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Fu Manchu!

Dear Sir,

Could you please tell me a
little about Sax Rohmer who
wrote the Fu Manchu books?

Ian Duerden, nr. Louth, Lincs.

EDITOR. Sax Rohmer was the
pen name of the English writer,
Arthur Sarsfield Ward. He was
born in Birmingham on [5th
February, 1886, and died on

Ist June, 1959. As a young man,
he was very interested in
Egyptian things. He worked for a
while as a journalist and then
began writing mystery stories.
Many of his stories are about a

Among his novels are The Yellow
Claw, The Golden Scorpion and
Yellow Shadows.

strange oriental villain, Fu Manchu.

For Chess
Players

White ten pieces. Black ten pieces.
Although White’s Queen is pinned
he still finds a way of checkmating
Black in three moves. Can you see
how ?

Solution on page 35.

The Earliest

Dear Sir,

Which was the first sport to be
performed in public?
Jonathan Opperman, Surrey.

EDITOR. No one really knows the
answer to this question. But the
earliest date known for any sport is
about 3,000 B.C. This was wrestling.
The oldest ball game is probably
polo. This was played in Persia
around 525 B.C.

Take-0ff Speed

Dear Sir,

I have often wondered at what speed
a VC-10 takes off. Have you any idea?
James Lutomski, Renfrewshire,
Scotland.

EDITOR. The take-off or “lift-off”
speed of modern aircraft varies con-
siderably according to their type
and size. [t also depends, of course,
on whether they are fully loaded or
not. A Super VC-10, fully loaded
(see picture below), will lift off at
about 185 m.p.h.,, while a fully
loaded Trident will leave the ground
at about 165 m.p.h.

Dear Friends,

1 live in Split. It is a town on
the Adriatic coast. I want to
correspond with some English
people. I am a boy of 16 years.
I am interested in sport and
astronomy and collect stamps
and postcards.

Stanicic Boris, Drvarska 11, Spiit,
Yugoslavia.

Dear Sir,

I would like to correspond with
someone, either a boy or a girl,
aged 13 years or older from any
country in the world. My hobbies
are stamp-collecting, correspond-
ing, pop music and others.
Frederick Teo, 201 Kampong China,
Kuala Trengganu, Trengganu, W.
Malaysia.

Dear Sir,

I am ten years old and I would
like a penfriend from any country
except from South Africa. My
hobbies are stamp collecting,
reading, horse riding and photo-
graphy. =
Hilary Brumberg, 18 Greenbank
Road, Rondebosch, Cape, South
Africa.

Dear Sir,

I am 15 years old and I would
like to correspond with girls and
boys from any country in the
world. My hobbies are stamp
collecting, coin collecting and
sport.

Graeme Mortensen, 14 Holyrood
Street, Taradale, Napier, Hawkes
Bay, North Island, New Zealand.

@© Fleetway Publications, Ltd., 1968. Published by Fleetway Publications, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4. Printed by Odhoms (Watford) Ltd. Subscription rate: £4 5s. Od for 12 months, £2 7s. 6d.
for 6 months. Sole Agents: Australia and New Zealand, Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; South Africa, Central News Agency,
Ltd.; Rhodesia, Zambia and Malawi, Kingstons, Ltd. LOOK & LEARN is sold subject to the following conditions,
namely, that it shall not, without the written consent of the Publishers first given, be lent, resold, hired out, or
otherwise disposed of by way of Trade at more than dle recommended sellmz pnce shown on the cover; and that it
shall not be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise disposed of in a or in any horised cover by
way of Trade or affixed to or as part of any publication or advertising, luemry or pictorial matter whatsoever.
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THERE are more than 30
different kinds of Marmoset,
all of which are found in and
around the basin of the River Amazon
in South America. They are closely
related to the monkeys; in fact they
belong to the same group of animals,
which are known as Primates.

Although monkeys always seem to
appeal to pet-lovers (probably due to
their similarities to humans) many
are difficult to keep and do not make
good pets. For these people, marmo-
sets might be the answer. But, like all
pets from tropical countries, they
need a certain amount of very special
care. :

Firstly they need warmth, but not
the hot atmosphere of a greenhouse,
‘or the very dry atmosphere you get
in some centrally heated houses. A
normally warm house with a temp-
erature of 65-70 deg. F. is usually
quite warm enough, provided that
the cage is not kept in a draughty
place.

The .cage should be about 4 ft.
long, 3 ft. high and 2 ft. deep.
This is assuming that the pets will
get some exercise in the room at
some time during the day or evening.
If this is not possible, then an inside
aviary, or a garden aviary with
inside accommodation, is essential.

In the wild state, Marmosets
feed on berries and other fruits,
insects, and even small birds. In
captivity they will enjoy chopped
fruit, such as bananas, apples, oranges
tomatoes, grapes etc. Even raisins
and some dried fruits can be offered
if you like.

During the summer, it should be
possible to catch a few insects for
your pet, or perhaps a local pet shop
will supply a few mealworms as a
weekly treat. Some marmosets will
eat raw, minced beef, provided it is
really lean.

Additional foods can include hard-
boiled eggs, cake, and milk. Marmo-
sets don’t seem to drink much water
but it should always be available;
and it should be changed at least
once a day.

Inside the cage, you should provide
a sleeping box with dry hay or some-
thing else to provide a warm bedding.

" None of the species of marmoset
grows to more than about twelve

inches high and all of them are very
attractive. The most commonly kept
species is the Common Marmoset
(top left), with its rich brown body
colour and slightly banded tail;
and the White-eared Marmoset,
which is very similar but which has
white tufts at the back of its ears.

Two other species are especially
attractive but much rarer. These
are the Silvery Marmoset, which has
long silvery-white hair and a black
tail; and the beautiful but expensive
Golden Lion Marmoset.

Continuing our series
about . . .

UNUSUAL PETS

- 0000000000000000000

BY KEN DENHAM

ARMOSETS

Although the Silvery Marmo-
set (above), the Golden Lion
Marmoset (left) and the
White-fronted Marmoset
(below) are all very beautiful,
they are not easy to keep

and are expensive.

On The Cover...

AISFOR...

N this case it stands for one of the

strangest creatures in the London
Zoo: a creature which looks like an
anteater with a pig’s snout and
donkey’s ears!

This is an Aardvark, an animal that
is completely different from any
other animal in the world: an animal
that is such a mystery that zoologists
have put it into a scientific “‘group”
of its own.

Aardvarks are far from simple to
keep in zoos. There are two main
problems, and the first is diet. In the
wild the Aardvark tears open termite
nests with its immense claws, flicks
out its long, sticky tongue and eats
termites by the thousand. It would
be quite impossible for the zoo to
provide such enormous quantities of
insects, so their Aardvark had to be
“weaned” on to a diet of minced
meat, milk, eggs, puppy meal, and
some added vitamins. Luckily, he is
thriving on it.

The other problem—one which the
London Zoo had already had experi-
ence of in the past—is that nocturnal
animals, like the Aardvark, spend
most of the daytime curled up asleep
and few people could see them
properly. They overcame this by
building their magnificent new Noc-
turnal House.

Walk down the flights of stairs
which take you underneath the
Mammals Pavilion in the central part
of the zoo. The bright sunlight is
left behind you and, as you push
through the swing doors, you are
plunged into a “moonlit” world.

Here the creatures of the night
can be seen in a way that is rarely
possible. Peer through the glass
panels and see Kangaroo Rats leaping
about, and wide-eyed bush-babies
staring back at you. If you look care-
fully, you may even see a baby Slender
'Loris clinging tightly to its mother's
ur.

And don’t forget to look in the
largest enclosure where the unique
long-eared, long-nosed, long-tailed
Aardvark lives with his fruit bat
neighbours. Don’t be surprised
either if at first, in the moonlight, you
are not too sure which end is which!

This concludes our WHO’S
WHO AT THE ZOO series.
Next week: No. 1 of a
fascinating new series of
12 cover pictures featuring
famous authors and their
works.




N 12th May, 1966, our small

ship sailed from Falmouth

in Cornwall on a voyage of

discovery, hardship and
danger which may alter the lives of
thousands of people. We were bound
for the legendary Spanish Main,
where British privateers once plun-
dered Spanish galleons laden with rich
cargoes of gold, silver and precious
stones.

We left our families behind and
sailed nearly 12,000 miles across the
Atlantic and the Caribbean. In one
year we were nearly drowned in
raging hurricanes and involved in
under-water duels with man-eating
barracuda. Finally we were ship-
wrecked on the Great Mayaguana
coral reef 400 miles from Nassau,
in the Bahamas.

The name of our ship was Insula.
Aboard her was the field team of the
Commonwealth Islands Expedition,
one of the objects of which was to
help improve the lives of the people
of the Caribbean. The team knew
that these people were poor, and that
they lived almost entirely on fish

Anthony Seaton.

and vegetables, with meat three or
four times a year, if they were lucky.

Although they are poor, the Carib-
bean islanders are a happy people.
Subjects of the Commonwealth, they
are proud of the Queen. They are
equally proud of their small island
homes.

Many of the Caribbean islands are
only a mile or so long. There are
hundreds of them, some with fewer
than ten inhabitants. This makes
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life for the administrators difficult.
The officials have such a large area to
cover that they may not be able to
visit the smaller islands more than
once or twice a year.

The officials do their best, but
they cannot spend a great deal of
time or money on those of the islands
which are very sparsely populated.
As a result, these small islands have
become homes for the ‘“Forgotten
Men.” They have not really been
forgotten, of course, but they have
become discouraged by the apparent

Robin Harvey.

lack of official interest in their way
of life.

Nowadays, the islanders produce
only enough food to feed their
families, so there is never any left
over to sell at the island markets to
raise money to buy the other things
they need, such as rice, cooking oil
and flour.

It was not always like this.
Within living memory, the islands

Hugh Graham.

Part one of an unusual adventure

prices.

The great fishing banks of the
Caribbean have hardly been touched
by the local fishermen, so it is possible
that the islands could gain a leading
position here.

Our first task was to study the
Caribbean problem at first hand. To
do this work, we took with us four
specialists. They were Trevor Vine-
Lott, leader and geographer, whose
job is studying how people live, what
work they do, how much they earn,
and what they spend it on; Anthony

Trevor Vine-Lott.

were highly productive. Cotton, sugar
cane, coconuts and other products
were grown in large quantities. This
was when the islands were owned by
men of great wealth who could
afford money on equipment and wages
and on good seed and fertilisers.

These men farmed the islands to
produce cotton for the world’s markets
as well as sugar for Great Britain and
the U.S.A. All was well until two
world wars and other factors changed
the demand for these products. As a
result, the owners lost a great deal
of money and with it their interest
in island farming.

When the employers went away,
the islands were given over to the
people who had worked on them,
under a series of special arrangements.
At first, they were happy with their
new land, but they did not know how
to farm it properly. Nor did they
know how, or where, to sell the crops
they grew. They reasoned that there
was no point in growing crops they
could not sell and so, little by little,
the land they farmed dwindled until
now it is rare to find more than ten
per cent of any island cultivated.
This is a great waste.

There is no reason why the
Caribbean Islands should not produce
much more. The world needs spices,
sugar, fruit, copra and fish, all of
which can readily be produced on the
islands, providing the islanders are
taught how, and shown where, to
sell their products to get the best

Dr. Alex Anderson.

Seaton, an expert on soil, crops and
farming methods; Dr. Alex Anderson,
a specialist in diet and tropical
medicine; and Robin Harvey, a
physical anthropologist, interested in
the past, present, and future histories
of these peoples.

The expedition team had been
chosen the previous year when it was
immediately decided that we should
travel by sea and use our ship as a
floating home and research laboratory.
The trouble was that the cost of the
expedition, including the price of
the ship, food, fuel, instruments and
many other items, totalled nearly
£35,000, and this was a great deal of
money. But we raised it. Some of it
we got from the Government. Some
came from large companies who help
scientists in this type of work. The
rest was contributed by schools and
people who wanted to help.

Next week: How we got our ship, and why we called her ‘Insula’







The World of Stamps
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those which depict butterflies and moths.

It is possible by modern printing tech-
niques to produce stamps on which these
beautiful creatures are shown so accurately
in their natural colours that a display of them
carefully arranged in an album can be useful
to students of insect life as well as interesting
to stamp-collectors.

Although the large tropical butterflies have
been most popular with stamp-designers, there
are many stamps which show butterflies and
moths familiar in Britain. The Peacock butterfly,
whose name is derived from the lower-wing mark-
ings which resemble those of a peacock’s tail
feathers, is to be found on stamps from at least
seven European countries, among them San
Marino, Yugoslavia and Switzerland. It is also
shown on the Czechoslovak 60-heller stamp of
1961 pictured here.-

The same Czechoslovak series includes another
stamp showing the Red Admiral butterfly, while
the common Cabbage White butterflies whose
caterpillars cause the gardener so much trouble
are depicted on stamps from Romania, Switzer-
land and Turkey.

A particularly attractive series comes from
Hungary. Issued in 1959 but still obtainable
quite cheaply, it comprises seven large stamps
showing butterflies and moths in natural colour
against backgrounds of different pastel shades.
Pictured here are the 20-filler and 30-filler
stamps showing the swallow-tail butterfly and
the tiger moth.

SOME of the most attractive stamps are
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JUMPING THE GUN

During 1804 and 1805,
Napoleon was encamped with a large French
~—army at Boulogne. He was planning to cross
the English Channel, land in England and
defeat the obstinate isianders who had
continually thwarted his schemes for worid
oonquut.
~All that Napoleon modod to achieve his
purpose was to clear the Channel of British
warships for a day or two so that his army
could cross in safety. He planned that the
French and Spanish fleets should entice
Admiral Lord Nelison to the West Indies.
Then he would seize his chance. 8o confident
was Napoleon of success that he ordered the
French Mint to strike medallions com-
memorating his anticipated victory. One
side showed his portrait wearing a victor's
laurel wreath. The other, pictured here,
showed the legendary strong man, Hercules,
representing France, throwing to the ground
Neptune, half man, haif fish, representing
Britain. The inscription, in French, reads
“Invasion of England” and “8truck in London,
1804.” This was wishful thinking! Even before
Nelson sank the French and Spanish fleets at

Trafalgar in October, 1805, Napoleon had

been forced to abandon his invasion scheme.

The original medallions were neverissued,
but the Paris Mint has recently made replicas
in bronze and silver for sale to collectors.

the Emperor ;

INGED
EAUTIES

by C. W. Hill

Because of their size and vivid markings,
many varieties of the swallow-tail butterflies
have been chosen for stamp designs. One of them
is shown on a 6d. stamp from Jamaica and others
are depicted in the series of twelve stamps issued
in 1966 in the Territory of Papua and New Guinea.
The 1-cent, pictured here, features the magni-
ficent Blue Emperor, which has a wing span of
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five inches. In contrast are the sombre brown
colours of the Dead-leaf butterfly on the 40-
centimes stamp from the Malagasy Republic.

Some of the rarer tropical butterflies and moths
have no English names but fortunately almost
every stamp includes the Latin name of the variety
depicted on it. This is a great help in identifying
and classifying the various types. :

Among countries which have issued long series
devoted to butterflies and moths are Mozambique
(20 stamps in 1953), China (19 stamps in 1963),
the Mali Republic (14 postage due stamps
in 1964) and Fujeira (27 stamps in 1967).
One of the Chinese series, the 4-fen showing a
Jungle Queen butterfly is pictured here.

Although there are now several hundred
stamps showing butterflies and moths, and new
issues are appearing frequently, most of them have
a modest face value. The collector who'chooses
this as his theme will certainly be kept busy
“catching” specimens for his album!

ARf YOU ON THE MAP? postmarks with personal names

As its postmark shows, the township of ANTHONY is something of a

“borderline case.”

It lies 20 miles north of El Paso, in the heart of the cotton-growing area of
the Mesilla Valley. Half the town is in New Mexico, while the other half has

spilt over the border into Texas.

The story behind Anthony’s name is that, in the pioneer days, a Catholic
priest journeyed through the mountain pass to establish a church here. On
the journey, he found that the outline of a face on the mountain was known
as St. Anthony’s Nose. It was from this that the settiement took its name.

A post office was opened at Anthony in 1884.
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. What country puts C.C.C.P. on its stamps?

Does ICELAND issue stamps?
. Name any country which has issued TRI-

ANGULAR stamps?
. What y issues

PRIZES: We will send you a special prize packet of
25 choice stamps free for each question you answer
correctly. 150 stamps free ‘(cat. over 35/-) plus the
famous 100-years-old British PENNY RED stamp for
4 correct answers. We will also send you our wonderful
New Approvals. Please inform your parents.

UNIVERSAL STAMP CO. (Dept. LL.7)

EASTRINGTON, GOOLE, YORKSHIRE

FREE! 30 Z00 STAMPS

A really successful Stamp Safari—you’ll bag
many exciting animals! As shown, plus tiger,
antelope, crocodile, etc. Just ask to see the

famous Sterling Square Deal Approval selection,
no obligation, send 4d. stamp for post. Hurry!
Tell your parents. Write today for your 30 Zoo.

STERLING .7

Lancing

STAMP SERVICE Sussex




THE CHURCH'S
YEAR

HOSE of you who have read our

I earlier-stories of the great people

involved in the spread of Chris-
tianity in Britain will know that this
faith reached our shores in two different
ways.

From the Celtic Church of Ireland,
missionaries came to Scotland and
northern England in the middle of the
6th century A.p. Towards the end of
the same century, other missionaries
arrived from Rome and established
Christianity in southern England, notably
in what was then the Kingdom of Kent.

On the essential teachings of the
Christian faith both the Celtic and the
Roman missionaries were agreed. But
there were various lesser matters on
which they differed. For instance, the
greatest of all the Christian festivals,
that of Easter, was kept on different
dates by the followers of the two
separate traditions. They also disagreed
as to the form which a monk’s ‘‘tonsure”
(the fringe of hair on his shaven head)
should take.

At first, these things did not matter,
but as the Celtic form of Christianity
spread southwards, and the Roman
form moved northwards, there was
confusion and misunderstanding among
newly converted Christians, arising from
the opposing customs and varying dates.

Leaders of the two Churches were
persuaded to meet and hold discussions
in order to sort out the various points
of difference and come to a common
mind about matters over which they
had differed for so long. This meeting,
which became known as the Synod of
Whitby, took place in A.D. 664 on the
Yorkshire coast, and became a landmark
in the history of the Church. Among
those who spoke for the Celtic Church
were Aidan, the famous missionary from

the Northumbrian island of Lindisfarne,
Chad, one of Aidan’s most famous
pupils, and Oswy, King of Northumbria.
The leading speaker on behalf of the
Roman Church was Wilfrid, Bishop of
York. Wilfrid had been brought up in
the Celtic tradition, but, after making a
pilgrimage to Rome, he had parted
company with his friends in Lindisfarne
and had been persuaded to adopt the
customs of the Roman Church.

At Whitby, the discussions between
the leaders of the two Churches went on
for a long time. Sometimes, it seemed
impossible for the differences to be
settled. There was, however, one person

by the

A YORKSHRE SAINT-=

who by tact and diplomacy managed to
help the rivals to reach agreement. This
was Hilda, Abbess of the Convent of
Whitby, where the Synod met. Hilda
was greatly respected by the speakers of
both Churches for she was of royal
descent. She also knew well the Roman
and the Celtic traditions, having been
baptized into the Roman Church, and
having also worked under the direction
of Aidan as head of a large convent near
Lindisfarne. Now she had the task of
trying to reconcile those who were all
her friends, even though they were
opposed to one another.

At first, Hilda supported the Celtic

By tact and diplomacy, Hilda,
Abbess of the Convent of
Whitby, managed to help the
rivals to reach agreement.

representatives, but, with King Oswy,
she was eventually won over to the
Roman point of view. These two then
persuaded the other Celtic churchmen
to accept the Roman teaching. This
they did reluctantly. However, from
that time, the English Church was not
only united in itself, but it was also
drawn more closely into contact with
the Church on the continent of Europe.
That this happened was due not least
to the influence of this remarkable
woman, Hilda of Whitby, who was later
named as a saint, and who is remem-
bered yearly by the Church- on
17th November.

THE LAUREL
CROWN A Series

about Britain's Poets
Laureate by Jean

‘, T

Queen Victoria celebrated her

Diamond Jubilee. Alfred Austin,
the Poet Laureate, was not going to let
the occasion go by unsung:

With glowing hearts and proud glad
tears

The children of her Island Realm today

Recall her 60 venerable years

Of virtuous sway.

Austin’s verses were in the newspapers,
but he had a special copy printed for the
Queen, “which I took down to Windsor,
together with some roses from my
garden,” he tells us in his autobicgraphy.

SEVENTY-ONE years ago (1897)

A GOLD EN SILENCE

“Shortly, she appeared, just back from
a drive, and received my proffered gift
with that mixture of graciousness and
dignity observed by all who approached
her.”

When Alfred, Lord Tennyson, died,
there were plenty of eligible candidates
for the Laureateship. Kipling’s was the
name on most people’s lips, but were
there not also Swinburne, William
Morris, George Meredith, Coventry
Patmore, Alfred Austin and Robert
Buchanan? Queen Victoria declared,
“I am told that Mr. Swinburne is the
best poet in my Dominions.”

But when Mr. Gladstone went out of
office as Prime Minister 18 months later,
he had still made no appointment. Nor
did the new Prime Minister, Lord
Rosebery, make one.

At last, four years after Tennyson’s
death, Lord Salisbury appointed Alfred
Austin as Poet Laureate. As a promi-
nent Conservative journalist—he was
leader-writer for a well-known London
evening paper, and Editor of The
National Review—Austin could be relied
on to support the Government!

When Austin died, in June, 1913,
Mr. Asquith made Robert Bridges (then
in his 70th year) Poet Laureate.

Robert Seymour Bridges was born at
Walmer, Kent. He studied medicine at
St. Bartholomew’s Hospital in London,
but ill-health ended his medical career.

Bridges became known as ‘“The Silent

Laureate’’ because he refused to write to
order. Questions were asked in the
House of Commons by Mr. Horatio
Bottomley about the “indolence’” of the
Poet Laureate.

But these long periods of silence
resulted in poems of rare quality. From
Bridges’ pen came 13 major war poems,
from Wake Up, Emgland in August,
1914, to  Britannia Victrix  in
November, 1918.

His chief war contribution was his
anthology in prose and verse, The Spirit
Of Man. This appeared in 1916.

In 1928, Robert Bridges was awarded
the Order of Merit—the first Laureate
to be so honoured. On his 85th birthday,
he published The Testament Of Beauty,
his last and most ambitious poem. It
distils the reflections and experience of
a lifetime and expresses Bridges’
philosophy that Beauty is a well-spring
behind all life’s good. It was the
crowning achievement of a master poet
who devoted a long life to his art.

RohMu Would wot, wiite 1o order, but the
First World War inspired him to write oomo'
magnmecnt poems—wo of 3

NEXT WEEK: A SAILOR
AND A SLEUTH
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Why give one Spear’s game when you can give
three . . . . or more? Spear’s make games for every
member of the family . . . . everyone on your Christmas list. Spear’s games
are loaded with fun, thrills and endless hours of entertainment. On sale at
all good toyshops, stationers and department stores.

SCRABBLE FOR JUNIORS® A
simplified version that teaches
tots to spell and keeps them
happily occupied for hours. Board
has two playing sides; one for ages
6-8, the other for 8-10. 15/2d.

NILE. An entirely new game
with a twist at every turn! 2-4 players
and even onlookers will be absorbed
to the end. Ages 8 to adult. 28/9d.

TREK. Mules! Jeeps! Stores!
and Money! You may lose them
all but never your interest
on this journey. For 3-6

MAGNETIC DONKEY PARTY. An up-to-date
players over 10 years. 26/3d.

version of the ever popular party
game with hilarious forfeits.
Complete with twelve magnetic tails
and blindfold. Any number can play.
Ages 6 to adult. 16/4d.

?/// WILD LIFE. This thrilling game

0l % takes you throughout the world
K oy qa"': /// capturing and buying wild animals

o Tx;‘;" Km ‘S!‘: % for )::ur “zoo”;::lr 3-58 pl;yers.
HOME YOU GO! Terrific fun for . o
everyone over six. A simple, fast

maving family gaus; 3o pltyers. Sl PAIRS. How’s your memory? Put it

to the test with ‘‘Pairs”. For
any number of players aged 6
years to adult. 12/10d.

SPEAR'S GAMES

: o
rThe manufacturers cannot supply direct, but if you want to know
| more about Spear’s all embracing games and educational toys, write I

for the freeillustrated leafiet, * Fun for Everyone® to I

MULTIPUZZLE. 48 fascinating puzzles I J. W. Spear & Sons Limited, Green St., Enfield, Middx.
all rolled into one — easy ones to
downright brain-bogglers! Complete | Name ...
with instructions and solutions. 8/2d. | A 4cess |
Also SUPERPUZZLE containing 60 |
intriguing silhouette problems. 8/2d.
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R. ISAAC STRINGER, who was the

Bishop of Selkirk, the Yukon diocese in

Canada’s frozen north, was no ordinary
bishop. Apart from his university qualifications,
he had other qualities. His wrestler’s build gave
him a bull-like strength which made him the
equal of any of the tough, brawling and often
murderous inhabitants of/ his 200,000-square-
mile diocese.

In fact the two-fisted prelate of Selkirk proved
himself even tougher than the sinewy, hard-
bitten children of theice, the Eskimos themselves.
On a journey from Fort McPherson to Dawson
City, when others would have laid down and
died, he proved himself a match for the merciless
country itself—even though he had to eat his
boots to do it!

The bishop and a missionary companion,
C. F. Johnston, left Fort McPherson by canoe
with four Indians. Their destination was Dawson
City, and they had to get there before the winter
icesup. They knew that, once the snow fell and
the waterfalls froze solid, it would be almost
certain death for anyone who tried to make that
300-mile journey.

Within a few days of starting, one of the four
Indians paddling the canoe south was taken
seriously ill, and precious time was wasted in a
detour to the nearest settlement. This delay was
to prove nearly fatal. The party was planning to
canoe down a tributary of the big Mackenzie
River, carry the boat over the mountains, then
continue down the fast-flowing Porcupine River
to a point where they would be able to make for
home in reasonable comfort. But when they set
off once more, there were ominous signs of an
early freeze-up on their small tributary.

The signs foretold the truth. Travelling bécame
so difficult that they took three weeks to reach
the porterage of Dougall’s Pass, just eighty miles
from McPherson. Their paddlers helped carry the
canoe down to an off-shoot of the Porcupine, and
then, trusting to the fact that fast-flowing water
takes longer to freeze, the two white men sent
their Indians back and took to the river.

They soon found they had been over-optimistic
about the stream not freezing.

Four days later, still well short of the Porcu-
pine’s main stream, they had to abandon their
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canoe. Ice barred their way south. There was no
help for it but to return to McPherson, collect
supplies, and wait for a break in t %t;;er
Experienced as both men were, they would not#
risk the journey through the wilderness without
a compass, and with only four days’ rations.

Fortunately, they had a gun, and the bishop's
young companion managed to shoot several birds,
which eked out their supplies. The bishop, mean-
while, had turned his hand to making snow boots.

Having made what preparations they could,
they started back the way they had come. As a
precaution, they put themselves on half rations.
They could not count on finding anything to
shoot for the pot.

For a week they laboured through the snow.
There were few signs of animal life. The two men
were the only moving things in a frozen, white
tableau of icy rock and snow-laden trees.

Strange meal

Their food supply dwindled. And then, two
weeks after leaving their canoe, they had more
than the country and the cold to deal with. They
became enveloped in thick fog.

Floundering through the snow, they now had
no clear idea in which direction lay any of the
landmarks they had been using to guide them.
And, to make matters still worse, the fog con-
cealed deep crevasses made treacherous by loose
and drifting snow.

Weakly they staggered on, until one day the
fog thinned and revealed the looming slopes of a
mountain.

This was both the last and the worst obstacle
they had to surmount to reach the shelter of a
village on the other side. Doggedly, they started
up the mountainside. Above the tree-line, they
were exposed to the rushing Arctic wind and its
deadly penetrating cold. It dashed snow and
glass-hard slivers of ice into their inflamed eyes,
making it impossible for them to look up to locate
the easiest route. At night, there was no longer
enough wood to burn for mere warmth, and they
could only burrow like animals into the snow.

Eight days later, they were still on the moun-
tain, and at that stage they nearly gave up. Their
faltering feet had brought them round in a circle
and they had returned to the point they had

reached over a week before! But, indomitably,
they started off once again.
They had nothing left to eat now and it seemed

‘that, if the cold didn’t kill them, starvation

would.

Crouched under the lee of an ice-crusted rock,
they took their last sticks of fuel, removed the
seal-skin snow-boots the Bishop had made—and
boiled them in snow-water. The bishop’s diary
records that he found the soles better tasting
than the rest!

A Tale
of True
Adventure

Above the tree-line, they
were exposed to the
rushing Arctic wind and
its deadly, penetrating
cold. ;

The two men were certainly saved by their
boots, because they had nothing else to eat for the
rest of their epic journey. When they finally
reeled into the village they had been making for,
they had literally become brothers-in-arms—
they were so weak they had to hold each other up.

Within three weeks, both men were up and
about again. For the bishop the adventure went
to add to an already formidable reputation. For
his missionary companion, it served as a rugged
introduction to Arctic life.

11



REMARKABLE
INSECTS

A series about the
wonderful world of Nature

The ANT-LION

they are neither ants nor flies, but belong to the

HE ant-lion-flies live in deserts. In spite of their name,
Neuroptera, an order that includes the alder flies and

the lacewings.
not unlike a small dragonfly.

Ant-lions and their larvae are carnivorous, and the larva
adopts a highly original method of catching its prey. It digs
a circular, conical pit in the sandy soil, at the bottom of which,
partly buried in the sand, it lies waiting for insects or other

small creatures to fall in.

Any unfortunate creature that does so is seized by the
powerful jaws of the ant-lion larva, and its juices are sucked
out of it by means of tubes formed by the mandibles and
maxillae. The mandibles—the main part of the jaw—have
hollows along their inner edges, into which the maxillae fit,
forming a tubular structure. If a potential victim- hesitates
on the edge of the pit, the ant-lion larva will sometimes throw
sand at it, causing it to lose its balance and fall helplessly to

its destruction.

An adult ant-lion, on the wing, looks

BY Dr. C. L. DUDDINGTON

Above: Jaws of the ant-
lion larva, magnified,
falling into  showing the powerful
the trap  mandibles. The maxillae
7 AT (not visible) fit into
Nk grooves along the inner
surfaces of the
mandibles, forming a
pair of sucking tubes.
Left: The ant-lion larva
digs a circular pit in
the sand, and waits for
other insects to fall in.

Small insect

Another fascinating
article in our series
about great
philanthropists
by Dennis Bardens

THEY GAUE
MILLIONS
AWAY

WHY is sea-water salt?

WHAT is the Davis Cup?

THE SEGOND roox.:=.ccanx’ BOOK OF

lllﬂllls AND_ANSWERS

1 2/6 (UK. piice only)

WHO was the first V.C.?

WHEN did the potato come to England?

WHERE can | find the answers?

THE SEB[]NI] LOOK AND LEARN BOOK
OF 1007 QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

MAKE SURE OF YOUR COPY NOW

inside The Second Look
and Learn Book of 1001
Questions and Answers
-2 bumper book of
fabulous fact and
realistic pictures for
every boy and girl.
Whatever your
interests—science, .
history, the arts, the
countryside—this
amazing store of
information will present
you with an exciting
picture of our worid in
a stimulating teach-
yourself fashion.

72 full-colour pages.
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AILING up and down the
River Thames is a sturdy,
streamlined vessel called the
John Ashley,afloating church
and mission run by the
Missions to Seamen. There the
tired boilerman or stoker, skipper
or docker, can look in for a simple
church service, or Communion, or
meditation—or simply for a snack,
to borrow a book or listen to a
record. -
Recently, the world-famous
Bodleian Library at Oxford Univer-

" sity, founded in 1598, was crumbling

into ruins; now somebody has paid
for its urgently-needed restoration.
Durham University needed a worthy
home for its collection of Oriental Art
and Archaeology, and has been given
a fine museum for this purpose.

Cambridge University has a
magnificent new college: Churchill
College; its architecture is strikingly
new and in odd contrast to the more
ancient buildings of the University,
but is admirably suited to its purpose.
Again, a charitable gift helped to
make it possible.

The Scottish Opera Company, the
Dartington String Quartet, Bristol’s
Symphony Orchestra, and Birming-
ham’s art centre for young people
have all received welcome money
from the same source. A wonderful
collection of old masters, including
works by Rembrandt and Rubens,
gave delight for years to visitors to
the National Gallery in London—
again, by the generosity of the same
man.

Generous gifts

All this, and a great deal more in
the fields of human welfare, art,
education and medicine, is due to the
generosity of a man who was not born
in Britain and spent most of his life
outside of it, and who has been
described, both during his lifetime
and after his death, as mean, petty
and greedy. This same man left
£70 million for charitable worksand his
gifts to this country alonein the period
between 1963 to 1965 amounted to
more than £1,300,000.

His name was Calouste Gulbenkian.
He died in 1955, and he was one of the
richest men in the world.

Everywhere in Portugal, where he
lived for so many years and where he

died, his name is spoken of with
respect and gratitude. There is the
Calouste Gulbenkian Park, with his
statue, which was unveiled by the
President of Portugal in the presence
of the entire Diplomatic Corps. There
is the Gulbenkian Planetarium, which
represents the physical universe and
demonstrates its laws. There is the
home for the disabled, built for the
Portuguese Red Cross; the fine new
houses replacing the old squalid
slums; a beautiful new organ for
Lisbon Cathedral; and campaigns
against such scourges as polio.
There is the fine new municipal
theatre in Oporto.

It was just Mr. Gulbenkian’s way
of saying “thank you’’ to a people who
treated him hospitably ever since he
went there from France, when that
country was occupied by the Germans,
in 1942.

Haven of peace

All over the world it is the same
story. A study centre in Wisconsin
University, U.S.A.; a Gulbenkian
Municipal Library in Mozambique; a
student hostel in Angola; a medical
post in Portuguese Guinea; a cul-
tural centre in Paris; a tremendous .
sports stadium in Baghdad; a college
of arts in Jordan; a girls’ orphanage
in Syria. . . .

And, nearest perhaps to his heart,
there has been the superb recon-
struction of the long-neglected cathe-
dral at Echmiadzin, a shrine for
Armenians throughout the world, as
Mecca is to the Moslems. Founded in
A.D. 302 by St. Gregory near Ar-
menia'’s ancient capital, the cathedral
has ancient Gospels and illuminated
manuscripts, and an order of monks

-who wear black gowns and high

conical hoods.

The shrine has been a haven of
peace in a troubled country which
has known Roman conquerors, the
hordes of Jenghis Khan and fearful
massacres of the Armenian people
when  Gulbenkian, himself an
Armenian, wasa boy. The country was
then part of the Ottoman (Turkish)
Empire, but after the First World
War it became part of the Russian
Empire, and the Bolsheviks, being
anti-religious, let the cathedral fall
into decay.

It was Gulbenkian’s lifelong wish
that it might be restored to its former
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He left so much
money to charity
that it takes 800
‘)eople all their time
Jjust to give it away!

glory as a memorial to his parents.
After much discussion with the Soviet
authorities, and at a cost of over
£100,000, this has been done.

The Gulbenkian Foundation,
centred in Portugal and formed in
accordance with the provisions of his
will, is international in its activities,
and employs over 800 people who are
all concerned with giving money
away or seeing that it is used wisely.
The Foundation sends out over
80,000 letters a year.

Calouste Sarkis Gulbenkian was
born in Scutari, Turkey, on 24th
March, 1869, into a family of pros-
perous Armenian merchants. Al-
though they had interests in oil, he
wanted to become a professor, and
came to London to study at King’s
College, where he graduated with dis-
tinction from the Department of
Engineering and Applied Sciences
in 1887.

In response to pressure from his
parents, however, he began to take an
interest in the oil business, and at
their request he visited the oil fields
at Baku, the capital of Azerbaidjan,
in the U.S.S.R.

Gradually Gulbenkian became
more and more informed about oil
which, he knew, was the liquid gold
of the future, the fuel on which the
whole of modern industry depended.

In 1895, he arrived in London to
represent Russian oil interests, and
came to know how to do business
with leading figures in the oil
industry. He became a British sub-
ject in 1902 and by the outbreak of
the First World War was acknow-
ledged to be one of the world’s
greatest experts on oil and oil
production.

When, at the end of that war, the

PER-CEN’

Gulbenkian began to take an interest in oil—the liquid gold of the future.

old Ottoman Empire was broken up,
and the oil-producing countries of the
Middle East became independent,
Gulbenkian secured bigger and bigger
holdings and concessions in Middle
East oil. By clever manipulation,
he became head of a complicated
network of oil interests, and so
important that he was treated as an
equal by the heads of governments
everywhere. Jealous rivals called him
“Mr. Five Per Cent.” because he
charged that percentage on oil out-
put, but he didn’t mind; after all, it
made him £2,000 a day! In 1951, he
actually made a profit of £500,000 in
five minules when some shares he
owned increased their value by 10s.
each.

Gulbenkian had mansions in Paris
and elsewhere. He paid 60 gardeners
to maintain 150 acres of gardens

which he scarcely saw for more than
a few hours a year. He accumulated
collections of priceless porcelain,
antiquities, and jewellery—some once
owned by Catherine the Great of
Russia. And he could be ungenerous.
He strictly controlled the accounts of
his household and wanted to know
the cost of everything.

Wish granted

But it wasn’t a question of hoarding
his money and then leaving it to
charity because he couldn’t take it
with him to the grave. Despite his
economies, he gave money secretly
to good causes. When storm damage
wrecked the livelihood of fishermen
on the little island of Houat, off the
coast of Brittany, he was the first
to come to their rescue. He helped

the dependants of seamen lost in the
Thetis and A ffray submarine disasters,
and built a charming church for
Armenians in South Kensington,
London. As long ago as 1930 (25
years before he died) he built and
endowed the Gulbenkian Library in
Jerusalem.

When he died in Lisbon, on 20th
July, 1955, Calouste Gulbenkian was
worth £300 million and earning
£1 million a year. In his will, he
left generous legacies to his wife,
son and daughter and the remainder
for the creation of the Gulbenkian
Foundation.

Gulbenkian was an odd mixture of
a man. He was shy, but he wanted to
be remembered. And he has had his
wish, for his benefactions all over
the world have made sure of
that.
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Continuing A MAN FOR THE THRONE—the true story of Henry Bolingbroke

TALK OF TREASON

Of the five lords who had rebelled against Richard II, there remained only Henry Bolingbroke, Duke
of Hereford, and Thomas de Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. Neither liked the other, and Bolingbroke

only awaited his chance to discredit Mowbray.

Bolingbroke had just ridden with Mowbray from Brentford to London, and during the journey Mowbray
had talked treason. It was the opportunity Bolingbroke needed. Going straight to his cousin, the King,
he told him that Mowbray was spreading hatred and distrust and urged him to beware.

Richard seemed to find the situation more amusing
than threatening. Knowing that Bolingbroke and
Mowbray had once been allies against him, he realised
he had everything to gain from their present quarrel.

"1 Richard played the two men against each other
shrewdly. Granting honours did not buy
loyalty, he said.

Confronted by the accusation, Mowbray’s rage knew no bounds. Swearing
that Bolingbroke was lying, he declared his loyalty to Richard. Had he
not been made the Duke of Norfolk and Marshal of England by Richard?
~ Why should he be disloyal? :

1 ;
|

A sinister, scheming look came into
the King’s eyes as he summoned
Mowbray to his presence. | ”

-

When the King then asked why his own cousin should lie to him and Mowbray
accused Bolingbroke of always having been treacherous, swords were drawn angrily.
The two _men had played right into Richard’s hands.

But it was no part of his plan to have the two men fight there and then.
He ordered them to sheathe their swords and return to their estates until
they heard from him again.

TGN




LTHOUGH 1l-year-old Red Fox
A was born a full-blooded Sioux, he

could speak English almost as

well as any white boy of his own
age. Because of his smartness and
intelligence he had been educated at a
“‘proper”’ school at Pine Ridge, Wyoming.
There he learned how to think “in the
strange, cloudy manner of the white
brother”.

Red Fox's progress had greatly
pleased his uncle, High Bear, who was
the head of the Sioux warriors, but
only because he hoped Red Fox would
use his knowledge to help defeat the
hated palefaces. Red Fox, however,
had no intention of betraying his new
friends. He had come to love and
respect the white people.

He dreaded having to reveal this to his
uncle, but the day came when a con-
frontation with High Bear was unavoid-
able. It happened when the Sioux tribe
was driven from its traditional home in
Wyoming by the Pony Soldiers of the
United States Third Cavalry.

The Indians fled north-east through
Nebraska towards Canada. It was then
that they came across the lonely cow-
farm belonging to a widow named
Amy Lohburg.

Mrs. Lohburg’s husband had only
recently been killed, leaving her with
four young children to take care of.
She first learned of the danger which
threatened her home and family when a
Cavalry sergeant rode up from Fort
Farewell, in Nebraska. The sergeant
arrived at the ranch-house and told
her that a party of Sioux was only a
few miles away.

“They’re after cattle, guns, ammuni-
tion, any supplies you people have,” he
said urgently. ‘“Also, they’re after
you. . . . They’ll be here, ma’am, certain
as sunrise. Gather up your things and
your kids. And if you're a good pray-er,
start praying.”

L o
Missing boy

When she heard this, Mrs. Lohburg
immediately called together her three
young daughters. It was then she
discovered that Billy, her yellow-
haired son, was missing. Although she
did not know it, he was already a
prisoner of the Sioux. He had been
captured while riding in the hills near
the farm.

As the sergeant left the ranch house,
he was watched from a vantage point by
High Bear and several of his braves.
The Sioux warriors had already decided
not to kill the Lohburg children, but

The horsemen came to a halt only
20 yards from where Red Fox and
his friends were hiding.

THE FRIENDSHIP OF RED FOX -~

some of them were reluctant to let Mrs.
Lohburg live.

So High Bear ordered Red Fox to
return Billy to his mother and instruct
her to put all three of the girls on one
pony, and to ride away herself on another.
Red Fox dutifully led Billy’s pony down
to the ranch house. As he did so, he was
already forming in his mind a daring
plan by which Mrs. Lohburg might
escape with her life.

Exciting story

The story of Red Fox’s conrage is
one of the 11 true adventures in Will
Henry's exciting book, Soms Of The
Western Fronmtier (published by Herbert
Jenkins at 25s.) The author concentrates
on the bravery of youngsters, and writes
that, “In all the many books about the
Old West, too little, is said of the young
people whose courage and devotion
deserve remembering.”’

On reaching the ranch house, Red Fox
helped to release Billy from his bonds.
He told Mrs. Lohburg that five of the
Indians had sworn to kill her, and said
that the best thing she could do would

T
AT

be to ride to a nearby cottonwood grove
and hide there until he had had time to
scout out the land.

Mrs. Lohburg took her children into
the grove and half an hour later Red
Fox joined them there. He looked
worried and told her that the Sioux
had looted the farm and slaughtered
all the cows. There was now only-one
thing to do. He would try and lead the
Lohburg family to Fort Farewell, 33
miles away.

Headed by Red Fox on his pony, the
refugees left the grove and began a
desperate race against death. By the
time it was dark, they had crossed a
rocky stream and reached a prairie
covered with scrub, willow, and tall
grass. There they lay low, in the hope
that the pursuing Indians would lose
their trail.

A short while later, when the Lohburgs
were asleep, Red Fox heard the five
braves cantering through the stream. By
then the wet footprints of the ponies
had dried and disappeared on the sand-
stone of the bank, and there was
nothing to show which way the Lohburgs
had fled.

Even so, the Sioux horsemen came to

a halt only 20 yards from where Red
Fox and his friends were hiding. Red
Fox could hear the warriors discussing
which route they should take, and
heaved a sigh of relief as they headed
off upstream. But he knew that the
danger was only temporarily over. The
Indians were planning to go far enough
upstream to get above the Lohburgs.
Then they would split up and return,
searching the scrub on each side of
the stream.

Blood-curdling cries

There was no time to lose. Red Fox
woke up the tired children and told them
to remount. To make sure that the
little girls did not fall off through
exhaustion, he tied their feet together
beneath their pony’s stomach. Then
they set off again for Fort Farewell.

For some miles they continued
through the silent darkness. Then,
suddenly, just as they were beginning to
feel safe, the night was split by a
series of blood-curdling cries. Red
Fox knew this meant that the Sioux -
warriors had picked up a ‘““warm’ trail.
He threw caution aside and told the
Lohburgs to ride as fast as they could
in the direction of the fort.

“Not far, not far!” he shouted
encouragingly. ‘“We will get there.
We will win the race. See, now, the
ponies are running stronger than ever.
Hang on! Ride hard, everybody!”

In fact, Red Fox had no idea how far
away the fort was. He sensed that they
still had a long way to go, and he knew
that the gallant ponies were capable of
lasting only another two or three miles
at their present pace. ;

Then, as the howling Sioux grew
closer and closer, the Lohburgs’ luck
at last turned. A few minutes later
they rode slap up to a camp-fire around
which slumbered the sergeant who had
earlier visited the ranch house, and some
of his men.

The five pursuing Redskins pulled
up short, and after a brief exchange of
fire with the Cavalrymen, they rode away
angry and frustrated.

Red Fox was the hero of the hour.
The story of how he saved the Lohburgs
has become part of the colourful history
of the Old West of America.
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'ENTERTAINMENT
SECTION

Rob tells in his own words of his life and adventures at
Westhaven-on-Sea Comprehensive School. When Jessica Ryder
is rushed off to hospital for an emergency operation, Rob

and Ham realise that this means the end of the concert

they have been planning. But Ham’s father—Doctor Thompson—
has other ideas . . .

He told us his idea . . . and . . .

Gosh! . . . Do you
| | really think? . . .

Ham’s dad acted very mysteriously
during the journey home.

1 What did you mean when you |
w] said we needn’t cancel the con-
cert, Doctor Thompson?

= / ‘

4 YN Leave the details to me . . . just go
J ahead as if Jessica were going to
play for you!

Next morning, the Headmaster had
a very heartening announcement
to make to the school.

You’ll all be glad to hear that
Jessica Ryder was successfully
operated on last night at the
Cottage Hospital and is doing very |
nicely.

Mister Ryder and David will
be relieved to hear that.

Ham and I winked
at each other
conspiratorially.

V 222

When we filed out of the hall,
Polly came up to Ham and me.

happened . . . isn’t
that right, Ham?

I Of course, you realise

: Oh, come off it! You [
we can’t put on the

don’t think you two are //
going to make the thing / ,

a success with that 4
feeble comedy act of
yours, do you?

| That’s what
you think!

Sure! The show’s going on, Polly . . . and
it’s going to be a rip-roaring success!

Stranger things have

We left Polly mystified. When the evening
of the concert came, I was on tenterhooks . . .

Don’t sell any more
tickets, Fiona . . . the
seats are all full!

I certainly hope they
don’t all demand their
money back when

they’ve seen the show!

I dashed backstage. Poor old
Ham was on tenterhooks too.

i)

No! And the
curtain’s due
up in five

and then . . .

e

This had been Doctor Thompson’s bright idea . . . to get young
David to substitute for his sister. But 40 had he managed it?

7

11}

And for your
own sake, lad!

A\

. . doctor said

@ | must do it, for
Jessica’s sake.

Well, the curtain went up. All the acts got

a pretty good reception . . . even Ham and me!

Hello, hello, hello!
Why is a poor man
like a baker?

Because they both E
need dough!

| B NIAN]

L
Thank heavens!
7, 2\
¥ ’ I‘,“
/%

Then came the final act . . . the one upon
which the whole show depended . . .

Ladies and gentlemen
... David Ryder. . .
at the pianoforte!




Prince Nikko of Trigan has been crowned
King of Hericon, but he is turned into a
doddering old man, at the orders of the evil
Nacha and the Council of Regents.

Now Nacha and his cronies are free

to rule Hericon as they like . . .

‘ But there were those among them who
In the days that followed, money and valuables extorted g feared the consequences . . .

from the suffering people of Hericon went into the Royal
! Treasury. Nacha and the Council watched in triumph . . .

the Emperor Trigo will come to Hericon
.. . and he will soon discover what we are
up to!

- S 2

Not so Nacha . . . intoxicated with greed and - =2 ’
power, he feared no man, not even the One morning, Janno, Keren and Roffa called
Trigan Emperor! < & to see their stricken friend Nikko.

\ 4 A From now on, no one enters His
Let him come! What we & / 4 But . . . we are the King’s , : Majesty’s apartments without a
did to the son, we can ; % Personal Aides' B written order from Lord Nacha!
| also do to the father. ¥ k= »

Inside, the pathetic figure of the King of Hericon Janno and his comrades left
was hunched short-sightedly over State Papers. - the palace with uneasy thoughts

£
So ! Nikko is now
practically a
prisoner of Nacha
and the Council!

=1 I find this
very tiring . . .

Never mind, Your
8l Majesty. Soon you
i} will be able to go

back to sleep again

A proclamation

appointing me in :

command of the And they're the

Hericon Air Fleet. I Masters of Hericon!
Al intend to disband the

4 Fl " The people are being
poccit;::}:etf:ocnr:;'t! and - - == | robbed and ill-treated

unmercifully!




Janno knew what had to be done.

We must return to
Trigan and tell

the Emperor what'’s
happening here!

L N

TR NG o i s

= T " et
Moments later, their speedy craft was slicing

s

@ Yes, but we'd better leave
A stealthily . . . Nacha will
#| prevent us if he can!

.and then. ..

They were caught in a
% merciless crossfire.

sight . . . we can
slip away unseen.

{ We're done for!
ST g

——

> W

A projectile landed
squarely in the

4 control cabin.

Janno felt the chill waters of the harbour close
over his head. He plunged deep . . . and felt his
senses slip away from him.

s

NEXT WEEK: MOMENT OF DESPAIR FOR THE TRIGANS
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LOOKING AT
LOCOMOTIVES

GREAT WESTERN RAILWAY 2800 Class Standard Heavy Freight 2-8-0

Churchward for heavy, long-distance freight

services. His prototype, No. 97, appeared in 1903,
shortly after he succeeded William Dean as Locomotive
Superintendent of the Great Western Railway. It was
the first locomotive of its type in Britain, and was very
advanced for that time. It was put through strenuous
service trials for two years before the first batch of
twenty was ordered.

By this time, No. 97 had relinquished the works
number, and had been allocated its service number
2800, which identified the class from then on.

The design was completely Great Western in
character, and bore a strong family resemblance to the
4-6-0s which were just in service when it appeared,
and subsequently became the “Saint” Class.

The first of these, No. 100, had appeared under
William Dean, but the next two, Nos. 98 and 171,
were undoubtedly Churchward’s work, and appeared
in 1903. They had the same tapered boiler, working at
225 Ib. per square inch pressure (not No. 100, which
had a parallel boiler), and they shared the same design
of G.W.R. chimney and cab.

The 2800s weighed 75 tons 10 cwt., were 63 ft. 2 in.
long and had 4 ft. 7} in. diameter driving wheels.
Because of this small diameter, the running plate
curved up from the buffer beam, and then ran straight

THESE 2-8-0 locomotives were designed by George

along just below the tops of the wheels, and under the
cab sides to form the footplate. Only the tiniest
splashers were set over the wheels, but even with
these the running plate was comparatively low, and a
wide band of space was visible between the boiler and
the running plate.

The drive was connected to the third set of driving
wheels, an unusual arrangement which made for rather
long connecting rods. To enable these engines to
make long runs, they were fitted with tenders, similar
to the express passenger 4-6-0s, carrying 3,500 gallons
of water and six tons of coal.

The 2800s fulfilled their duties perfectly and further
batches were ordered in 1907, 1911, 1913 and 1919,
until altogether 84 had been built.

The only major modification made to these loco-
motives was the fitting of superheaters to all of them.

By 1938, the freight traffic on the G.W.R. had
increased to such an extent that more heavy, long-
distance goods engines were required. C. B. Collett
had now become Chief Mechanical Engineer, but he
repeated the design with very little variation. The
main obvious modification was the replacement of the
original cab with the more modern version, which had
a window like those fitted to the *“Castle” and “King”
Class locos.

The: new version started with No. 2884, so the
whole batch took that identification number. Eighty-
three of the new ones were built, numbered 2884 to
2899 and 3800 to 3866. They were all in service at
nationalisation, and the first to be withdrawn was
No. 2884 in 1958.

Another 2-8-0 class with a similar outline was
introduced in 1919.

“When we had the garden paved over, | thought it would stop him

burying his bones!”

“He doesn’t bite—but watch out for his tail!”
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“l think the dog wants to come in.”

“You were sitting on his chair, Mr. Smith!”




THEO WAYNE, ROVING TROUBLESHOOTER
FOR THE SPUR PETROLEUM COMPANY,
HAD BEEN ASKED TO REPORT ON THE
MARKET POTENTIAL OF AN EXPERIMENTAL
HOVERCRAFT DEVELOPED BY INVENTOR §
DES GLADWELL. WAYNE SUSPECTED THAT
A POWERFUL RIVAL FIRM WAS INVOLVED

LIZ GLADWELL WAITED IMPATIENTLY WHILE WAYNE ENTERED
THE WAREHOUSE.

ISN'T THAT
TYPICAL OF A MAN...
LEAVING ME OUT HERE,
WHILE HE HOGS ALL
THE EXCITEMENT ...

IN SABOTAGE ATTEMPTS ON THE
SHOESTRING HOVERCRAFT PROJECT, AND
WITH GLADWELL'S DAUGHTER, LIZ, HE
SHADOWED AN EXECUTIVE OF THE FIRM
TO A DERELICT RIVERSIDE WAREHOUSE.

AND JUST AS HE GOT INSIDE. ..

SO GLADWELL'S
BOATYARD IS A WRITE-
OFF, MACKIE... BUT | PAID
YOU TO DESTROY
THE HOVERCRAFT, AND
APPARENTLY IT'S
UNDAMAGED...

... THE BLOW FROM THE LEATHER COSH
CAUGHT HIM COMPLETELY UNAWARES. ..

MAYBE |
SHOULD HAVE
WAITED FOR WILDCAT...
BUT | THINK HE'D WANT
ME TO FOLLOW THESE
TWO AND FIND OUT
WHAT THEY'RE

QUIT BEEFING,

MISTER SEXTON... WE'LL GO
BACK THERE AND FINISH THE JOB...
NO EXTRA CHARGE, IF THAT'S
WHAT'S BOTHERING YOU...

BOTHERS ME
IS YOUR CLUMSINESS...
POWER-JET WILL
| THROW ME OUT ON MY EAR
IF THEY DISCOVER I'M
MIXED UP IN

HE MUST BE THE SPUR TROUBLE-
SHOOTER THAT FOXLEY WAS
TELLING ME ABOUT AT LUNCH.

WE'LL HAVE TO CHANGE OUR
. PLANS, MAC... TO TAKE CARE

GOSH . ..
THEY'VE COME
TO DAD''S
BOATYARD...

WHAT WE'RE
AFTER...

7

THAT POWER-
JET EXECUTIVE,
VICTOR SEXTON, MUST
8E MEETING SOMEONE IN J
HERE ... AND NOT JUST TO
TALK ABOUT THE
WEATHER...

WAYNE'S ATTENTION WAS CONCENTRATED ON THE TWO MEN
IN FRONT OF HIM...

SO SEXTON'S
TRYING TO WRECK
GLADWELL'S HOVERCRAFT
PROJECT OFF HIS OWN BAT,
ISHE? | COULDN'T BELIEVE
A REPUTABLE FIRM LIKE
POWER-JET WOULD STOOP
TO SABOTAGE. ..

NOT WAITING
FOR WILDCAT MUCH

- TWO
MEN COMING
OUT - THEY
MUSTN'T SPOT

 HE'S A
CRAFTY |\
TYPE,

KILL TWO
BIRDS WITH ONE
STONE, HE SAID...
SCUTTLE THE HOVER-
CRAFT IN THE
RIVER,AFTER PUTTING
THAT SPUR SNOOPER
INSIDE IT TO
B DROWN. ..

NEXT WEEK: LIZ GLADWELL TRIES A RESCUE!



N DAN SLIPPED THE ROPE FROM AROUND THE MAN'S NECK AND |
THEN DREW HIS GUN . . . e
D , : LYNCHING A MAN IS NOT
: \\ MY IDEA OF JUSTICE —

DAKOTA o
-LONE GUN

In response to an urgent telegraph ge, Dan Dak heads for
Yellow River. On the way he finds a wounded linesman, and a boy who
says his father's ranch has been raided by a gang. The boy, whose name
is Joe Fenton, accompanies Dan until they are fired at by a hidden
rifleman. Leaving him, Dan rides on alone and stumbles on a lynching
party on the outskirts of Yellow River. . . .

A o
WELL, IT'S OUR IDEA
OF JUSTICE, AND

WE'RE GOING AHEAD
WITH IT/

AND EVERY MAN HERE KNOWS
HE IS NO-GOOD CATTLEITHIEF.

=

YEAH, THAT'S RIGHT— HE
MUSTVE STOLEN A HUNDRED
HEAD OF MY BEST STEERS —
HE SHOULD HANG FOR THAT.

NOBODY'S GOING TO DO ANY HANGING WHILE
I'M AROUND — S0 COOL OFF — AND THAT
GOES FOR YOU IN PARTICULAR, WES SLADE.

[ THIS MAN IS JAMES FENTON — ]

S0 YOU KNOW ME, EH, SHERIFF/
IN THAT CASE YOU SHOULD KNOW
| DON'T MAKE 1DLE THREATS.
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