!”’

Cass and Ben saddled their
‘horses -and were off, leaving
Jenny all on her own.

Jenny soon decided what she
would do with her day. She
would pack some cake and go
to. Deep Canyon to; find Ben,
-whose company she sought
:whenever she could.

. She saddled her mare, Susie,
-and set off down the trail, the
ranch dog whose quaint name
-was Dog, panting along by her
side. - .
No one had told Jenny that

a circus lion was loose, as they .

were afraid of alarming her, so
she had no fears for her safety.
as she cantered along.

. They had gone nearly the
whole distance to Deep Canyon
when a stealthy noise in the

-Wrong,

Ben drew and fired at the
oncoming lion.

bushes lining the trail made Dog

prick up his ears.
He barked noisily, and stop-
ped. He made a dart towards

the bushes and barked again— -

and again and again.

Jenny reined in .and dis-
mounted, wondering what was
as Susie had become
nervous and was very disturbed.

‘Dog went on barking, and

Susie, now riderless and very
much alarmed made off down
the creek, leaving Jenny peering
into the bushes with Dog.

“Come back here!” called
Jenny to Susie. ‘‘Dad-blame
you! You're both crazy. There’s
nothing in there, is there?”

She became a little nervous
herself now, and looked anxi-
ously into the undergrowth.
Dog was still barking excitedly.

If Jenny. could have seen to
the other side of the bushes she
would have understood the

crept.as he saw the cause of the
stampede. The lion was rapidly
following the horses.and coming
towards him.

He drew his gun and fired at
random. The sound of the shots
startled the lion and he turned
tail and made off in the oppo-
site direction.

Ben and Jenny were very
shaken, but the lion had dis-
appeared, and they were able to
make their way home ‘without
further trouble. .
(Continued on page 17)
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WILL YOU RECEIYE A PRESENT THIS WEEK? TURN TO PAGE 17 AND SEE!

Rutamages' | vo

OHO! BANDITRY. , HIGHWAY PINCHERY
SAND® SKULLDUGGERY ! 'LL PUT
A STOP TO THIS /!

HA/THE STORES' DETECTIVE
HAS CAUGHT A

- SHOP- LIFTER . | SEES
| MUST HEW Him/

STOP THIEF ! ‘ﬂ\
SHOP-LIFTERHJ
o POLICE !!
A

LL RUN AFTER

o

HOW DARE YOUR MAN CALL ME A
SHOP-LIFTER ! I'VE NEVER BEEN INSIDE
~YOUR SHOP IN MY

THAT'S EASY! IF YD BEEN IN HERE - EARUIER: PINCHING e = S0 SORRY To HAYE DOUBTED
PARCELS, I'D HAVE HAD TO GO OUT OF THAT ... WHY DID | HAVE TO . YOU,SIR ! PRAY ACCEPT THIS !
NARROW DOORWAY,. WOULDN'T <12 THEN . . . LN 'sMAsH T BEFORE | couLD 2 : e
i S . GET IN AGAIN ? ' ] 2= e TR,
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'BOB HARLEY - SPECIAL AG

The Shark was a ruthless
master-crook .whese face nobody
had ever seen, for it was hidden
under a strange mask. of steel.
He had made ﬁmm'en'f dictaror of
the South American country of
Incaragua, .and had thrown the
rightful ruler, General Pfand'o
into a secret prison.

But becoming diciator of In-
caragiea did not mark the end
of the Shark’s schemes. He
planned- to become .even niore
powerful; and .was. prepared' 1o
fight a terrible war-to-do it. For
he had a tremendo;ts[ 'y pawerful
secret weapon. The *‘Prowler”—
a mighty tank-like ‘¢raft, which
could travel on the bottom. of the

. sea, and which could sink the
brggesr  battleship -. afloat.. by

- attacking it from below—was in
his hands. .And he meant. to use
the ““Prowler’’ ruthlessly.

The “Prowler’’ was the inven-
tion of Malcolm Franklin, from
whom the Shark had stolen it.
Together with Bob Harley, the
young special-agent from Scot-
land Yard, Franklin had sworn
to foil the ‘Shark’s evil schemes,
and 1o get the “Prowler” back
Sfrom hint.

Ou - their side was Amanda
Prando, General Prando’s
danghrer, and the Ochonee
Indians, who lived in the Incara-
guan jungle. ‘Thanks to them,
Franklin and Bob managed .to
capture the Shark and his heli-
copter, :ogelfier wn‘h a squad of
Pparatroopers, . c? been
dropped in the jung!e to hunt
them down.-

‘With - the .S‘hark as their:
prisoner, things looked a good
deal more hopeful for Bob and

* Franklin.

They , did not know that
Doctor Nero, the Shark’s scien-
tist crony, was at that very
moment aboard the ‘‘Prawler”,
which was ploughing smftly
through the jungle towards them.

HE Indians, under the
command of Chilka, their
chief, were busy trussing
‘up the paratroopers. They
- bound them hand and foot wnh

tough vines Wthh ‘they- iopped
down from the jungle trees with
their hunting knives.

The paratroopers’ guns lay in
a_big:pile in: the cenue .of: the
jungle clearing. - .

Bob Harley Jerked a thumb
at the Shark, who stood, as yet
unbound, but covered b_y a big
pxstol in Franklin's ‘hand..

“What . are we. going .to do
wuh him, chief?"” . .

“See if you can get his mask
off, Bob,” said Franklin. **For
one thmg. it’ll be-interesting to
see what he:looks like, and for
another; we can use that-mask.
I've got a scheme in my mind
for getting the ‘Prowler” back."

-Bob guessed that Franklin's
scheme probably consisted of
impersonating . the Shark, and
he:.grinned to himself as he
moved- - up:. behind the crook
dictator,- who-.stood - with his
arms raised.

“Dont get [between him and

gun,”™ :warned Franklin.
“He s-a tricky customer. Don’t
g:ve him any chances!”

Bob tugged down the Shark s
collar and found the catch that
held together the two halves of
the back, which could. be
hinged outwards. so that the
mask could be taken off.

“There’s a lock-:here, chm,f 2y
he reported. .**We shall either
have to force it;or find the key.”

““I expect he’s-got the key on
him. Search -his pockets, Bob.”

The Shark iaughed hollowly
under his mask. .

“I will save you “the trouble,
Mr. Franklin,” he said. I will
show you the whereabouts. of
the key. Allow me——""

The Shark began to lower hlS‘
hands. But- before they had
drop . to: shoulder level,
Franklin’s veice snapped out:

“Get your hands up! Up!

Above your head!”’

But it was too late,

The Shark’s right hand flashed
like lightning to the slit-like
mouth of his steel mask. They
got a glimpse of something
small as he threw it into his
real mouth under the mask.

. The Shark had swallowed the
key, which had been in his hand
all the time.

1 keep my promises, Mr.
Franklin!" The-Shark’s -voice
was mocking: as his hands.rose
up above his head. ‘I .have
shown you where the key—
was!'”

“I can wait to see your face.
Shark!’ Franklin kcpI the
aanger-out of his voice. *'] don’t
suppose it's anything of an oil
painting, or you.wouldn't be so
keen on keeping it covered up.
But remember that you're still
my prisoner. I want that mask,
Shark, and I'll find: some way
of getting it!"” ..

The__Shark snarled angnly,
for he knew Franklin’s words
to be true. And he had very
good reasons- for keeping his
face a secret from the world.

“Lower your hands behind
your back and put your wrists
together. Bob—tie them—
tightly "’ said Franklin.

At that .moment

had been looking at the cap-
tured paratroopers, and she
was frowning about something.
“Senor Franklin—"" she began,
*‘these paratroopers—they were

‘organised and recruited by my
‘father when: he-.was -ruler -of
Incaragua. They are all trained

fighting.men, but besides fight-
ing, each one-of ‘them is trained
to do one thing that the others
cannot’do .so " that. each.squad
shall be a comiplete unit, with
many skills. Always, the squad
works as.a compléte unit.

Franklin di
eyes off the Shark for an
instant. -

“Well 7" he sald “*what about
it, Amanda i

Senor—thcrc should be
twenly -four men in a paratroop
squad, and we have only twenty-
three prisoners!”

“Then one of them is still
free in the jungle!”

“‘Yes, Senor. He must have
hidden himself from Chilka and
his Indians when they attacked.
Chilka tells me that nobody

-The. hungmg
ahead of them, and at the end-x

Amanda -
came up beside Franklin.-She.

not take his-

=

stretched ™

road

of it was the secret city! B
e & =3
PR i, | =T,

was killed by his warriors—all
were taken prisoner!”’

Confound 114" said Franklin
quietly. *‘I was hoping we'd got
the lot. While one of them’s free
he may manage to.rescue some
of his pals—though I think we
can guard against that. What's
worrying me is that he may get
back to Porto Visto and tell
what has happened!”

Chilka, the old chief .of the
Ochonee, Indians, had  been
listening gravely to Franklin's
words. Now he turned to his
men .and rapped out orders in
the Ochonee tongue. At once
the ‘men began to slip. away in
all directions into - the green
depths of the jungle.

They would find the missing
paratrooper, if anyone coulé.-

But there was no need.

Suddenlythere was a noise of
something crashing through the
branches above their heads.
All of them—the. Shark in-
cluded—looked up.

-Something small, round and
black, whisked over their heads
and thudded to the ground just
beside the helicopter that was
standing at one end of the
clearing.

“A hand-grenade!”’ - yelled
Franklin. “Down-—ﬂat on your
faces!”

ThCy had barely hme to dive
to the ground before there was

“a loud explosion;and shattered
~fragments of<the bomb whined

through the air in all directions,
trailing . snaky tails of white
smoke. -

.As the smoke cleared they
saw that-a great jagged hole
had been torn in the fuselage
of the helicopter.

Then before anyone could
move there came a WHUMP!
and in an instant the helicopter
was a mass of orange fire.

Chilka’s Indians plunged into
the jungle towards the spot
from which the grenade had
been thrown. There came a
rattle of shots and the sounds
of struggle.

Then the twenfy-fourth para-

(Continued on next pageé)
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BOB HARLEY—SPECIAL AGENT (Continued from page 7)

trooper was dragged into the
clearing.

“Tie him up with the others!"
snapped Franklin.

“*You have done well,
trooper!”” The Shark’s voice
sounded triumphant. “Doubt-
less Mr. Franklin planned to
use my helicopter to return to
Porto Visto, wearing my

1

Gr
“Shut up, you!" said Mal-
colm Franklin, a dangerous
note in his voice. He hefted his
gun menacingly.

“Pah!” sneered the Shark.
“l am not afraid of you, Mr.
Franklin. I am too valuable to
you as a hostage. You will not
harm me!””

“I wouldn't be too sure of
that if I were you,” said
Franklin quietly. *‘I want that
mask you’re wearing—I want it
badly. And since you’'ve been
stupid enough to swallow the
key, I might turn you over to
the Indians and let them get the
mask off. I believe the Ochonees
used to be head-hunters. . . .”

Bob knew that Franklin
would never carry out such a
dreadful threat, but at.least his
words had silenced the Shark.

All the same, Franklin's plans
had suffered a severe blow.
Wearing the Shark’s mask and
fiying his private helicopter, he
could have landed in Porto
Visto and passed himself off as
the crook dictator with no
trouble -at all. Now things
would be much harder. He
would have to make a new plan.

True, there was still the sea-
jeep. -This was--a car which
could travel under water which
Malcolm Franklin had invented,
and which was standing nearby.

But the sea-jeep would not
be recognised by the Shark’s
forces, and would probably be
fired upon as: soon as it was
seen. It wouldn't do to travel
into Porto Visto in the sea-jeep.

As these thoughts raced
through Bob’s head he put the

finishing touches to the lashings
which bound the Shack’s wrists.
The first fierce fire*which had
swept over the helicopter as the
fuel tanks blazed up was dying
down, and now a pillar of black
smoke was climbing into the
sky above them.

The roaring of the flames
died down.

“Bob—Ilisten!” Franklin was
suddenly tense. “Listen!™

Bob held his breath and
listened.

Faintly in the distance he
could hear a sound that was a
mixture of clattering and roar-
ing, the sound of some mighty
machine driven by powerful
engines. - i

Bob did not need to be told
what.machine that was.

“The ‘Prowler’!”

He gasped the words out.
Malcolm Franklin nodded
grimly. :

““If they've got any sort of a
look-out posted in the upper
turrets they’ll spot that column
of smoke twenty miles away!
The ‘Prowler’s” only out for one
reason—to ‘join up with the
Shark here. They're bound to
head this way. . .."”

“We’d better get moving in
the jeep,’” said Bob.

Rather to his surprise,
Franklin shook his head.

“Not if there's any other
way,” he said. “It'll leave a
trail as wide as Broad Street
for the ‘Prowler’ to follow, and
you know as well as I do that
the ‘Prowler’ can outpace the
jeep.” Franklin frowned for a
moment, then went on. “We'd
better split up. Amanda—you
speak Chilka’s language. Tell
him to send his braves away—
every way—and for them to
take the paratroopers with
them. We'll stick together and
take the Shark to try to find
some sort of a hiding place.
We need a breathing space to
make new plans.”

Amanda nodded and spoke

YOUR FAVOURITE DOGS

No. 20.

The Welsh Terrier makes a sporting pal full of courage and fun. His black
and tan coat is thick and wiry; in fact, he looks rather like a Wire Fox Terrier
of the wrong colour, He is a game little dog, enjoying above all things a good
hunt after any sort of veemin.
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swiftly to the old Indian chief,
He nodded, spoke a few sharp
words to his men, and as they
began to fade into the jungle in
threes and fours, taking their

risoners with them, he turned

ack to speak to the girl
again.

Amanda’s face lit up as he

spoke. She turned excitedly to
Franklin.

‘““He says that long ago the
fathers of his father's father
built a-great city in the jungle
with many secret places. He
will guide us to it!"

“Good! Let’s get moving!”

Chilka-led the way through
the undergrowth towards the
towering .rocks that skirted a
dry, boulder-strewn valley

. .nearby. Bob and Franklin had

hidden in a cave in that valley

.earlier in the same day. :
.. The old chief led the way

swiftly, treading surely up the
steep craggy flanks of the valley
on- the side farthest from the
cave. The jungle trees grew
close, and soon, as they climbed,
they had to push aside the
branches that stretched across
in front of them.

' Now, surprisingly, there
seemed to be a definite pathway
—a sort of ledge—hewn in the
face to the rock. It remained
more or less level, so that they
were forcing their way along a
path that was shaded over and
hidden by the foliage of the
towering jungle trees.

Chilka turned his head and
said something swiftly to
Amanda. Then he plodded on.

““What does he say 7

“‘He said, ‘Soon, there is an’

ancient road.” I .don’t know
exactly what he means. ...”™

But they did not have long
for wondering. The path came
to -a sudden end and Chilka
began to hack at the foliage
with the long curved knife that
he carried slung -from -his
waist.

*“Look!" cried Bob, pointing.

There, uncovered by Chilka's
hacking, was a sort of platform
amid the branches. Chilka led
the way along it and, to their
amazement, they found that it
stretched on through the tree-
tops like a road.

t was made of slats of wood
cunningly lashed side by side
with some form of woven rope.
Every so often was a thicker,
more massive slat, and these
thicker slats were in turn hung
from strong chains that were
stapled into the huge trunks of
the giant jungle trees.

“Those chains are bronze!”
said Franklin in amazed tones:

“Heaven’' knows what .ancient.

ple built this road. It must
ave been. here for centuries!”

The tree-top road wound
onward through the branches,
twisting this way and that,
rising and falling as the trees
which held it up had grown to
greater or lesser heights. Once,
perhaps, in days when it had
been used all the while, the
branches of the surrounding
trees had been kept cut back
from it. Now they grew thickly
over it and they had to hack

- suddenly,

their way through solid thickets.

© “It.must have been a tremen-
dous task to build this,” said
Bob. *'I should have thought
that it would have been almost
easier to have built a road down
on the ground.”

““Maybe.” Franklin was still
keeping the Shark at gun-point
in front of him. ‘““Maybe not.
But from the look of the foliage
down below there I'd guess
that the ground is very
swampy." 7

Chilka must have guessed
what they were talking about
from their gestures, for he
spoke rapidly. :

Amanda translated.

“He says that the jungle city
is on an island in the midst of
a great swamp. The ways-of
reaching it are secret—known
only to the chiefs of the
Ochonee!™

They pressed on in silence
for a while, and then, quite
the nature of the
bridge-like road changed. Now,
instead of ‘trees to support it,
there were towering pillars of
stone and the roadway itself
was more closely made.

Thetrees thinned untilstrange
green weed was all that lay
beneath them. But it was not
the weed that held their gaze.

The hanging road stretched
ahead of them for 2 mile or
more, and at the end of it was
the secret city!

As they hurried on they
could make out towering pyra-
mids and age-old temples, all
within a surrounding wall that
rose sheer out of the ““moat’’ of
bright green weed.

“Wait—-stop!”’ Franklin was
speaking. ““Listen again!”

They stood still, listening.

The noise of the “Prowiler”
was nearer—a lot nearer, and
growing louder every second.
The rustle of their own battle
through the tree-tops had
drowned it before.

Swamps would form no
obstacle ‘to the craft which
could travel the sea-bottom as
easily as a bus runs up a street.

There was no time for won-
dering what had made the
“Prowler” come this way, or
what had put its pilot so un-
cannily on their trail.

“Run for it!” cried Franklin.
“If they catch us in the open on
this bridge we're finished!”:

‘They ran for their lives along
the swaying. roadway towards
the secret city that loomed grey
and ‘mysterious before them. -

As they ran the Shark gave a
triumphant chuckle that rang
hollowly from under his stee
mask. :

“I’m not beaten yet, Frank-
lin!”” he cried. “You dare not
harm me, for your very lives
depend on my safety! Soon my
loyal men will rescue me—and
then, Mister Malcolm Franklin,
you will be at my mercy!”

And as the thundering clatter
of the “Prowler” drew nearer,
Bob’s heart sank.

For he knew that what the
Shark said was true!
Next week: Cut off

Secret City!

in the



e Ed L, Coggins!” said
Wl’rofcssm Wizzard,
standing with his back

to the roaring fire, “only two
days to Christmas! How is
Montague coming along 7

Coggins, the manservant,
shook his head gravely.

“[ fear, sir,”” he replied, “that
Montague is making no pro-
gress at all. [ cannot coax him
to eat anything substantial.
One might almost imagine that
he has guessed the fate in store
for him and is being deliber=
ately stubborn!”’

Willie Wizzard, the pro-
fessor's son, turned away from
the window of the lounge.
Qutside, the fields and hedges

were blanketed in a white
carpet of snow which was
quite dazzling in the crisp

morning sunlight.

“Who's Montague?' asked
Willie, who had arrived the
previous day from Gandybar

School for the Christmas
holidays. .
“Montague is our turkey,

Master William,” said Coggins
with great dignity. “*He's in a
coop at the bottom of the
garden.”

“I bought him a couple of
months ago,” said Professor
Wizzard with a rueful smile.
[ thought he'd be nicely fat-
tened up for our Christmas
dinner—but it seems that
Montague doesn’t intend to
co-operate! Ye-e-s,”’ he added
slowly, **1 must give the matter
some thought.”

Willie Wizzard did not hear
those last words. His inventive
brain was busy with a new idea
which had just sprung into his
mind. For the rest of that
morning, and all the afternoon,
he was busy in his little work-
room at the top of the house.

The professor did not miss
his young son—because he was
himself busy in his laboratory,
oddly enough! -

" At tea-time Colonel Blotter
dropped in. The colonel was a
friend of the professor’s and a
councillor in the village. He
was organising some Christmas
treats for some of the poorer
children.

““Busy day! Very busy!” he
said with a sigh of relief, sinking
down in an armchair and
accepting a cup of tea gratefully.
“Got everything arranged at
last though, thank goodness!”’

“I've been rather busy my-
self!”’ said the professor with a
somewhat smug smile. “Our
Christmas turkey, Colonel, was
making no attempt to fatten

himself up for the great day—-

so I've invented a little gadget
to settle the matter! It’'s a
turkey-fattening ray!”

Willie Wizzard choked on a
large cream bun that he was
eating.

““C-c-crumbs, dad!'" he
croaked when he had recovered
‘his breath. “'I've been working
on exactly the same thing!
I fixed up my gadget in the
cgrner of the coop about a
couple of hours ago! In fact,
{ was just thinking of slipping
down to switch off the ray.

Montague should be well and
truly fattened by now!”

“What? jerked out the pro-
fessor, while the colonel stared
blankly from the brainy father
to the brainy son. **B-b-but
I must have fixed up my ray
just after that! I didn't notice
your gadget there!”

“It doesn’t matter whether
you noticed it?’ Willie said
grimly, rising to his feet. **We'd
better get down to the coop
right away! | shudder to think
what may have happened to
Montague with both rays work-
ing on him!”’

A moment later all three went
hurrying down the long garden
—and drew up short as they
came in sight of thecoop. There
was a long, hushed silence.

The wooden coop was shat-
tered to pieces as if it had been
hit by a bomb. Among the
splintered wood lay the remains
of two black box-like objects,
somewhat similar to miniature
movie-cameras. The great brains
of Willie and his father had
thought amazingly alike!

Of Montague the
there was no sign.

“Look!” cried the colonel
hoarsely, and pointed with a
shaking finger. In the deep
snow there lay footprints—or
rather, glaw-prints! And what
claw-prfts! They measured at
least three feet across!

‘“We’'ve made Montague into
a monster turkey!”’ said Willie,
going rather pale. ““Golly! If
his feet are that size, he must
be nearly as tall as a house!™”

“Hrrr-umph!’’ said Colonel
Blotter briskly, taking charge
of the situation. ‘‘This is my
pigeon! Or perhaps I should say
my turkey, what? Ha, ha! This
is second nature to me—big
game huntin’, and all that?”

He pointed to the enormous
widely-spaced tracks- running

turkey

across . the field and into the:

woods on the far side. :
““That’s the way Montague
went!” he declared. “I'll slip
across to my house and get my
double-barrelled elephant-gun!”™
“What—for poor old Mon-
tague 7"’ exclaimed Willie."
“Nothing else for it, my
boy!” snapped the colonel.
“Think of the damage a turkey
that size could do! It might
terrorise the  countryside for
miles around!”
‘““I"m afraid he’s right,
Willie,”” nodded Professor Wiz-

zard rather sadly. “And after .

all, Montague wasn’t intended
to see Christmas out!” !

Twenty minutes later, well
muffled in coats and scarves;
the three of them set off across
the field on Montague’s trail.
The colonel was in his element.
He went tip-toeing ahead, his
elephant gun clutched in his
hands.

They reached the woods and
made their way through the
slender pines. Broken bushes
and foliage showed Montague's

- ————

"\\}/*”
Montague charged across the field with the yelling colonel dangling
from his beak.

path all too ciezrly, even in the
quickly gathering dusk.

‘I say,”” whispered the
colonel, struck by a smdden
thought. “D’you think be can
fly 7" Professor Wizzard fingered
his chin thoughtfully.

““No,” he pronounced at last.
“Taking into account the weight
and shape of the body, and the
area of wing-span, I shouwld say
that it was impossible for
Montague to fly—a2ero-
dynamically speakipg. of
course!”

“Oh!’ said the colonel, rather
blankly. “Then what’s the
answer?”’ %

“Ask Montagoe!” Wilbe sug-
gested brightly. “That’s if we

“can find him!” They had now

passed through to the far edge
of the wood. -

The colonel leaned one
shoulder against a tree and
peered out across the fHeld
beyond. Therc were no macks
to be seen on the snow.

“Qdd!” muttered the colonel.
Professor Wizzard was looking
down, a puzzled expression in

his eyes.
“What queer roots that tree
has!”” he mutiered. “Look,

Colonel—the tree you're keaning
against. They hardly seem: to go
into the ground, znd the¥re so
regular. P:‘!ore Iike enormous

- claws. - .

. ““Claws!”” gulped Willie
faintly.. And thea, from above
their heads there came 2 loud
gobble-gobble-gobble-gcbhble!
Montague, the monster turkey,
had been found. Colonel Biotier
was leaning zgzinst one of
Montague's legs’

“Aagh!” yelled the colenei in
sudden panic, and dropped his
gun. It fell on Montague’s
enormous foot, 2n:d the gotbling

sound became suddenly tinged
with anger. Next moment a
huge head swept down.

Willie and the professor.
stumbling backwards to safety.
saw Montague’s huge body
looming above them. Then an
enormous beak fastened on the
colonel’s collar and he was
swept high in the air. A moment
later Montague was charging
across the field beyond with the
velling colonel dangling from
his beak. -

*“Oh, crumbs! We'd bertter
follow!” gasped Willie. “*Sup-
posing Montague fancied the
colonel for Ais Christmas
dinner!” %

Puffing and panting, Professor
Wizzard and Willie plunged on
as fast as they could across the
thick snow. The vast shape of
Montague had now vanisbed in
the gathering gloom, but as
they reached the far side of the
ficld they heard faint spluttering
cries for help.

It was Colonel Blotter, up to
his waist in a snowdrift where

_ Montague had dropped him.

“‘Help! Grooh! Get me out!'™
he cried feebly. Between them,
Willie and his father managed
to drag the colonel out.

“It’s a good job Montague
got tired of carrying you,
Colonel!” Willie said thank-
fally. “And ar least he chose a
soft spot to drop you! Well . . .
it’s too dark to do any more big
game hunting tonight! XNo
coubt Montague will find some-
where in the woods to seutle
down—but we'll have to be
ziter him first thing tomorrow
morning!”’

Wonder
Don’t

Next week: Willie’s
Turkey joins a circus!
miss the fun!
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THE EMPEROR! ATEMFTG TO OPEN THE
RED ROCKET FAIL MISERABLY, UNTIL -

YOUR
MAJESTY —--
I HAVE BROUGHT B
THE CONVICT
SLITHIUS .
REMEMBER, HE WAS =
IN PRISON FOR 3
HOUSEBREAKING ---
HE IS THE CLEVEREST (=
LOCK PICKER IN ALL /g
ROMA, /

M. STAND ASIDE
OR, TAKE THE

POOM ! JUST LIKE ALL N\
THOSE MACHINES [N THE

I DEAD CITIES OF THE ANCIENT

PEQPLE. BUT NOTHING
EVER WORKS f

ALL THE FUEL AND POWER HAD BEEN CUT OFF IN
THE DEAD CITIES FOR CENTURIES, SO OF COURSE
NOTHING WORKED. BUT THE RED ROCKET = = -
e WAS SOMETHING DIFFERENT, =
AS THE EMPERCR
SOON FOUND




TERRIEIED, THE EMPEROR GRABS \\‘
ERANTICALLY AT THE LEVERS AND KMNOBS
TO TRY AND STOP THE RED ROCKET -—-—

STOP IT) DO SOMETHING SOMEBODY!
ARREST SOMEBODY.! THERE MUST
BE A LAW AGAINST THINGS LIKE

THIS! HELP!

B THE RED ROCKET TAKES OFF

T WITH A ZOOMING SWERVE,

~ . TURNING HALF OVER ON TO
ITS BACK, AND TRAILING

: RED FIRE.

i UP ON THE SURFACE OF THE
PLANET, THE SKY EXPLORERS

ARE JUST COMING OUT OF

| FIDDYCAT'S CAVE, WHEN -~ -

.A FEW SECONDS
LATER —===277 -

THATS DONE IT/

NOW WE'VE LOST
THE RED

LOOK ! ROCKET/

e THE RED

Hy, "\ ROCKET/

___f(_\—'k =
_\. ‘ —

WHO CAN BE
FLYING IT?
THEY MUST
;\ f"% BE CRAZY/
SOMEHOW, THE EMPEROR THIS IS THE DOING OF THOSE
MANAGES TO STRUGGLE STRANGERS FROM THE SKY /
OQUT, AND A BOAT COMES f THAT WAS A MONSTER ‘I'H,E'Y
TO PICK HIM UP —=~- FIXED UP TO DESTROY ME.! BUT

TLL HAVE 'EM ! THEY CAN'T

LEAVE ROMA, AS LOMNG AS THAT

THING 5 AT THE BOTTOM OF
THE SEA! THEY MUST

A
=

]
eI T

Can they get the Red Rocket back? Next week Professor Jolly invents a diving suit! COMET—December 20, 1952—11
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MICK GIVES AN OLD MISER A COLD OUTLOOK—WITH A SNOWMAN!

‘“‘Hah, so there you are, you

wicked old rascal!"’ cried the

snowman. “‘l want to have a
word with you!"”

x EE, Mick, this is a sure
enough -old-fashioned
Christmas!” cried twelve-

ycar~old Hank Luckner.

’Leastways, the weather is.
It’s been snowing all c[ay and
it’s still coming down.””

“And jolly good luck to it,”
chuckled his pal, Mick the
Moon Boy. “I like soow at
Christmas time.”’

“So.do I,’ said Haok. “But
I guess we're just about the
only motorists on the .road
who are liking it.”

‘“Well, the drifts aren’t
worrying us,” chuckled Mick.
“We're getting through ’em.”

They certainly were. For
fixed to the radiator of the
rickety old second-band car
that they had hired was a
gadget shaped like a small
silver pencil. It was opne of the
wonderful scientific instruments
which Mick had-broeght with
him from the Moon and, smalil
though it was, it was giving off
an invisible heat-ray of such
terrific power that the snow-
drifts piling up in front of
them were melting away in a
flash.

It was late afternoon of
Christmas Eve, and the two
boys, who - were on holiday in
England, were on their way b
a place called Pelton Mowfield
where there was an old historic
inn at which they intended to
stay over Christmas.

‘‘Hey, see that?' exclaimed
Hank suddenly, as he peered

| through the windscreen.

“There’s a little red van stuck
in a drift just ahead of us.”
“We'll soon get him out of

s

that, whoever he is,
Mick.

With his heat-ray gadget
cleaving a way through the
drifts which were blocking the
road, he pulled up alongside

*>* chackled

.the little red van. It was a mail

van, and a postman-driver was
sitting in it looking very miser-
able indeed, his nose as red as
a beacon with the cold.

“Been stuck long?’ asked
Mick cheerily.

“More than an hour,” said
the postman. “I just dunno
what I’m going to do. I've got
a whole lot of Christmas mail
-bere for the outlying farms and
cottages and thére’s sackfuls
more piling up for delivery
back at the post office.”

A sudden thought seemed to
strike him, for he stared very
hard at Mick and Hank from
his driving seat and demanded:

“Hdw the heck are you two
getting through, anyway? You
pulled up alongside me just as

*though there wasn’t a drift

here at all.”
“We’ve got a special anti-
drift gadget fitted,”” grinned

Mick, who wasn’t gomg to say
thaf he had brought it with
him from the Moon. “You
follow us and you'll be quite
okay. We'll get you through.
Where d'you want to go first?”’

The postman told him and
before very long all the mail
had been delivered except for
one letter which was for a
Mrs. Goodson, who lived in a
lonely little cottage standing
all by itself.

“There’s not much for her,
poor thing,”” said the postman

19— T OMET . TNeorarmbees 90 105H

as he got out of his van in
front of her gate. ““And nothing
at all for her kids. She’s had a
hard time of it.”

“How’s that happened 7"’ de-
manded Mick.

“Her husband died some
months ago .and left her with
ﬁvc young children 10 bring
up,”” said the postman. “‘On top
of that, she’s been ill hcrseli‘
I'm afraid it's going to be a
very poor Christmas for them,”
he said, shaking his head in
pity as he ploughed his -way
through the snow.

Before he could reach the
door it opened.

In the doorway stood a nice-
looking woman, though her
face was thin and lined with
care. Grouped around her were

five young children, clean and"

tidy in spite of their shabby
clothes. They were looking
eagerly at the postman and thcy
cried excitedly:

“Anything for us, Mlster
Postman ? Anything for us?”

. “No, just a letter for your
Ma, I'm afraid,” said the post-
man regretfully.

Mick and Hank, waltching
from their car, saw how the
children’s faces fell and saw
how disappointed they looked.
Their mother had. opened the
letter which the postman had
given her. As she looked at it
she gave a gasp, her face went
white and she leaned weakly
against the doorpost.

“Is it bad news, ma’am?”
asked the postman anxiously.

“It’s a notice to quit—to get
out of the cottage,” said Mrs.

. Goodson in a trembling voice.

“It’s from Jaspar Scrubb,
landlord i

“The villain!™’ burst out the
postman furiously. “To send
you a thing like that on Christ-
mas Eve. But iU’s JUS[ like him,
the wicked old muser.”

Poor Mrs. Goodson was
trembling and her eyes had
filled with tears.

“[—I don’t know what I'll
do with the children,” she said.
“We've nowhere to go.”

Mick thrust open his driving
seat door.

“Come on!” he muttered to
Hank. ‘*“We're going to take a
hand in this. I want to know
more about this Mr. Scrubb.”

The way he went about it was
to ask Mrs. Goodson if he and
Mick could come indoors to
warm themselves. The good
woman said of course they
could, although she was afraid
she had a very poor fire

The postman went off in his
van, following the way they had
come, saying furiously what he
would like to do to Miser
Scrubbs.

In the sparsely-furnished but
spotlessly clean little kitchen
Mick and Hank drew from
Mrs. Goodson all they wanted
to know.

She was too good-hearted to
speak really ill of the man in
spite of the cruel thing he was
doing to her and her children.
But Mick and Hank weren’t
fools. They could fill in the
missing bits for themselves and
they soon had a very clear pic-
ture of Jaspar Scrubbs.

He hated children, he hated
animals, he hated Christmas. In
fact he hated everything except
money and himself. And the
reason he was kicking Mrs.
Goodson and her children out
of the cottage was because
somebody had offered him more
rent for it than she was able to

ay.

“He smashed our snow-man
to pieces with his walking stick .
when he was passing here yester-

‘day,” said ten-year-old Betty.

“Did he, indeed 7" said Mick,
his eyes glinting. ““He just did it
out of nastiness, I suppose.”

‘Then changing the subject, he

said: ‘““Are you and your
brothers and sisters hanging
your stockings tonight, Betty?”

“Yes,” but we don’t know
whelh;rASama Claus is coming
here or not,”” said Betty doubt-

fully. -
“He’'s coming!” declered
Mick. ‘I know that for an

absolute fact. So you hang your.
stockings up, all of you!”
When he and Hank left the
cottage they drove rapidly along
the snow-bound roads to the
nearest vil!age. They returned
with a big turkey, a plump
goose and an enormous Christ-
mas hamper, which they handed
to the dumbfounded Mrs.
Goodson. She tried to find
(Continued opposite)
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. OH 6000, [ THINK HY HUSBAND
S wouD UKE YOU TO COME
AND DECORATE OUR HOUSE /

MICK THE MOON BOY
(Contd. from previous page)

words to thank them, but Mick
put in politely:

.. “That’s all right, ma’am. It's
just:a little present from Hank
and me.  But there’s another
thing. . Don’t worry about the
letter you got from - Jaspar
Scrubb. You won't be leaving
your cottage. I'm going to see
him about it now and I know

for a fact that I can persuade

him to let you stay on. I’ve got

a wonderful -way of persuading .

people,”” said he with a grin.
A few minutes later he and
Hank were driving rapidly

towards the lonely, tumbledown
house in which>-the rascally
Jaspar lived all by himself. The
miser’s house looked very sinis-
ter and gloomy as Mick pulled
up a little way from it. >

“Come on!” he chuckled to
Hank. “This is going to be a
Christmas :Eve which Jaspar
Scrubb’ will never forget.”” -

ASPAR SCRURBB, the miser.
was sitting in the kitchen of
his*big, lonely house. ;

He was huddled in his over-
coat to keep himself warm
because, although he was very
rich indeed, he was far too mean
to light a fire or even to buy
himself an oil-stove.

His sole illumination was a
solitary candle stuck in a bottle.

He was sitting at the kitchen

table.counting his money. He

had it all in money-bags and .

when -he had counted the con-

tents of. one. bag he would " Ll :
. **Coming, coming!”’ cried he,

réturn it to the 'bag and then
start on another. :°

He was a tall, 'skinny man

with a thin, sunken face. The
reason he was that way was
because he even begrudged him-

-self the food he ate.

“He! He! He!” he tittered,
as he counted his money with
long, bony fingers.

“Now that I'm kicking that
Mrs. Goodson and her brats out
of their ‘cottage I'l have more
money than ever. That
Jenkins who's taking it is paying
me an extra half-crown a week

Abrupliy- he broke off-as:
there came a ‘sudden terrific-

knocking on the door.

“Who can—who can that

,Bc?” he gasped. “Robbers?"’

That, of course, was his first
thought. He was always terrified
that somebody would try to rob
him. With trembling hands, he
scooped up the money and
stuffed it into its bag. Then
grabbing the other bags, he
jumped to his feet and started
to hide them in a secret little
cupboard in the wall.

While he was doing this the
knocking on the door was re-
peated, only louder this time.

“Goodness me, whoever can
it be?"* cried the terrified miser
to himself.

Mr.-
" children build!

snow-man-sharply. “I want to

‘He hastened to the door and
with trembling hands fumbled
with thé chain and drew back
the bolts.- .~

as the furious’ knocking con-
tinued. “But I’'m a poor man
and I haven’t a‘ha’penny. Cross
my throat and may [ die, if
what I'm saying is a lie!”

Havingundone the fastenings,
he pulled open the door. As he
did so he got such a shock that
he “‘caught-his breath and his
eyes nearly'shot clean out of his
head;-: -

“ For standing there on the step
was not a robber, or a human
being of any.sort, but a snow-
man—ithe sort of snow-man rhat

* “Hah, so there you are, you
wicked old rascal!” cried the

have a word with you!™

If the snow-man wanted to
have a word with Jaspar Scrubb,
that terrified individual certainly
didn’t want to talk. He slammed
the door in the snow-man’s face.

“Open: this door!" yelled his
frightful visitor. ‘“Great Snow-
flakes! Just wait till T get hold
of you. I'll knock you to pieces,
you wicked old rascal!™

The horrified Jaspar Scrubbs
waited to hear no more. He sped
on trembling shanks back to the
kitchen and slammed that door
behind him. -
Next week: Jaspar learns a

lesson!

KIT CARSON
" SPEAKING

Haullo, chere, folks.

Over the page you'll find some
exciting pictures telling my story of
the “White Redman’s Secret,”” ond
just in case you've missed what’s
happened up until now, I'll tell you
about it, i

This is the strange tale of two
brothers who grew up without know-
ing each other. Their parents were
killed in an Indian roid. Qne grew up
with white folks and was called Dan.
The other grew up as Deerfoot, Chief
of the Teton Sioux tribe. - - .|

There was a'lot of mystery around
these two.lads.. For one thing there
was ‘a sinister Englishman named
Mark Raven who .had tried to kill
Dan, and knew some valuable secret
about him.' Then. there was Tom-
Stack and Cinnamon Bill, who hed
killed old Nat Butler, whom-Dan had
known as his father. And lastly there
was Lieutenant Kenrick, a cavalry
officer, who had an old score to settle
cgainst Dan. Kenrick tried to get
Dan accused .of murder. But Dan
escaped from the fort where he was
being held prisoner. | followed him
and we were both captured by Deer-
foot's tribe. Deerfoot tried to save us
but couldn’t. So he made Dan his
blood brother. But he could do noth-
ing about me, | had to escape. So
when the Witch Doctor, Snake Fang,
came to take me to the torture scake
I managed to overpower him. Dressing
myself in his clothes, | stepped out
into the open. Would | be recognised ?
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YOU'LL WANT TO KNOW ABOUT THE BEGINNING OF THIS GRAND YARN

THE SECRET OF THE WHITE REDY

[ swune ONTO A HORSE, AS YELLS CAME FRDM THE Zﬂﬂ A THE MASK FELL FROM MY FACEAST °
TEPEE BEHIND ME / « |SPURRED FORWARD uKE UGH‘!NING' ;

THEY'RE ONTO
MY BLUFF! I'VE
GOT TO MOVE

FAST! -

HARK ./ THOSE CRIES
FRQM THE TEPEE/ IT I5
THE WITCH-DOCTOR’S

AIEE TS
PA-HE- HASKA'
HE ESCAPES STOP
HIMS KILL HIM S

THEN - WHO IS
NG 4 THIS - WEARING .
2 ﬁ i L 4 HIS MASK? 1T MUST

,’a S ‘BE AN (MPOSTOR

SOON I WAS RACING OUT INTO THE BLACK HILLS, MEANWHILE, BACK IN CAMP, DEERFOOT SPOKE
LEAVING THE SIOUX CAMP FAR BEHIND. TO THE SULLEN COUNCII. ME.ETING

I GUESS YOUNG'DAN WILL
BE OKAY OR I'D NEVER HAVE| fiRe
LEFT HIM BEHIND. DEERFOOT|
WILL LOOK AFTER HIM—
HE'S DAN'S FRIEND.

THE PALEFACE YOUTH
1S NOW MY BLOOD-BROTHER /. -
NO RED MAN SHALI.. HARM HiM’
« [TISTHE LAW.

THEN PA-HE-HASKA |
SHALL PAY FOR BOTHY”
. HE SHALL‘DIE BY TORTURE
““\ - ATTHESTAKE' .. )

THEN SNAKE FANG SNARLED WITH FURY [\
AS EXCITED BRAVES DASHED IN. ..

" COME, WHITE BROTHER !

THE TRIBE ARE IN ANGRY MOOD!

O M LODGE. YOU MUST REST THERE
TILL DAWN, THEN EET OUT FOR
LOOGES OF THE PALEFACES . ...

PA-HE-HASKA '

HAS ESCAPED*

1 GUESS I OWE
: YOU MY LIFE, -
DE d

EE-YAH. SOMEONE
SHALL PAY FOR THIS.!
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SO TURN TO PAGE 13 AND KIT CARSON HIMSELF WILL TELL YOU!

BUT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, A STEALTHY [ fa=
MOVEMENT AT THE TENT-FLAP WAKENED DAN. =

z

I'VE GOT HIM,
DEERFOOT/

HOLD Y IT 1S
[ MY TRUSTED OLD FRIEND, «
\ 8 GREY BEAR ! YOU MAY SET p
W HIM FREE, PALEFACE. . .

I BEAR GRAVE NEWS, - —— ,
O CHIEF ! THE TRIBE HOLD YOU MUST FLEE, e —

A MIDNIGHT COUNCIL. THEY

PLAN TO DEPOSE YOU AND
BURN YOUR BROTHER

AT THE STAKE ./

CHIEF.” 1, YOUR FAITHFUL ]
=7
i

l‘{"u_uﬂ
T

H /- NO, FAITHFUL OLD
~o R
: iEF

B, 7 " YOU MUST RIDE WITH MY

: 3 | Y PALEFACE BLOOD-BROTHER|
THE DOGS. THEY DARE!| [ e S i AND SEE HIM SAFELY

; I SEE THE HAND OF . — i R THROUGH SIOUX TERRITORY
,.SNAKE FANG BEHIND ALLTHIS!]. e R -TO THE HORSES -

DEERFOOT RODE TO THE EDGE

DAN AND GREY BEAR GALLOPED [ ! ¥ | [LONG, DEERFOOT SAT LIKE A GRAVEN
OF THE CAMP WITH THEM. . .

OFF INTO THE DARKNESS. = - 1 |IMAGE, THEN AS THE SUN ROSE,
it Y — ; HE RE-ENTERED THE CAMP.

I OBEY YOU, O DEERFOOT, BUT : : Jo ==

MY HEART I5 FILLED WITH GRIEF.! e %
THE TRIBE WILL KILL YOU.
RIDEWITHUS .. ..

I WILL LEAD. -~ rodaias ot THERE IS THE.

YOU TO THE . - Bass ¥ &) 4 8] TREACHERQUS
PALEFACE FORT, ...

O WHITE YOUTH,

IS THE SON OF = T NOS I GUESS
RED CLOUD TO FLEE |- f=+l, A THAT'S NO GOOD,
LIKE A CRAWLING HYENAZ?| L.~ 2= . [ GREY-BEARS I DAREN'T
I WILL FACE THE TRIBE/ | H fi
FAREWELL, MY BROTHERS,|. B5ar
AND GOOD LUCK.f

(Continued on next page)



THE SECRET OF TVHE WHITE REDMAN (Continued from poge 15)

I AM YOUR RIGHTFUL CHIEF.
THE SON OF RED CLOUD.” HANDS OFF
ME, YOU DOGS ¢

__YOU ARE NO SON .
OF RED.CLOUD. NOT A
74 PROP OF INDIAN BLOOD FLOWS
IN YOUR VEINS. YOU ARE THE
CHILD OF AN ACCURSED PALEFACE!

YOU LYING DOG.
I WILL KILL YOU ..}

FAE ) WERE SWORN TO SECRECY
&7 ) == bY RED CLOUD MANY MOONS
3 ' AGO.! NOW THE WHOLE TRIBE

HIM OF HIS EAGLE FEATHER
AND WAMPUM, BRAVES, AND
B DRIVE HIM FORTH-AN OUTCAST/

TO A FUSILLADE OF STICKS AND STONES,
DEERFOOT WAS DRIVEN OUT /

IF THIS IS TRUE -THEN I NO
LONGER WISH TO UVE-DEATH -
- WOULD HAVE BEEN MORE MERCIFUL

. -1 AM DISGRACED -

: 2= '8 2

i, ',?_ :-.' W, OFR

D, (AES
,;,//y/ ﬁ‘. N..

“OUT! POG
OF A PALEFACE
IMPOSTOR /

MEANWHILE, LUEUTENANT KENRICK AND HIS
TROOP WERE RIDING THE BLACK HILLS. .. TR

WE'VE GOT TO FIND
THE SIOUX CAMP AND :
RESCUE KIT CARSON BEFORE

THOSE RED SKUNKS -
MURDER HIM./

LIEUTENANT/
LOOK ! THERE’S
ONE OF 'EM.

( S
=L
Faplr

T i
e
lips - y

ljﬁﬁ’i' ~ Q

e

4 17

/ [ ?’i,-_
'- ‘ 4 b e
*\({ 525

Next week: Face to face
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DEERFOOT WAS DRAGGED. FROM HIS
AND ROPED TO A NEARBY TREE.,.

SHOOT, PALEFACE DOGS!
I DO NOT SHRINK FROM DEATH.
1 WELCOME IT! I HAVE
NOTHING TO LIVE FOR -
SHoOTS .

OKAY, YOU OBSTINATE
SKUNK. .. PREPARE
TO-FIRE, MEN/

‘with three grizzly bears!




THE LION AND THE

Back at the ranch some days
later, Dave Tracy, thelateowner
of Wildfire appeared:

He had heard gossip in the
towns nearby about the mag-

nificent brown-black stallion,
lately arrived at Diamond. L
with 2 man who was a stranger
in the district and had come to
see for himself whether this
horse was Wildfire.

Walking round the ranch with
Cass Bagley under the excuse of
wanting to buy horses, -he
caught sight of Wildfire.

He recognised the horse and
went over to him. Wildfire re-
membered Tracy and began to
look dangerous.

“Look out,” said Cass “He's
a one-man horse!”

“*“Pll say he is,” said Tracy,

backing away. “Is he for sale?”’

- Cass Bagley said that money
‘couldn’t buy him and explained

thathe belonged to Bea: -
Tracy persisted with his
questioning and at length Cass
agreed to take him to see Ben.
Ben was busy shaving when
the bunk house door opened
and he saw the face of Tracy re-
flected in the mirror before him.
“Found yourself a nice little
spot, didn’t you? People talk
about a horse like that. All T’had
to do was follow the talk,” said
Tracy with a leer. - . . :
‘Cass looked from Tracy. to
Ben, who stood silent.
“What does he mean, Ben?”
he asked. :
“l mean that that one-man
stallion out.there is my proper-
ty,”said Tracy, his eyes glinting.

H O RSE {Continued from page 5)

Ben explained the whole
affair to Cass. How Tracy had
ill-used Wildfire and how Ben
had left him the six hundred
dollars to pay for the horse
before he turned him loose.

Cass, although he could see
.that Tracy had a good case, was
on Ben’s side from the first, and
argued that the horse was paid
for. Tracy, with satisfaction,
said that this could not be
proved as Ben had no receipt.

“Don’t think that six hundred
dollars is going to keep you out
of jail. ['ll pick the horse up to-
morrow when I bring the sheriff
with a warrant for your arrest.
Horse stealing is still a pretty
serious offence you know,”
jeered Tracy as he left.

Things were looking black for
Ben now, and he wandered in
the dark around the ranch,
wondering what he should do.

Unexpectedly he came upon
the carcass of a dead horse and
upon examining it found that it
had been badly mauled by a lion.

. “Holy Smoke!”’ gasped Riggs
as he came up, and saw the
work of the lion. ““Maybe the
boss’ll be ready to let us hunt
him down now!” L
. The knowledge that the man-
eating lion was at large nearby
did not keep Dave Tracy away.
. Too impatient .to . wait for
morning and -the sheriff, he de-
cided to sneak into the stable
that night and steal Wildfire.

When all was quiet he ap-
proached, lariat in hand, and
opened the stable door. .

Wildfire was stabled quietly
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gift—free!
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e two groups of numbers, just choose

1" halter..

enough, but when Tracy drop-
ped the rope over his head and
opened the small gate, he
rounded on the man.

‘*‘Oh. 'sa you "wanna play
rough 7" snarled Tracy, grasping
a halter which he carried. ““All
right, ’ll give you all the fight
you——"" Tracy. gasped as he
dealt Wildfire blow after blow
with the buckled halter. _.

Wildfire, knowing his-liberty
to be at stake, and hating this
man with all the hate of which
his wild nature was capable,
reared high, his nostrils widen-
ing and his teeth bared. -

“Come down here, you —
shrieked Tracy, wielding the

- The stallion for a few fierce
moments returned to-his wild
state, and fought for self pre-
servation. - Rearing . again, he
towered. over the man,-a mass
of black muscle.

Then down camec his hooves
and Tracy wasunder them.

Tracy screamed and then lay
silent, while the enraged animal
trampled on him -again and
again.

After a while, Wildfire quiet-
ened down, and he was found
with the dead Tracy by Ben and
Cass Bagley.

Ben was dismayed when he
realised that his Wildfire had
killed a man, but when he ex-
amined the halter and saw blood
on the metal buckle he realised
that once more Tracy had been
ill-treating the stallion.

“Look at that!” he said to
Cass as he showed him the hal-

ter. “That’s not Tracy's blood.
He got what he deserved.”

I know,”” said Bagley who
was making arrangements for
the removal of the dead man,
“But the law in this state says
that when a horse kills a man,
no matter what the reason, he
has to be done away with, Well,
that’s a job for the sheriff.”’

Helooked ai Ben insympathy.

“*Take him away from here.
Keep going until you cross the
state line. And good luck.”

Ben, grateful to Cass Bagley
for the chance to get the stallion
away, made preparations for an
early departure.

He was busy packing his be-
longings when the bunk house
door opened, and a solemn
little Jenny came up to him with
her Stetson on her head and
prepared for riding.

*Jenny, what are you doing
up this time of night?" asked
Ben. amazed.

“I'm going with vou!” said
Jenny.

**No, no, you can’'t do that
Ben said, and explained that he
didn’t know where he was going
or how long he would be away.

Doing her best to blink back
the tears, she held out the food
she had prepared for both of
them. i

~“Be a good boy,” she said
soberly, and was gone.

Ben and Wildfire left the
ranch secretly during the night
and were well on their way by
the morning.

Next week: Wildfire fights the
lion!

T

To Colin, c.H.Q.
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Dr. Grunter drove fast and furiously. He was so excited to be free again!

THE RETURN OF
DR. GRUNTER

R. GRUNTER, the polar
D bear, was in a fine old

rage. And he had reason
to be, as well. For he was shut
up in a horrid cage with great
iron bars down the front. What
was more, outside the cage was
a big notice which read: ;

THE WORLD’'S MOST WON-
DERFUL POLAR BEAR!
THIS BEAR CAN DO SUMS!

It was quite true that Dr.
Grunter could”do sums, for he
hadn’t always been a polar bear.
Not so long ago he had been
the schoolmaster in charge of a
party of boys who had come to
Meadowsweet Farm to help
Farmer Wh:pstraw with
harvest.

One mormng the whole bunch
of them felt ill. So:Dr. Dozey,
the village doctor, had come out
to the farm to give them all a
dose of medicine.

But Dr. Dozey got the bomes
mixed up, and instead of giving
Dr. Grunter and the boys a dose
of medicine, he gave them all
.2 dose of a wonderful liquid
which - he -had invented for
changing people into birds and
animals.

The result was that, in a flash,
the whole bunch of them had
been changed into the strangest
collection of birds and animals
that you ever saw in your life,
And birds. and animals they
would remain until Dr. Dozey
could find a liquid that would

change them all back again to

their proper selves.

‘Dr. Grunter had been changed
into ‘a savage-looking = polar
bear. He was a bad tempered
gentleman at the best of times,
but to be changed into a polaf
bear ‘had made him worse-
tempered than ever. And now
that he was locked up in a horrid
cage he was absolutely gnashing
his teeth with fury.

It was really his own fault that
he was locked up in a cage. He
had insisted in helping at a local
garden fete by doing sums on
a blackboard. People had paid

the -

to watch Dr. Grunater doing the
sums, becausé they never dreamt
for a moment that he was a
schoolmaster. They thought that
he was just a clever polar bear.

Anyway, some circus men
had seen him doing sums, and
they had kidnapped him and
carried him off to act in their
own circus. And that is how
Dr. Grunter came to-be locked
up in a cage.

He had had the sense; how-
ever, not to let the circus men
know he could talk in a human
voice. For he knew jolly well
that if they knew that, his life
would be far more miserable
than it was now, because they
would poke him with sticks or
do something like that to make
him talk.

So Dr. Grunter kep: mum.
He had tried, also, refusing:to
do any sums. But that hadn’t
worked, because the circus men
had starved him until he did do
sums.

One afternoon, however, when
he was doing his sums, Dr.
Grunter gave a violent start. For
standing right in"the forefront
of the spectators he saw some-
one that he knew. It was Alf,
one of the men from Meadow—
sweet Farm.

Alf was grmmng and winking
at him, so Dr. Grunter knew
jolly well that something was
afoot. Then suddenly Alf threw
a little crumpled ball of paper
mto the cage.

“Stop teasing the bear!”

shouted the nasty, black-whis- .

kered circus man who was in
charge of Dr. Grunter.

“I'm not teasing him!’ re-
torted. Alf.

" “Yes, you are,”’ cried the
circus man. “I saw you throw
something at him.”

‘““Oh, that?” said Alf. “That
was just a little bit of paper, I
thought it might please him.”

“You be off! shouted the

.circus man. “Go on, get away

(22

from here!

With another grin and a wink
at Dr. Grunter, Alf went off.
But Dr. Grunter knew jolly well
that AIf wouldn’t throw a little
ball of paper at him for notuing.
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1 tie this fellow up!”

He had the
sense, however,
not to pick the
"& piece of paper
up - until the
performance
was over: and
the spectators
and his black-_
whiskered’
& | keeper had

% gone off. for:
their tea.

As soon as
that happy
moment came,
Dr. Grunter
picked up the
piece of paper.
Unfolding it
with his paws,
which were
trembling with excitement, he
read Alf’s pencilled scrawl:

Dear Sir,

We have found you because
we saw an advertisement
about the circus and you in
the local newspaper and we
knew the polar bear that
could do sums must be you.
Have no fear. We will get you
out tonight.

Yours respectfully,
Alf.

Late that night, when the
circus was over and most of the
circus folks and animals were
fast asleep, the black-whiskered

keeper who looked after Dr. -

Grunter, got the fright of his life.

He was lying in bed in his
yellow caravan snoring his ugly
head off when suddenly he
awoke to find a great hairy
gorilla standing by the side of
his bed, shaking him.

The kceper would have let
out a howl of terror, but he
didn’t get the chance. For the
gorilla clapped a great paw
across his mouth and: growlcd
in a human voice: 3

“*“You keep quiet or it will be.
the worse for you, see?”

When he heard the gorilla
speak in a human voice the .
keeper ‘was quite certain he was
having a most terrible night-
mare. He never-dreamt for an
instant that the gorilla was really
a boy named George Harris
from Meadowsweet Farm.

“Where’s the key to the polar
bear’s cage?’ growled George.
“Come on, speak up! thrc
do you keep it 7’

On t-t-that hook there,”
stammered the keeper, nearly
fainting with fright and pointing
to a key hanging on-a hook.

“*Right-ho! Grab it, Alf, while
grow]ed
the gorilla.

For the first time the terrified
keeper saw that the gorilla was
not alone. With him was the
young man who had thrown the
piece of paper at the polar bear
that same afternoon.

As Alf took the key from the
hook, George produced a great

- out

R'S 200 SCHOOL

coil of rope and started to lash
thc keeper to the bed.” =
“This is just 50 ‘s you won't
raise the alarm,”” said George
“I'm going to gag youas well.’
A few moments later, leaving
the keeper trussed and gagged,
Alf and George stole from the
caravanand crept into thecircus
tent. Dr. Grunter was pacing up
and down in his.cage, excitedly

-wondermg how and when his

“rescue was going to take place.
As he saw Alf and George
approaching his cage, his heart
fairly jumped for joy, for he
knew that the moment of escape
was near at hand.

“Here we are, sir,”” cried
George cheerily, putting the key
in the lock of the cage door.
“We’'ll have you out in a jiffy!™

“Clever lad!™" cried Dr.
Grunter, his voice trembling
~ with happiness. “*But how did

you get the key ?”

“From the keeper,” chuckled
George. **Alf followed him this
afternoon just after the perform-
ance and spotted which of the
caravans was his. But here you
are, sir. Come on!”

He swung open the door of
the cage and Dr. Grunter
bounded out. A few moments
later- the three of them were
slipping silently away from the
tents and caravans of the circus.

“How far are we from Mea-
dowsweet Farm?” demanded
Dr. Grunter. :

“Qh, a long way, sir,” replied
George. ““But that’s all right.
I’'ve brought . Farmer Whip-
straw’s tractor along with me.”’

‘*Excellent!”” boomed Dr.
“Grunter. I shall driveit back.”

He did as well. And he was
so delighted at being free that
he drive fast and furiously. In
fact he drove so fast that he
overturned the tracter while
taking a sharp bend inthe road.

Neither he, George nor Alf
were hurt, but while r.mg the
tractor on its wheels again a

policeman came cyclmg_a ong.

“Hallo, what's going on
there?”’ he demanded sus-
piciously, getting off his bike.
“Who’s in charge of this tractor
and these here two performmg
animals 7"

“Performing arumzls your-
self, you stupid lout! roared
Dr. gmntcr in such a.terrible
voice.that the policeman nearly
;umEed out of his skin. “Get

efore I gobble you up!”

The policeman got out all
right. Leaping on to his bike,
he pedalled away for dear lLfe
his eyes nearly sticking out of
his head. As for Dr. Grunter,
George and Alf, they continued
their journey and arrived quite
'safely at Meadowsweet Farm.
And was Dr. Grunter pleased ?
He most certainly was!

“But I'm never going to be
a performing animal again,”
he vowed.

Next week: The three bears g0
for a tramp!



HOW RGHT YOU ARE — YOURE GOING TO
PACK US THAT NOGE FOR A START !/

THEN, SaCK UP MY LUGGASE FOR ME /
GET CRAIXING — | MEAN, GET PACKING |

HOORAY f JOLLY
OLD HOLS ! WE'RE
BREAKING UP 1/

53

CUTEIBERT

THE TWO NEW BOYS

PACK THESE TROUSERS, FAG, AND
THEN FASTEN THE

ln,

THIS CASE WiLL
NEVER CLOSE
WITH ALL THIS STUFF

IN FT")/

WHOOPS ! YOU CLUMSY CLOOS/
OH YOU'RE FOR IT WHEN
YOUVE FINISHED //

BAH/ WHEN YOU'VE FINISHED
PACKING , I'LU PAY YOU OUT
FOR THAT //

[ VaN's WAITNG TO COLLECT MR. BLOGES '
LUGGAGE , YOUNG SIRS! MAY
| TAKE (T AWAY ?
>
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THIS IS MY PATENT

MECHANICAL HORSE, JUST WHAT I'VE BEEN

SHORTY, GOING TOQ You LOOKING FOR./
MIGHTY CHEAPR [ P'LL BUY. T/

MY OLD HOSS ALWAYS GO RIGHT b : CAN YOU? IT WAS MY OLD

</ PLL JUMP THIS FENCE 7/ Y F AND I USED TO ; YOU CAN'T HELP LAUGHING,
s STOPPED DEAD AT OVER HIS D _' HOSS ALL THE TIME /




