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“THE YOUNG GUNMAN TOOK NO NOTIGE OF
WILL AND CARRIED ON SHOOTING ~~

THAT WASN'T

( “THATILL “TEACH Qou %o CALL ; m{/'
r‘

A STRAY SHOT EITHER,, [ JOHNNY RINGO A YOUNG WHIPPERSNAPPER.,
MISTER,/ § AIMED ¢ MISTER / NEXT TIME WE MEET YOU'D ‘
FOR, THAT . - BETTER START DRAWING == ~
i | G5 MY FISTS!
2oy iy 3 = .
14 oy A 1 DON'T CARRY GUNS,
| =/ 4 SONNY. 7 :
! ;

e
HAPPY- GO-LUCKY WILL BONNEY NEUER BORE A GRUDGE. ]
AGAINST ANV MAN , AND LATER WHEN UE SAW THE SLIM Bl PO OE g e

SWAGGERING FIGURE OF THE YOUNG TROUBLE-MAKER.
ENTERING THE BARBERS SALOON IN LITTLE FALLS HE
HAD NO THOUGHTS OF REVENGE ~~

THE §HOP ~~

You WAIT
YOUR TURNS
SO0M 1

THERES MY E=
GUN-SLINGING FRIEND.
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WILL LEAPED THROUGH THE DOORS ~~

GUESS 1'D BETTER HELP YOU
KEEP YOUR HAIR ON BEFORE YOU
GET INTO REAL TROUBLE,
SONNY BOY /

- BEFORE JOHNNY RINGO COULD CARRY OUT HIS THREAT,

YOU'RE TOO FOND OF THOSE GUNS, KID.”
IFATS A FIGHT YOU'RE LOOKING FOR., fLL
TAKE YOU ON WITH MY FISTS. I'VE NO
USE FOR SHOOTING IRONS /

7 Y-You'LL
BE SORRY
L FOR THIS ./

SUPPENLY THE YOUNG TROUBLE-MAKER GRABBED A
GUN FROM ONE OF THE LAUGHING COWPUNCHERS .

NOW You'tL
SEE HOW USEFUL
A GUN CAN BE,
* MISTER #

Ik

WILL WAS READY FOR WHAT WAS TO COME. 7] =
AND AS JOHNNY RINGOS FINGER. SQUEEZED &
THE TRIGGER, ~~ ”

{LL SHOOT You

THE GUN-CRAZY

FOOL/ [TS TIME HE WAS

TAUGHT A LESSON . UNARMED

1 CAN PO VERY LITTLE ~~BUT

BILLY THE KIP CAN DO
A LoTr

WILL BONNEY WAS NO
COWARD . WHEN IT
CAME TO GUN-PLAY
HE WAS THE FASTEST
AND MOST DANGEROUS
MAN IN THE WEST ~~
FOR UNKNOWN TO
ANYONE HE WAS
ALSO BILLY ‘THE KID,
THE LONE AVENGER. o
—— WHEN YOUNG ~
JOHNNY RINGO SAW
RIM RIDE AWAY HE
WASNT TO KNOW THAT
WILL WAS HEADING
FOR THE SECRET
HIDE-OUT CLOSE BY
“THUNDERBIRD PEAK,
WHERE WAITING FOR
HiM WAS HiS GREAT
BLACK HORSE, SATAN,
WHO CARRIED HiM
SWIFTLY TO
WHEREVER

JUSTICE WAS
NEEPED ~~

Hf, THERE,
SATAN~~ WEVE

A5 WILL ENTERED THE SECRET] WILL BONNEY WENT OVER
VALLEY. THE GREAT HORSE.
GREETED HIM /

SATAN . THERES A

SO00N THE MAN WHO WAS WILL BONNEY WAS
LEAPING THE GREAT CHASM THAT SEPARATED
THE SECRET VALLEY FROM THE REST OF THE
WORLD , AND THE AR RE-ECHOEP TO THE
BATTLE CRY OF BILLY THE K/D ©

TO THE ROCK WALL WHERE
HUNG THE BLAGK CLOTHES
AND PEARL-HANDLED 51X~

WEVE 6OT
TO WORK FAST,

GUN-0RAZY KID 1N
LITTLE FALLS WHO
NEEDS TAMING
BEFORE HE MAKES
TS

IMSEL

OTH =
%

HAZ HAY
CAN'T TAKE 1T,
{F YOU COME BACK HERE.
YOu COWARD /

EHZ

ON SIGHT,

{'LL BE
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EVEN AS HE RODE INTO LITTLE FALLS, BILLY

{IEARD GUNSHOTS ECHOING THROUGH THE TowN~- | | BILLY WAS RIGHT FOR OUT OF

ONE OF THE STORES RUSHED THE

=3

NO SHERIFFS GOING TO
RAUN JOHNNY RINGO IN./
YOU'VE LOST YOUR JOB, MISTER /

: Ly
- _I'M GOIN' TO RUN THIS
TOWN WO,/

SHERIFF AND HIS PEPUTY ~~
=%
|

FOLLOWED BY JOHNNY RINGO.

' .

SOUNDS LIKE N k=
TROUBLE, SATAN /- | &
1 BET THAT KID

16 “THE CAUSE /

SHERIFF SHOOTING
NEVER, DID ANYBODY
ANY GOOD ~~ NOT EVEN
A BIG TOUGH GUNMAN
LIKE OURSELF,

(A9 /

BILLY THE KID..
IF § CAN OUTSHOOT
You {'LL ~~

“THE BOY GUNMAN FAILED TO SEE THE BLACK.
HORSEMAN UNTIL THE ROPE TIGHTENED ROUND
H15 HANDS ~~ :
PROP /EM, e
SONNY / s

NOT IF L KAIOW
1T You WON'T,
JOHNNY BOY S

“THE AMAZING SPEED AT WHICH BILLY. THE KID FIRED
SHOOK. THE YOUNGSTER. FOR A MOMENT, BUT AS
QROWD GREW HE BECAME ARROGANT AGAIN ~~

HUH.! YOU CAN ONLY SHOOT AT A
GUY WHEN HIS HANDS ARE TIED ./
MEET ME AT SUNDOWN [N THE MAIN
STREET AND f'LL GIVE YOU A LESSON
N SHOOTING ~~ MISTER BILLY

: \I;IE KID 1

DONT RUN HIM IN TILL
AFTER. SUNDOWN, SHERIFF ./
/M LOOKING FORWARD TO
FINDING OUT HOW MUGH

YOU'LL BE THE TOUGHEST
GUY 1N THE WEST/
LEAVE THOSE GUMNS

%,
L
A

LET ME
RUN THE YOUNG
VARMINT 1N,
BILLY /
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AS HE RODE AWAY BILLY FLICKED THE LARIAT AS THE EVENING SHADOWS LENGTHENED, BILLY THE
OFF RINGO'S WRISTS ~~ > KID RODE BACK INTO LITTLE FALLS.  THE STREET
“THAR'S

WAS DESERTED AND QUIET ~~
STAY OUT OF TROUBLE. GONNA BE A - -

GUNFIGHT THIS 18 ASFAR AS &=
TO-NIGHT * YOU GO, SATAN? FROM E
NOW ON ~- M ON

~~ AS HE DISMOUNTED, A RIFLE
CRACKED FROM DOWN THE STREET.

50 THATS THE
SORT OF GUNMAN
HE'S TURNING OUT

WHY, You / '\
{LL GET YOU

_}‘>)),

¥ TUAT'S NO WAY FORA REAL
GUNFIGHTER.“TO BEHAVE, BOY 7

COME OUT FROM BEHIND THERE ~~
BEFORE { SHOOT YOU OUT.?

REALISING “THAT BILLY ‘THE KID WASN'T JOKING,
JOHNRY RINGO EMERGED FROM HIS HIDE-OUT ~~

% N - o v
N NP e vou z e b o Yoj’%‘m
A CHANCE YOU PON'T * -3 SCARE ME
DESERVE !/ | WON'T DRAW : £ — 50 :
UNTIL YOU DO » il ISTER
' ] BIG SHOT /

SLOWLY BILLY WALKED FORWARD AND
AS HEDIT 80, THE YOUNG GUNMAN
PDESPERATELY YANKED OUT HIS GUNS ~~

AS HE SQUEEZED THE TRIGGERS HE SUPDENLY 64W THE GLEAMING
SIX-GUNS OF BILLY ‘THE KID POINTING STRAIGHT AT HiM, AND

TREMBLING WITH FEAR., HE FIRED WILDLY AT THE ADVANCING |
DARK FIGURE ~~ /

JOHNNY RINGO WAS 60 EXCITED AT
MEETING THE GREAT BILLY THE KiP
THAT HIS HANDS SHOOK AS HE FIRED.
NOT A SINGLE BULLET CAME WITHIN

4 I
THS 15 . NOU OPENED Y/ ' INGHES OF THE LONE AVENGER
WHERE BlLLY % FIRE TOO 500N, V) " AGAIN AND AGAIN JOHNNY FIRED
THE KID MEETS JOHNNY / NOU WON'T ¥ ] UNTIL - - -

HIS MASTER, ¢ \ GETME/

\\\\ Nyt

™

You WoN'T ;'g_A

i
GETME! AT [ aFERN
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A5 BILLY THE KiD ADVANCED ON HIM , TOUGH YOUNG ] :
JOHNNY RINGO'S COURAGE FAILED COMPLETELY ~~ /1 WoULDN'T WASTE 1M NOT THROUGH
MYy BULLETS ON A COYOTE WITH YOU , YET ~~

“ l” " ‘ O.K, JOHNNY LIKE YOU. “TUR ROUND. . TOUuGH GUY /

i

YOU KNOW ME -~ § SHOOT 60
STRAIGHT A5 WELL ; STRAIGHT / HONEST.
|5 AS FAST, LEMME GO #

D~ PON'T SHOOT ME !/
D-DON'T SHOOT .#

/ “THERE'S ONLY ONE WAy
QF QOOLING OFF HOTHEADS

F 1 EVER HEAR OF YOU SHOOTING UP FOLKS
AGAIN 1/LL COME BACK AND SHOOT THE PANTS
OFF You / NOW~-GET GOING .

175 SAFE z
“TO QOME OUT, ¥/

' }/1 LET THAT BE A LESSON TO YOU, SONNY./

‘AS YOUNG JOHNNY RINGO STAGGERED ONTO His | FULL OF HUMILIATION “THE WOULD-BE GUNMAN ROPE AWAY, AND WITH PEACE RESTORED

rnouss THE WHOLE “TOWN LAUGHED AT HIM ~~ NEVER “TO RETURN TO LITTLE FALLS ~~ e 185“;%"% é#gu? %\{
WHEN KIDS LIKE YOU START HEY, RINGO / YoU 1 DON'T THINK. HELL
FOOLING Anouuv.d\c{wuv, \Ou CAN LEFT YOUR GUNS WANT THEM AGAIN / THE SUNSET ~-
EXPECT TO BE LAUGHED AT~-0R 6HOT BEHIND 1 GUESS HE'S LEARNT

AT~~ YOURE LUCKY THIS TIME 7 HIS LESSON /

R ryplvie!
yipLY!
N\ wve

YOU DON'T
LOOK 50 TOUGH
NOW, RINGO.”




This week:
A STICKY TIME FOR
TOM MERRY!

TOM MERRY
HAS BAD LUCK

ACK BLAKE and his chums
J of the Fourth were deter-
mined to be top dogs of the
St. Jim’s juniors. They raided
Tom Merry’s study, locked
themselves in, and scoffed all
the grub they found there.
When Tom Merry and his
comrades camealongand started
thumping on the study door,
they were chased off by Herr
Schneider the German master
whose own room was opposite.
Herr Schneider was always
“down’’ on Tom Merry. He

A ROLLICKING STORY OF ST.

OM MERRY'S SCHOOLDAYS.

had been so when Tom was at = 3=

Clavering School, and Tom had
been far from pleased when,
after his transference to St.
Jim’s, the German master had
also obtained a post at the
school. And, as ill-luck would
have it, Herr Schneider’s study
was near to Tom Merry’s
quarters.

The Terrible Three scuttled
away quickly enough before the
German could spot them, and
the attack on the study door
perforce ended. Burning with
wrath, the three heroes of the
Shell gathered in the quadrangle
to take counsel.

“The bounders!’’ said Monty
Lowther. ““They’ve fastened
themselves in the study and they
won’t open the door till they've
wolfed all the grub. I heard
Figgy’s voice there, so Blake has

invited the New House wasters.

- o thé feast.” "

Seven of the hungry boun-
ders,” said Manners with a
sigh. “My hat, why they won’t
leave a single crumb for us!”

Tom Merry nodded.

“The worst of it is, that w
can’t get at them,” he said.
“We'd soon have that door
busted in if it wasn’t for old
Schneider.”

“Y¥es, but now there's no way
of doing.it.””

““There’s the window.”

. Manners gave an expressive
whistle.

“The window-—on the second

storey? Are you thinking of

walking up a brick wall like a
-fly, Thomas Merry?”’

“No. I’m thinking of borrow-
ing a ladder from Taggles.”

*“Will he lend you one?”’

“He'd lend me his Sunday
clothes if I gave him half a
crown.”’

*“Oh, 1 see, bribery and cor-
ruption!” grinned Manners.
**But, mind you, only one chap
could go up a ladder at a time
and there are seven fellows at the
top to receive him.”

*“I shan’'t sound a trumpet to

juniors,

JIM’S BY MARTIN CLIFFORD

The chums of the Fourth turned with a gasp as Tom Merry came leaping in through the window.

let them know I’m coming,™
retorted Tom. “We'll take them
by surprise. We left the window
openand I don’tsuppose they've
closed it. Come and let’s get the
ladder, that’s the first thing to be
done.”

They hurried away to the
porter’s lodge. Taggles was not
on the best of terms with the
especially with the
heroes of the Shell. But the sight
of a half-crown held between
Tom Merry’s finger and thumb,
made him unusually civil. He
had an idea that that half-
crown might be transferred to
his own waistcoat pocket.

5 | say, Taggles, it’s a nice
day, isn't it?” said Tom Merry
cheerily. “Warm for the time
of year, don’t you think so, and
a hittle cold for the season? P

Taggles gave a grunt, but did
not commit himself to a reply.

“] want to ask a favour of
you, Taggles,”’ said Tom.
“You've got charge of the
things the workmen leave here—
you know, at that place they’re
putting up behind the head-
master’s house. By the way, are

they building a little kennel for

Jou?”’

Another grunt from Taggles.
It was only a view of the half-
crown that kept him from get-
ting up and chasing the trio
forth from his lodge.

“But to come to the point,”
resumed Tom. “There’s a long
ladder, and that’s what I want.
There’s something up with thc
door. of my study and I can 4t
get in. I want to get in at the
wmdow and unfasten it from
inside.”

This was all strictly true.

“You’ll lend us the ladder,
like an old sport, won’t you? 5
said Tom coaxingly. “And if
half a crown would be of any
use to you, Taggy, old son——-

“Idon’ lknowihat I hain’t got
any objection,” said Taggles,
with a greedy eye on the half-
crown. “‘1 don’t see why you
shouldn’t have the ladder.””

“Catch!”’

Taggles caught the coin as it
spun in the air, and came out to
hand over Lhc ladder. He
watched the juniors with some
misgivings as they seized it and
ran it off towards the School
House. He noticed that they
whisked it away quickly, so that
it would not be observed from
any of the masters’ windows,
and he guessed that something
was on.

The window of Tom Merry’'s
study looked out upon a corner
of the quad, with a big tree
close at hand, screening it from
general view. Once the ladder
was safely there it would be
secure from general observa-
tio

Suddenly a figure rounded a
corner.

““Hallo, there’s Kildare!"’
muttered Manners in dismay.

The captain of St. Jim’s
looked in amazement at the
ladder. and signed to the
juniors to stop.

“What on earth are you going
to do with that, youngsters 7" he
asked.

“My study door s got fixed,”
said Tom glibly. “Taggles lent

‘us the Jladder to get at the

window and unfasten it.”’
His look was so innocent that
Kildare’s suspicions were dis-

armed.
“Oh, all right!” he said.
“Mind you don’t break your
necks!”’

“Right-ho!”
great relief.

Kildare walked on and the
juniors rushed the ladder round
a corner and stopped with it in
the secluded spot under the
study window.

“Narrow squeak that!”’ gas-
ped Tom.

‘A miss is as good as a mile.
Good Juck! The window’s still
open! Hark! You can hear the
cork’s popping in there! The
brutes are scoffing our ginger-

e

““We’ll scoff them soon!” said
Tem. ‘‘Quiet now; we don’t
want to give the alarm! 71l goup
first and I shall just go into the
study head-first and go for ’em,
and keep 'em engaged while you
chaps get in the window.' See ?”

*“Good wheeze! But 1 say,
there’s a lot of those chaps.
Hadn't we better have some
help?* Manners Suggested

e Rxght‘ If you like! Buzz off
and get some of the Shell to
back us up while Monty and [
put up the ladder.’

Manners buzzed off and Tom
Merry and Lowther handled
the ladder. They reared it care-
fully on end and allowed the top
to rest lightly against the walil
under the window. This had
been done almost without a
sound and there was no sign of
alarm from within the study. It
seemed certain that the invaders
would be taken by surprise,
though even then it was a risky
business.

(Continued on next page)
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Food was plastered all over Tom Mexry. Finally, a string of sausages was hung round his neck and a jam
tart pushed onto his nose. “‘Had enough?’'’ asked Blake with a grin.

But Tom Merry did not care
for risks. Manners came back
with three fellows belonging to
the Shell, ready to back up Tom
in the attack on the study.

“Wait till I'm in,” said Tom
in a whisper. “T'll keep their
hands full while you come to
the rescue. Here goes!™:

And he ascended the ladder
silently. Up he went, anxiously
watched by his chums from
below. He reached the window-
sill and could go no further

without revealing himself to the

juniors within, He drew a deep
breath and placed his hands on
the sill. The next moment he
was looking into the study.

Seven juniors were seated or
lounging round the table and
the havoc they had made

already in the provmons was
astomshmg

Tom Merry vaulted over the
sill and plunged into the room.

The Fourth Formers jumped in
amazement,  but Jack Blake
and Figgins tumbled to the

situation in a twinkling. In a
flash Blake had hurled himself
upon Tom Merry, while Figgins
sprang to the window and closed
it down.

“Lend a hand here!” velled
Blake.”

His chums sprang to his aid.

Alas for Tom Merry’s plan
of keeping the juniors engaged
while his friends followed him
in at the window! He was down
on the floor of the study in a
moment with Blake and Herries
sitting on his chest, D’Arcy
clinging lovingly to his hair and
Digby treading on his squirming
legs.

The window was closed and
Figgins & Co. were grinning
through the glass at the wrathful
countenance of Manners out-
side.

“My hat!” gasped Tom

8—SUN—November 29, 1952

Merry. “Lemme gerrup!”

Blake chuckled.

“Thought you’'d attack us in
the rear—hey-—my pippin?” he
exclaimed. *““This is where we
teach you a lesson not to inter-
rupt your superiors at meal
times. Anybody got any
string 2

D’Arcy produced some string
and Tom Merry’s wrists were
tied together. Then he was
allowed to stand upon his feet.

He was looking very dusty
and rumpled and rather fed-up.
There was mischief in the looks
of the juniors who surrounded
him and his friends outside the
closed window were helpless to
come to his aid.

Manners tapped on the glass.

“QOpen this window, you—
young brutes!”’

“Right-ho!”" grinned Blake,
picking up an uncorked bottle
of ginger-pop, and stepping to
the window. He threw up the
sash. “Here you are!”

The bottle was inverted over
the head of the unfortunate
Manners. Poor Manners gave a
vell, and went sliding down that
ladder much more quickly than
he had climbed up.

Jack distributed the rest of
the contents of the bottie with a
liberal hand over the boys of the
Shell below, and with many
muttered words they retreated
to a safer distance.

*““Your chaps are gone,
Merry,”’ Blake remarked.
“You'd better follow them. Put
you came here for the grub,
didn’ tyou ? Youshall have some
ofit.’

Tom Merry had some of it.
The grub was meant to be taken
internally, and Tom Merry took
it externally, that-was the only
difference.

Each of the grinning juniors
brought his contribution, and

‘a shout of laughter,
Manners and Monty Lowther -

plastered it somewhere upon-the
person of the unfortunate chief
of the Shell. Tom Merry bore
the ordeal well.

A fellow of the Shell wasn’t
going to show the white feather
to chaps in the Fourth, and so
Tom faced the music like a hero.

But the ordeal was severe. It
was difficult to look heroic and
dignified with a jam tart clinging
to his nose, a pat of butter to
his chin, and a string of
sausages hung round his neck.
Then there was black currant
jam smeared on his right cheek,
and raspberry jam on his left,
giving his countenance a really
weird appearance.

““Had enough? 7 asked Blake.
“If you haven’t, don’t mind
saying so. We want to meet
your wishes in every possible
way, you know.”

Tom Merry grinned in rather

a snckly way.

“I'm satisfied, if you are,”’ he
replied.

““Then this is where you make
your exit,”’ said Blake.

Tom Merry was led to the
window, and lifted out on to the
sill. Then Blakeuntied hishands.

Figgins held a bottle of
lemonade ready, and as Tom
slithered down the ladder, he
emptied it over him. Tom was
gasping, smothered with sticky
liquid,  when he reached the
bottom, and he lost no time in
getting out of range.

He met with scant sympathy
when he rejoined his Form-
fellows. His appearance was so
absurd that he was greeted with
in which

joined as loudly as any.

“Well, you Ilook a nice
object!” exclaimed Manners,
wiping his eyes. ““Jammy, ain’t
you?’

**Oh,

shut up!”’ said Tom

crossly. “‘Let’s go and get some
of this beastly stuff cleaned off,
for goodness’ sake!”

“Ha, ha! Call vourseifa ;_,ndd\
captain 2"

“Nice sort of caprain, to let
those voungsters have the laugh
on us!

“Look at those Fourth Form
rotters cackling! Look here,
Tom Merry. if you can’t put
those kids in their place, we

shall depose you and elect
zmother leader.™ :
*“Oh, go and eat coke!" said

Tom, as he made off to get to
the nearest bathroom.

The study window was
crowded with the juniors, laugh- -
ing hysterically, and kissing
their hands to the wrathful boys
of the Shell.

“Ha, ha, ha!" shouted Blake.
““Hear me smile! Smile, chaps!”

And Study No. 6 and Figgins
& Co. smiled in unison, with a
roar that could be heard on the
other side of the grassy quad-
rangle.

The Shell boys marched off in
silent wrath, leaving the Fourth-
Formers masters of the situa-
tion, and gleefully triumphant.

The enemy vanguished and
gone, the juniors turned to the
interrupted feast. Fatty “Wynn
had " already resumed opera-
tions, and they joined him and
proceeded to clear the board.

“It’s a victory!” grinned
Blake. **I fancy those chaps in
the Shell will sing a bit smaller
after this. I told you I’d put Tom
Merry in his place, kids, and
haven’tidonethetrick ? What 2"’

“You have,” said his chums
together. “They will have to
sing smaller. What a grand
feed! How do you like it,
Figgy 7’

“Prime!” said Figgins, beam-
ing over his last tart. “"We'll
return the invitation soon, you
chaps, and ask you to a jolly

(23]

good tea over in the New
House!”
“That’s all right. Another

tart; Fatty 7’

Fatty Wynn rubbed his bulg-
ing waistcoat rather ruefully.

“Er—no; I don’t think so,”
he said. '] haven’t room. But”
—he brightened up—*‘I'll shove
some of them in my pockets.
Blake. if you don’t mind. I shall
be hungry again soon.”

“Right-ho!”” agreed Blake
hospitably. “Don’t spare the
grub. Eat what you can, and
pocket what you can’t. We don’t
want to leave a crumb.”

And inded the juniors did not
leave much on the table when
they rose from the feast.

Biake took a sheet of paper,
and daubed on it in big, black
letters “THANKS!™

This polite acknowledgement
of the feast he pinned in the
centre of the table, so that it
could not escape the notice of
the Terrible Three when they
returned.

“There!” said Blake. “It’s
only decent to thank them for a
ripping feed like that, and I
think Tom Merry will be pleased
when he sees it. And now we
may as well clear.”

He unfastened the door. and



took a cautious peep into the
passage. No one was in sight.

“Come on, fellows!"”

He led the way from the study,
on the alert for an.ambush. The
juniors followed him, Fatty
Wynn bringing up the rear, his
pockets were bulging with good
things, and a smile of happiness
upon his fat, chubby face.

There ‘was no. ambush.-Herr
Schneider was in his study, and
it was not safe to start a row-in
the corridor. The juniors went
downstairs unmolested, and in
the hail Figgins & Co. took
quite an affectionate leave of
Study No. 6, Figgy repeating
his promise that a return feast
should be given at no distant
date.

Tom Merry came m!o the
hall while Figgins was speaking.
He heard  the words. The
juniors looked 'at him. He was
cleaned now, and looked his
usual self. Blake came towards
him.

“Thanks, old chap!” he
grinned. “It was jolly good of
you to stand a feed like that, and
[’ve left a little note for you in
your study.”

Mr..Railton, the housemaster, .

was in sight, so any thought of
vengeance was impossible. Tom
Merrylooked unutterablethings.

Figgins & Co. left the School
House, to return to their own
quarters. Blake and his chums
went up to Study No. 6, and
executed a war-dance round the
table, in celebration of their
glorious triumph over their
rivais of the Shell.

In Tom Merry's study the
Terrible Three met a little later,
and they were looking a doleful
trio.

The feast was gone; only
crumbs, and empty bottles
remained of it, with Blake’s
friendly note of thanks for the
treat. Manners and Lowther
breathed hard as they read it.
Then they turned to Tom Merry,
whose brow was wrinkled in
thought.

“Look here, Merry,”  ex-
claimed Manners, “you’re the
leader of this blooming study!
Are you going to take it out of
Blake, or must we elect a new
captain 7’

“Peace, my children!” said
Tom, waving his hand. “Don‘t
disturb me when I’'m thinking.”

“Oh, rats to your thinking! A
fat lot of good it’s done so far!”

“Chums, I have an idea!””

Manners and Lowther looked
scornful.

“Well, we’ll ‘wait till we see
how it pans out before we start

the cheering,”’ said Monty.
““What's the idea?’ asked
Manners.

*“It’s working in my brain,’
said Tom, with a gleam of'
mischief in his eyes. “I think we
shall be able to do ’em down
nicely. Figgins was saying that
he would invite them to a return
feed, and that put the idea into

my head.”

“Well, 1 don’t see what’s
going to come of that,”’ said
Manners.‘‘ Suppose Figgins does
stand them a feed ; it will be over
in the' New House, and we

shan’thaveachanceofraidingit.”

“] wasn’t thinking of raiding
it:-That’s a stale joke. I'm not
going to work off any of his own
second-hand wheezes on Blake,”
replied Tom Merry. “Go away
and-play, like good little boys,
while 1 think it out.”

Manners and Lowther looked
rebellious. The late triumph of
Study No. 6 had shaken their
faith in their leader, In their old
school Tom Merry had been
easily first when it came to a
contest of wits, but since coming
to St. Jim’s he had encountered
rivals of a different quality.
And it looked to Manners and
Lowther as if Tom Merry had
met more than his match in Jack
Blake of St. Jim’s. Yet the
twinkle in their leader’s eye was
reassuring. When they saw that

twinkle, which they knew of old,

they knew that something good
was coming.

And so they remained quiet,
while Tom Merry thought out
the plan that had come into his
active brain, till he saw fit to
take them into-the secret. And
when he detailed the scheme,
the shout of laughter that rang
from Study No. 10 would have
warned Blake that mischief was
brewing if he had heard it; but

- he did not.

THE INVITATIONS
OM MERRY had devised a
plan for getting his own
back on Jack Blake, but what it
was remained a secret, locked up
in the breasts of the Terrible
Three. They said no word of it
to anyone; and when they met
Blake about the school they
pretended to ignore him, and
appeared to have quite forgotten
the raided feed in the study.
But Blake & Co. were not
disposed to let them forget it
easily,- and the Terrible Three
had to endure a great deal of
chaffing and chipping.
“They’re going to take it
lying down,”’ Blake announced,
with much satisfaction, in Study
No. 6. “You see, Tom Merry
has realised that he bit off more
than he could chew in tackling
this study. and he has to admit
that we’ve won out. Talk about
making him leader against the
New House! Why, the juniors

wouldn’t have him at any price -

now. I heard a chap in the Shell
sayingthat Mannersand Lowther
were thinking of throwing him
over, even.”’

“Yes, we've fixed ’em,” said
Dig thoughtfully. ““We’ve done

“em brown, and we’ve taken our

proper place in the Lower
School.”

The chums had just come into
the study-from the cricket-field.
Two days had elapsed since the
affair with the Terrible Three,
and nothinghad come from them
in the way of reprisals, so Blake

seemed justified in concluding

that Tom Merry meant to take .

it lying down. If he had only
known it, that was just the
impression Tom wished to give
him, for it was necessary to the
success of Tom’s design that
Study No. 6 should be off their
guard.

“upstairs.

“Good!” said Herries. ““There
won’t be any more talk, I fancy,
of making Tom Merry captain
of the junior eleven. Like his
cheek. Why he’s just a new boy.
If he pops up again, we'll sit on
him again, and keep him in his
place.””

And the four chums agreed
that Tom Mery should be sat
upon promptly if he showed
a sign of popping up after his
defeat. 5

The next day was Saturday—
a -half holiday. As soon as
school was
Merry mounted his bicycle and
scorched off to Rylcombe. He
called at the printer’s, coming
out ten minutes later with a
little ‘neatly-tied packet in his
hand. Then he scorched back to
St. Jim’s. There was a gleeful
grin upon his face as he rode.

omething was evidently in the
wind. As he wheeled his bike to

" the shed he saw Study No. 6 at

practice on the football-ground.
Monty Lowther and Manners
were waiting for him at the door
of the School House.

“Got 'em?”’ asked Manners

eagerly.
Tom Merry nodded. :
“Yes. Come _up into “the
study.”

The Terrible Three hurried
Behind a closed door
Tom produced his little packet
and unfastened it. A ‘dozen
printed invitation cards were
disclosed, which would have

‘caused stares if they had been

seen in the New House at St.
Jim’s, For this is how they were
worded :

‘G. Figgins, Esquire, would be
glad of the company of———
at a feed to be held in Taggles’s
room, by the kind permission of
Henry Taggles, Esquire. Space
strictly limited, so don’t breathe
a.word to a soul. A high old
time guaranteed. Guests ~on
arriving to give the password,
‘How do you like your eggs
boiled 2 to Taggles, who will
then admit - him. Time,
exactly.”

Manners and Lowther
roared with laughter as they
read this very peculiar invitation
card.

“I say, they’ll think old Fig-
gins is putting on a lot of swank
getting his cards printed” g:gg-
led Manners.

““Yes, rather; but that will
impress ‘em,”” said Tom Merry.
‘“Now, we've only got to fill in ~
the names of the chaps invited,
and we must take care to dis-
guise our fist. Have you got a kid
out ot’the New House, as I told
you?

“Yes; young Benson out of
the Third, He’s offered to deliver
the invitations for a bob. Of
course, I haven’t told him any-
thing about the game, but he
know’s its something up against
Study N. 6, so, of course he's

‘on it like a bird!”’

“Good! Give me a pen.”

Tom Merry took the first of
the cards, and filled in the name
‘‘Jack Blake,” and the hour five
o’clock. The second card was
filled in to ‘‘G. Herries,”’ and
the time 5.15. Then a third card

dismissed, Tom"

was made out to “A. Digby,
with the time 5.30. The fourth
was addressed to “D’Arcy,”
whose company was requested
at 5.45.

*There,” said Tom, laying
down his pen, “I think that’s.
about right. Blake will come in
at five, Herries at a quarter-past,
and D’Arcy at a quarter to six.
I think that’s lovely. Now, to
get 'em delivered. T’ve bought
some of that awful pink note-
paper old Figgins uses. Nothing
like being thorough.”

He began to seal up the cards
in envelopes. There came a tap
at the door, and a mop-headed,
1nky-fmgered youngster of the
Third = Form came in. He
belonged to the New House,
and he was evidently on his
guard as he came among the

chool House boys. But Tom
Merry’s genial manner reassured
him in a moment.

‘‘Hallo, young Benson! Do
you want that bob ?"*

“Yes,” said young Benson.
‘‘No larks, you know.”

‘““No larks, honour bright!

_It’s'a game up against Study No.

6. We’re going to take a rise out
of them, you see.”

Benson grinned.

I - oni?ihe
em hatically.

“You’'re to take this note and
to give it to Blake—=""

*Hallo! Where did you get
Flggms s rotten pink notepaper
from?

““Don’t you worry about that.
You do as you’re told. Take this
note to Blake, and mind no one
sees you giveit to him, especially
those bounders of Study No. 6'
Savvy 7’ :

“Whacko! Give us the note.

‘““He’s not to know yourcome
from us. He’s to think you came
straight from the New House—
from Figgins, in fact.”’

*“0.K !”” said Benson,winking.
“Leave it to me. I don’t know
what’s behind all this but so
long as you make old Blake sit

declared .

. up, I don’t mind!” “Sit up,”

chortled Tom Merry. “Before

we've finished with him, he'll

wish he’d never been born.”

What is Tom Merry’s plan for

revenge? You must not miss the

fun in next week’s grand instal-
ment!

BEFORE | READ THE
NEWS=IM GOIMG TO
READ THE SU/V T
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THE NEW KING SET FOUT ON ENOLISH SOIL WITH

B \OUR SUBJECTS REJOICE AT YOUR GAFE.

RIGHT WELZOME , MY LORD, KING JOHN.'

S0 | SEE FROM
THEIR POLEFUL FACES. >
GISBORNE -~CUT SHORT THIS |
FOOLISHNESS. | WOULD HAVE

W A PRIVATE CHAMEBER,

O Y
INTHE WHITE TOWER . = 2 S | deany MBI
$0 THE PEOPLE. : R\ MEN WHO 14D CAUSED s Lows EXILE .

7 SWORD AND THE
: SWORDS OF MY
FRIENDS ARE ATVOUR |
h  SERVICE TO COMMAND
B - AS YOUWILL ¢

“THEN MY FIRST COMMAND 15
THIS ~~ TAKE YOUR. MEN AND RIDE
TO SHERWOOD FOREST -~ FIND THE
SAXON TRAITOR. , IVANHOE , AND
BRING HiM BACK, IN CHAINS .

NOTHING WHLL PLEASE.
ME BETTER. § WILL RIOE

HAS BROUGHT DOWN A

o

SUDDENLY CEDRIC THE HAWKER WAS SURROUNDED BY
ARMED MEN ~~A BLOW FROM A HEAVY MACE SENT.

© 10—SUN—November 29, 1952

TVANHOE REIED b g B WHAT 16 THE

IN HIS HORSE -

¥ 1N THE KINGS NAME, IVANHOE ~~

1 ARREST YOU FOR HIGH TREASON.”
SEIZE HIM, MEN.
" N

o MEANING OF THIS |
‘ OUTRAGE 7

~,
.



BUT THE OPDS WERE TOO HEAWY. A COWARDLY
BLOW FROM THE FLAT OF A SWORD-BLADE
BROUGHT IVANHOE FROM THE SADOLE AND _
HIS ENEMIES OVERPOWERED HIM o

L s iad N [l

THAT TRAITOR, KNIGHT. WE &Y

2 3 Pl oS WILL SEE HOW KNISHTLY HE

AAAH. : LOOKS WHEN WE DRAG HIM
TAKE OFF THIS =~ B e i “THROUGH THE STREETS
ACRURSED HAWK [ et ' OF LONDON TOWN

A

A FEW DAYS LATER, A TRAVEL-STAINED RIDER
SWEPT UP TO THE GATES OF WALLINGFORD CASTLE,
WHERE. KING JOHN WAS RESIDING ~~

1 AM THE EARL OF LOCKSLEY ~~COME
FROM FRANCE ON URGENT BUSINESS ~~
1 PEMAND TO SEE HIS MAJESTY

“THE HONEST CITITENS OF LONDON TOUN! WERE ROUSED TO ANGER,
AT THE SIGHT OF THE CHAINED FIGURE. OF IVANHOE ~~

{T 16 A 50RRY DAY FOR ENGLAND
WHEN SUCH A MAN AS IVANHOE _J
16 LED (N CHAINS 7 i

THE EVIL KING JOHN ROSE TOHIE FEET~-""]
HIE SALLOW FACE A MASK OF HATRED »

TRAITOR , WHAT YOU BAY 16 TRUE. HE

¥ DOES NOT DESERVE. IMPRISONMENT~~ HE
DESERVES DEATH.” HE SHALL DIE THIS DAY

WEEK ON TOWER HILL 45 A WARNING TO ALL

TRAITORS ~~ AND YOU SHALL DIE WITH HIM,

FOR \OU WERE A PARTY TOMY

B BANISHMENT. SEIZE HiM @
\ &
- N '

=y ¥
118\ /
¥ ;' ’@- j' 3k N 5 & A
S Al
‘ SIRE! 1 WAS WITH YOUR

ROVAL BROTHER. WHEN HE DIED, AND
W 1 8EG LEAVE TO SPEAK. MY MIND ~ -
S/ (VANHOE MAY HAVE FOUGHT AGAINGT YOU

{N ‘THE PAST, BUT HE 15 A BRAVE AND HONOURABLE
KMIGHT AND WILL SERVE YOU WELL , NOW THAT
| \OU ARE HI5 RIGHTFUL KNG/
HE DOES NOT DESERVE. IHPRISONMENT !

Next week: Robin’s daring escape!
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WILD BILL HICKOK

The door flew open and Wild Bill Hickok stood in the opening, his gun
levelled. “Let’s have a look at that document, Legzee,’”” he snapped.

From

: THE TRAP! ;

s UT, Daughter, I can no
more give up ridin’ than I

— can breathin’, so let’s be
hearin> no more about it,”
growled Thomas O’Hannon,
owner of the Broken Circle
spread.

“I didn’t say give up riding,”
replied Molly, his pretty young
daughter, in a patient tone. *‘I
said, give up riding wild horses.
At your age it’s dangerous to go
tearing about on horses like
Wildfire—he needs strong, firm
handling. He’ll throw you one
of these days, you see if he
doesn’t! Father, do be sensible
—your hard-riding days are
over.” =

“Bah!” snorted ' the irate,
grey-haired Irishman. “To hear
you talk, mavourneen, anyone
would think I was a hundred
and one instead of only sixty-
three. The idea of it! You jest
be alookin’ after things that
concern Yyou, - Daughter, and
leave your father be.”

Thomas O’Hannon eased his

12—SUN—November 29, 1952

this thrilling complete story by BARRY FORD.

thick-set body outoftheveranda
chair in which he had been
sitting, his beetled brows knitted
in indignation. Knocking ‘out
his pipe -on the porch rail he
glared at his:daughter. “You'll
be after tellin’ me to give up
smokin® next,”’ he muttered as
he moved off down the ranch-
house steps.

“Father,” called Molly, trying
hard to suppress a chuckle at
O’Hannon’s petulance, ‘‘here
comes Mr. Legree.”

“And what. in the name of.

goodness would he be wantin’ 7"’
mumbled the rancher as he
glanced up at the tall thin man
who was approaching the house.

JaspersLegree was the family
lawyer. In fact, he was the only
lawyer for miles around. He
had a small, untidy, dust-filled
office in Drayton, a nearby
town, where he transacted a
great deal of business—most of
it shady. For Jasper Legree was
not strictly honest!

“Howdy, Mr. O’Hannon,”” he
greeted in an oily voice. “‘Just

and the ROUGH-
RIDING RANCHER

thought I'd drop by and say

how-do to you and Miss

‘. Molly.”

“Mornin’, Legree,”” grunted
O’Hannon.

‘“Hello, Mr. Legree,” smiled
Molly. “I'm glad to see you, for
perhaps you’ll be able to con-
vince Father that he should-cut
out all the hard riding he does.
It's too risky at his age. He
won’t listen to me.”’

“Begorrah! And there she
goes bringin’ up me age again!”’
roared the rancher, flushing
angrily. ‘Sure and I’m stronger
and -healthier than any man
twenty years younger than me-
self, that I am!”’

“It’s only natural that your
daughter should be anxious
about you, Mr. O’Hannon,”
said Legree silkily. ““And after
all, though you may feel forty,
the fact remains that you are in
your sixties. And when one-is
that age one cannot control a
fiery horse as well as a young
man, or do such hard rough-
riding. Now be honest—can
one?”

“Bv all the shamrocks in the
Emerald Isle!”’ bellowed O’Han-
non. “I tell ye, I can ride any
hors¢ on my ranch and handle
him properly.  Stallions don’t
come any friskier than Wildfire,
and I'd like to see you, or any-
one else, control him as well as
meself!: And T'll go on ridin’
him. And I’ll thank ye to mind
your own business, Legree!”
And with that the rancher
stamped off in the direction of
the stables.

Jasper Legree turned to Molly
and shrugged his narrow shoul-
ders.

“It's no use, Miss Molly.
Your father is as stubborn as
they make ’em. You’ll never
get him to see reason.”

And all Molly’s pleadings
were in vain, She might just as
well have saved her breath, for
her father rode as hard and as
recklessly as ever.

One afternoon during that
week O’Hannon was mounted
on Wildfire, racing like the wind
across his vast ranchland. As
was always the case, he never
ceased to tingle with excitement
at the speed with which his
magnificent mount flew along.
Bareheaded, he sat relaxed in his
saddle, humming a merry Irish
ditty as he streaked towards the
trail leading to home. e

He came to a grove of cotton-
wood trees which lined the trail
on either side. At the end of the
avenue of trees which stood
erect like sentinels, lay the path
leading up to his stately ranch-
house.

Wildfire tore past the trees at
a head-long gallop but. as it
drew level with the last two, it
suddenly tripped and crashed
to the ground, throwing O’ Han-
non heavily. The elderly rancher
lay motionless where he had
fallen, face down on the reddish

brown earth. :
The stallion scrambled to its

" feet and went over to its master.

It nudged the still form with
its velvety nose, and getting no
response, streaked off towards
the stables. The empty saddle
told its own story, and within a
few minutes several cowboys
were racing off in search of their
boss. o
Three days later a familiar
figure on a beautiful sorrel
mare dismounted outside the
Broken Circle ranch-house. It
was  Wild Bill ' Hickok, the
famous frontier marshal of the
lightning guns. He had ridden
into Drayton, and hearingabout
Thomas O’Hannon’s accident,
had gone straight to the ranch,
for he and the Irishman were old

friends. .

A tear-stained Molly wel-
comed  the marshal into the
house.

“Oh, Mr: Hickek, I am glad
you’ve come. Father will be so
pleased ‘to see you. He was
unconscious until this morning.
The doctor had given him up
for dead. He’s terribly weak and
not out of danger yet. His left
leg is broken, his right wrist
badly sprained, and his body is
a mass of bruises. Poor Father!”

“He’s’ lucky to be alive,

“Molly, after a fall like that. Is he

strong- enough for me just to
say hello to him ? I'll only stay a
minute. And try not to worry,
dear, your dad is tough. He'll
soon be all right again,” said
Hickok gently.

“] begged him not to ride
Wildfire, but you:know how
stubborn he is. Now maybe this
accident will teach-him a lesson.
Come along, Mr. Hickok, I'll
take you to him,” and Molly
tucked her hand under the
marshal’s arm.

Wild Bill bent over the white-
faced rancher’s face lying so
still on his pillow.

“Hello.. Tom,”' he greeted

. softly. ““What’s the big idea of

scaring us all like this?” 3

“Bill" said O’Hannon in a
weak voice, stretching out his
left hand and gripping® the
marshal’s arm. ‘'I'm glad you're
here. Listen, Bill I’ve something
important. to tell you: Wildfire
didn’t fall naturally. Some-
thing tripped him! I ..."”

But the effort of talking
proved too much for Tom
O'Hannon  and -he dropped
back into unconsciousness.

Quickly Hickok called to the
nurse who was in the adioining
room, and without a word to
Molly, slipped out of the house.

A worried frown creased his
forehead. Tom O’Hannon was
an expert horseman. He would
know for certain whether or not
his horse had fallen naturally—
and apparently it had not.

The marshal went._round to
the bunkhouse and asked one of
the cowboys to show him the
spot where the accident had



occurred.

A few minutes later Wild Bill
drew up at the entrance to the
cottonwood grove. Dismissing
the cowboy, Hickok dis-
mounted and examined the
spot where Wildfire had tripped.
Al first he saw nothing sus-
picious, and then his keen eves
caught sight of a frayed piece of
thin. cord lying on the leaf-
strewn ground.

Bending down, Wild Bill
picked up one end of the cord
and found it led to the nearest
tree trunk. Searching amongst
the leaves he found a second
piece which was secured to the
tree opposite. Taking both
pieces and holding them to-
gether, he found that originally
it was a single piece of cord
which had been stretched across
the trail several inches above the
ground and secured to the trees.

The thin, cord, blending in
with the colour of the tree
trunks and the ground, would
never have been spotted from

~ the back of a swiftly galloping
‘horse. Thoughtfully the marshal
fingered his neat little chin
beard as he gazed down at the
severed trip cord. Someone had
been responsible for Tom
O’'Hannon’s accident. But who?

LUCK OF THE IRISH

ASPER LEGREE, the Law-

yer, sat at his dusty, ink-
stained desk, writing. A revolver
lay beside a pile of papers near
his blotter. He was carefully
underlining some words in red
ink when the door of his office
was suddenly thrown open.

Looking up quickly he was
startled to find Wild Bill
Hickok standing in the door-
way, levelling his silver- and
ivory-butted . Colt directly at
him.

““What the—?" began the
surprised’ Legree, but was cut
short by a curt:

“Let’s have a look at that
document!”

The lawyer hesitated a
second, but finding the barrel of
the marsHal’s six-gun staring
him right in the face, he quickly
thrust the paper at Hickok.

Rapidly the marshal scanned
the document.

“Hmm!—the Last Will and
Testament of Thomas O’Han-
non,” he murmured. ‘“‘And I see
that all his money and property
is to go to you at his death.
Very interesting!”

While Hickok was glancing
at the paper, Jasper Legree was
frantically trying to slide several
tiny pieces of paper under the
blotter. But Wild Bill was too
quick for him.

*“Take your hands off those
pieces of paper!"’ he snapped.
And bending over the desk he
locked at the writing on them.
They were specimens of Thomas
O’Hannon’s signature!

“Why, you dirty crook!”” said
the marshal, his lips curling in
disgust. *“Forging O’Hannon's
will, were you?”’

An ugly sneer came over the
thin, mean face of the lawyer
and his hand made a sudden
reach for the revolver lying on

Wild. Bill landed a terrific punch on the crook’s jaw and knocked him flying head over heels. , At the same
moment the flames from the overturned lamp spread across the room.

top of his desk. But before his
fingers could close round it
there was a deafening report
and his gun was shot off the
desk by one of the marshal’s
bullets!

As Legree leaped to his feet
in fear, Wild Bill rammed his
smoking gun in his greased,
cutaway holster with his right
hand, and then flashed a
terrific uppercut to Legree’s
jaw. Jasper was sent crashing
head over heels across the room,
knocking the oil lamp from his
desk as he cart-wheeled. The
lamp crashed to the floor.

Struggling to his feet, Jasper
shook his head in a dazed
manner as though trying to clear
it. Then suddenly he hurled
himself at the marshal, aiming
a punch to the side of Wild
Bill's head. Even as he delivered
the -blow, so the burning oil
from the lamp spread across the
floor in a creeping tongue of
flame.

Wild Bill shot out his right
arm, and with all the power of
his massive shoulders behind
it, dealt a solid, pile-driving
blow straight to Legree’s solar
plexus.

Thelawyer gave a sickly groan
and collapsed. In those few
seconds the fire had spread
rapidly round the room, en-
veloping the two men in smoke
and flames.

Wild Bill drew his sleeve
hurriedly =~ across his already
watering,. smarting eyes, and
giving a spluttering cough,

grabbed Legree bv the back of
his collar and dragged him
across the room. Darting ton-
gues of fire were leaping at the
clothes of both men by the time
Wild Bill had reached the door
with the unconscious lawyer.

The marshal continued to
drag Legree along until they
were clear of the building. Once
out in the street he dunked the
lawyer’s head in a horses’
drinking trough to revive him.
Within a couple of minutes the
bedraggled man was blinking
nervously and rubbing his
painful, swelling jaw.

“P’m arresting vou, Legree,”
barked the marshal. “‘for the
attempted murder of Thomas
O’Hannon and the forging of
his will. Two very serious
charges.”

“How can you pin the first
charge on me?’ guavered the
man. “There’s no proof.”

“That’s where you're wrong,
Legree. I carefully examined the
trip cord which caused Mr.
O’Hannon’s accident. It was
stained in several places with
red ink ! How it got there I don’t
know, but. I imagine some red
ink had accidently been upset
over it. Whoever planted that
trip cord was obviously in the
habit of using red ink.”™ -

The marshal paused and
noted with satisfaction the-look
of defeat in the lawyer’s eyes.

“You happen to be the
person most likely to use red
ink in this town, as you do so
much clerical work,” continued

THESE READERS

Pilcher, Chatham;
Harrogate.

Here are five wealthy readers! They've each won a 10/~ note as
winners of our Routes Puzzle of September 27th,

Nicol Webster, Inverurie; Michael Dagless, Falkirk; Miss G.
Barbara Hart,

The corxect answer is, Route 1 leads to the Bird, Route 2 leads to the
Flower, and Route 3 leads to the Wheel. Prizes were awarded to the
most neatly written correct entries. %

WIN 10/- EACH!

Darlington; John Cooper;

Hickok.” ““And 1 knew you'd
been visiting the Broken Circle
recently. And I also know you're
a shady character. So I started
checking up on you first of all.

“The rest you know. Your
desk is badly stained with red
ink where a bottle of it was
obviously upset recently. And 1
noticed that in the centre of the
stain there was a clear circular
patch which looked as though a
small coil of string, or cord,
might have lain there at the
time' the ink was upset. The
forged will, and your actions in
the office, proved without a
shadow of doubt that you're the
man I'm looking for!”’

And so Jasper Legree was
clapped in jail!

Thomas O’Hannon made a
rapid recovery from hisaccident.
And to the despair of his
daughter, he was riding again
-within six months, tearing about
his vast ranch at his usual
breakneck speed on his swift
stallion, Wildfire.

O’Hannon could not find
words enough to thank Wild
Bill for his help. But when it
came to his remarkable re-
covery -he merely shrugged his
shoulders and said:

“Sure and it’s jest the luck of
the iIrish,” and as he said it
laughter shone in his Irish eyes.

All the fight had gone out of
the lawyer. He knew the game
was up and he made no resist-
ance as Wild Bill jabbed him
with the barrel of his gun and
urged him down -the main
street in the direction of the
jail, And many were the people
who had suffered from Jasper’s
evil scheming and who were
glad enough to see his downfall.

So Wild Bill Hickok brings
another evil-doer to justice! Tell
your friends they can enjoy the
adventures of the great fast-

- shooting marshal every week in-
the SUN! :
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The KINGS TNUSKETEERS | Eaae

THE KINGS MUSKETEERS ~~
THE TRAITOROUS PRINCE OF GASCONY CAPTURED THE

% S DARTAGNAN THE FORT OF TREACHERY, BY THUNDER, / \
D ey e s wlon e komt Smms,ok}ﬂé“,fogf WiS NAVARRE / “THERE'S SOMETHING J/ AND | CAN GUESS WHO 15 BEHIND
SPAIN INTO :

WRONG /. SEE. THE COLOURS | {T! "THE PRINCE OF GASCONY WHOSE
SURRENDERED.” ONCE THROUGH ARE BEING 5TRUCK » /| TREAGHERY. WE HAVE QOME H
THE plss, ANp FAANCE 16 OURS il SO NOSHIGATE. + T HERE

DOES THE FOOL \ / THERES YOUR ANSWER.

THINK HE CAN HES LETTING THE THE FATE OF FRANCE ALLFOR ONE

FIGHT ALLFRANCE! | SPANISH ARMY e ANgo%igAﬁzOg ALL.
£ o S

Do e N\ T500E Ak A CHA--ARGE :

INVASION #

W a S =
TWO HUNDRED AGAINST TWENTY THOUSAND. A HUNDRED
SPANIARDS TO EVERY MUSKETEER,.” BUT WITH MATCHLESS
COURAGE THE KINGS MUSKETEERS THUNPERED INTO THE
ATTACK , UNPAUNTED BY THE 0PPS ./

BUT DON MIGUEL, THE SPANISH COMMANDER,
WAS SWIFT TO 4€T .

UP 70 THE RAMPARTS /|
. SWING THOSE GUNS ABOUT,
TO FIRE UP THE PASS /

=
CARAMBA” FRENCH MUSKETEERS. am
1 HAD NOT EXPECTED THIS ./
HOLD THEM, MEN, WHILE § HAVE
THE GUNS OF PHE FORT
“TURNED ON ‘THE BOLD DOGS ! /-
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THEN. THE MUSKETEERS MET THE . PEATHTO WHILE ON THE RAMPARTS OF THE FORT, THE RASCALLY
SPANISH INFANTRY 1A A THE SPANISH : - PRINCE OF GASCONY WHIMPERED TO DON MIGUEL ~-

HEAD-ON CLASH . ; ;
LONG LIVE : THE KINGS MUSKETEERS
MAKE HASTE, DON MIGUEL, IN
HEAVEN'S NAME. {F THEY
CAPTURE ME ~~

ASIDE., YOU
ORINGING CUR..
{'VE A BATTLE
ON MY HANDS )

WHITE WITH RAGE, rr— THEN, AS THE SPANISH INEANTRY FELL BACK BEFORE THE FIERCE

THE PRINCE SPRANG 4~ NOU DARE Y 00WARDLY. WRETCH, \ ONSLAUGHT OF THE MUSKETEERS, THE GUNGS OF THE FORT ~ DARTAGNAN 7

AT THE SPANIARD~~[ SPEAK TOME | MEN/ VENOTIME | BELGHED FIRE =~ = THE gggaérf TUEYRE
BUT TWO SOLLIERS | N THAT WAY, |10 WASTE ON HIM # WITH ME, MUSKETEERS ./ :

HELDHIM FAST, | NOU SPANISH | peesagE 70 FIRE A WE HAVE “THEM ON OPENING FIRE 7
906 g

(. e THE RUN

B My TRUSTY BLADE, . ok MO SeRE e
'Tilgi HAVE OUR : : \ BY BEING KILLED AT
: THIS STAGE. 7

Can the Musket stop the Spanish invaders? More of this grand tale next week!
SUN—November 29, 1952—15




THE JOKER’S

FUNPAGE

This week’s prize-winning jokes from readers!
The First Prize is Is, 6d., the remainder xreceive
5s, How about a joke from you? Send it to The
Joker, 5 Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4. The
Editox’s decision is final.

WATCHDOG T

s ;
WHY SHOULD T RUN?
I DONT BELIEVE
IN HUMAN BEINGS ¢

LIKE ANYTRING

(1 HE A GOOD Y RATHERS IF YOL HEAR A

SUSPICIOUS NOISE INTHE
NIGHT, YOLL HAVE ONLY TO
WAIKE HIv\ AND HE'LL BARK

A LEOPARD HAS ESCATED &
IF YOU SEE 1T ~ SHOAT T

( 11DEED S0LD ANYTHING H:E;Q

e

3

~y

SOMEONE GAVE ME THIS MUSIC STOOL FOR A
BIRTHPAY PRESENT BUT (T POESN'T WORK.
CAN NOLL TELL ME HOW TO PLAY IT,PLEASE 7

HELLO, IS THAT THE FIRE STATIONZ WELL, COULD

MY HOUSE ISONFIRE [

| From. MARIE ROBINGON. LOUGH

Fiom JOHN GREEN, COLCHESTER

You TELL ME WHERE THE NEAREST FIRE ALARM 152

/TRERE's A MANCALLED
To SEE You wWiTH A
MOUSTACHE SIR

| F

—e ]

From R .SMITH. HEREFORDSHIRE

BETWEEN A STOAT DIFFERENT FROM A
AND A WEASEL 2 WEASEL WHICH |5 WEASALLY

TISTINGLISHED /

JOE DD MA. - HE DUCKED
WHEN T THREW THE
STONE AT HiM

From. DOUGLAS GREGORY. LEEDS

From. MARGARET SAARG0- WIGAN

MILES TO THE GALLON,,

From. {AURENCE SMITH . BISHOFPSTON

N [, are You

¥ NO,SoN. WHY DO
You AsK %

STILL GROWING » A

BECAUSE THE
TOP OF YOUR
HEAD (S COMING
uf THROUGH
YOUR HAIR

B s

ft

From JOWN GOODFELLOW. GATESHEAD

You BAD Boy * BUT,MUM HE'S JUST PRUNK
MAKING BABY A BQTTLE OF INK Z
EAT BLOTTING

PAFER &

{ A3 |
_ {’ SE
= Sk s

| From JorN JONES - BEDFOR

!

16—SUN—November 29, 1952




THEPENGUIN PATROL

KE THEIR CHRISTMAS CARDS

e

oR A 7V WRITTEN RNYIES ‘6 oy E;'.;“’; RABC'E 55",."'“1""
WMTE CHisToras! r‘:‘gg;’ﬁﬁ‘,‘;‘ 2%/ A & TicK You wiivw
#% Gooo ot — HEAR THE MIGHTY,
\ /75 “HAVE A FEAST [ _ PRESSES 1o ‘STIL-LIFE
OF Fun THis YEAR f\\\ Roar! > sTuoy !
AND BAGS OF ;
CHRISTMAS PYDDEN!

"- -
- £ W0 e ees

111G — . .ls 15 WRTIEd ROTTEN ¢

9311.‘5'}1'06 \v:.:fz:l:e cofe 2 } THROUGH ALL Tr!
® ! w5 C

¢aro o X You ooy sl (7 [ oracedd carsions
" HAUGHTY | ReTord, ' 5 ;
HETTY
msl

-

N

L7

L
RN

d'm! L wosT
=" 4TiCK You (A BED,
You LooK VERY

FATHER
CHRISTMAS | SHOULD
ComPLimenTs of Tue ) T SHow Some

i 500w HEAR /
Seasod, GLEESON! N

S.C.S.C.—THE SUN e @@T
GOT your Albums ready, Spotters? Right, then look at the back and see N TABLE SOCCER
if any of the thousand numbers printed below are there. If yours is ) 5:" g Patent No. 638860
there, you may write up to us and claim one of our super presents. - tu’ '&_ o
All th hy umb: between 2,500 and 3,000 inclusi d o .
F atwas 50, DI ST L 000 A Tas Tor o Drasentings weskit i B Association Footbal! from Field to Table
Is your number here? Then this is what you do. First of all, choose one +% THE ORIGINAL with LATEST IMPROYEMENTS!
of the following gifts, Fountain-pen, ““Tenni-Gun,” Pocket-knife, Big % FOULS, OFFSIDE, PENALTIES, CORNERS, &c.
Jig-saw, Box of Paints, Box of Wire Puzzles, Binoculars, or a Purse. 2
Now write the name of your choice in the space in your Album marked Played with 22 PATENT men, ball,and goals, F.A. rulesadap-
“For Official Use,” making sure at the same time that your name and e i ted 10097 Self-righting nieh: Fenns e
addz&&n are ﬁ.[le}i tlI:‘ oz]\.tge Membership page. Then, onsau%;met ;r pa;;er, Played L /o g g . G?;:EL?F
write the name of the character or story you like most in ,and in a few Throughout | FULL OF REAL SOCCER
words say why. Post the Album and piece of r in a 2ld. stam P INSIST ON
envelopayiu‘; z P o i = ::;I:lb?m * * HRILLE AKX e OR;TG};IIEIALl
SUN C.S. CLUB, 3 Pilgrim Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.). BUY NOW FOR XMAS! =
All claims for presents for this week’s numbers must arrive by Tuesday, Prices 10/11, 14711 and 18711 POST FREE, or s?nd 3d. stamp for details
December 9th, 1952. Presents are sent about a week later and Albums are W. L. KEELING & SONS Dept. S, Rice Lane, Liverpool, 9
returned at the same time.
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\

/" LET'S SEE NOW ~ HALF A DOZEN C0ATS.
A DOTEN WESKITS, & POZEN FAIR
o' BREECHES, TWO DOZEN fAIR 0

SILKHOSE 20 2 0 -

f_( THIS LOOKS A 600D PLACE .
1'D LOOK 5 FROPER TOFF
1N ONE O' THEM QUTFITS

As a reward for his share in helping
Loxd Chessington, Sam Supple, the
wandezing tramp, was given a counfry
house and a thousand pounds a year. His
first step was to get some new clothes.

ad;

But Sam came out of the tailor’s shop rather quicker than he went in.

i
T

ALL RIGHT, 1 CAN TAKE A HINT ¢

{F THAT'S WHAT YO THINK

ABOLTY ME TLLTAKE

ME LUSTOM HELSEWHERE ¢
-

C GeT aurap savour ‘u'}!{ '
vousmuvmaqmmw &

L

2 Sl /
B 7 g N

Ny s

‘4 7 RGN

R
78 W\
2 o)

—

—

7 =
N\

e s —
NS o
TS
And Sam visited Joe Wrangle’s junk shop. Sam threw a handful of gold on the counter—and | [ A FERFECT FiT s ALL RAGHT TLL TAKE iT.

Joe quickly searched through his stock.

1 WANT A fOSK SUT E AND A REAL BARGAIN ) NO NEED 10 SEND (T, TLL
¢ CLOTHES JOE . HERE'S THE FINEST SUIT
STEF LIVELN THERE [l | CLOTHES 1M LONDON .
o R e
ENNELMAN WAITI :
- ais s L] | heTuReD LaST WeEK.
- - HARDLY WORN
THEY ARE /

Sam's next call was at a wig-makers. . . . And finally he visited a carriage builder. 1

01 SEES ALLRIGHT, FLL TAKE 1T
WE ALSO HAVE THE FOWDERED, NOTHANWKS, TLL TAKE ) (m THE WHEELS ARE INDEPENDENTLY SUSPENDED

AND T SHALL WANT SOMEONE To PRIVE
ME DOWN To MY FLACE IN1T

THE PLCE AND THE PALE PEACH. THIS ONE - [T SUITS ME AND IT HAS THE VERY LATEST FEATLIRE -
THEY'RE ALL THE RAGE JLISTNOW THE INTERLOCKING (RANKSHAFT AUTOMATIC
= 7 BRAKE (OUPLING

i8-—SUN-—November 29, 1952




And so Sam arrived at his country mansion in fine style. THEY ARE YOUR, SERVANTS, SIR., oL MEAN THEY PO AS T TELL'EM 3 >
; B2 WHO ARE ALL THESE LORD LHESSINGTON ASKED ME WHEN T SAY JUMP, THEY ALL JUMP, EXH -
COVES AND POXIES 2 ot ;

GO AWAY- 1 JON'T : e ) G : R o\ COME BACK HERE.
waTiR: /=y BN f = ALLOF YU ¢
: Yt ;! .

MARVE 2 3| |A few days later, Dick Turpin, with Moll Moonlight, Tom King and Sixteen String Jack visited Sam. They found him{
ggﬂ??&gli You kl:lﬂﬁ le‘:i'.gN"f = \W 'n_;_ € 1 learning to ride, well padded with cushions.
MELLHAVE TOSELITA - | DO THAT, SIR. N f ; D\ S
Emum o‘aLE T0 1M ONLY

7 ::l' g
ELEBRATE MY THE SUTLER e
ARRIVAL \_/ = P

CHEER U SAm 4
, TWSNOUSE, NEVER SAY DIE £
T'LL NEVER MAKE BESIDES WEVE
A GENNELMAN 2

= o

Poor Sam looks as if he can do with sorae good news! What it is and how it affects Sam’s future you will see next week!
: SUN-—November 29, 1952—19
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- MONDAY

14

; /,
TIME ) it : 4
THE INDIANS HAD NO REGULAR METHOD OF TELLING THE
TIME AND WERE ASTOUNDED AT THE WHITE MAN'S WATCH.
THE FIRST TIME AN INDIAN SAW ONE HE WOULD STARE AT IT
FOR HOURS TRYING TO FIGURE OUT ITS MAGIC.

- == ANNIE CAKLEX BUFFALO DANCE :
ANNIE OAKLEY, WHO WAS DOUBTLESS THE GREATEST | maNv PLAINS TRIBES PERFORMED

~~ | WOMAN RIFLESKOT IN THE WORLD, WAS ADOPTED BY | ThE WHITE BUFFALO DANCE BEFORE

CHIEF SITTING BULL AS HiS | Dslxg;l"l:{m, AND NAMED | sirric ouT oN A BUFFALO HUNT.

WHISPERING WIRES
WHEN THE OYERLAND TELEGRAPH
'WAS BEING LAID ACROSS AMERICA, A
CERTAIN TRIBE OF PLAINS INDIANS
CUT THE WIRES AND USED THEM FOR
MAKING TRINKETS, BY PURE COINCI- S
DENCE, SMALL-POX BROKE OUT IN| BRONC-RIDING BELT ;

“—: 2ti. THEIR VILLAGE. THEY BELIEVED THE | A WIDE BELT IS WORN BY COWBOYS FOR PROTECTION FROM

‘-% WIRE HAD CAUSED THE SICKMESS | - g : INJURY WHEN HORSE BREAKING.
M AS A PUNISHMENT FOR CUTTING IT. ;
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