STARTING

HE SIGN said, ‘“ Welcome
The soldier.

padded by it, his combat

boots making little sound,
the machine ecarbine slapping
against his shoulder, keeping
time with the grenades slung

to Suffolk.”’

from his helt.
He was puzzled.

must kill. Destroy.
airfield that was to he
his target was deserted,
derelict. And so far
he had seen no one. But
he WAS ready. Ready
to kill.

And then he came to the
village.

He noticed the guard first,
g, thin man in a dark, un-
familiar uniform, going from
house to house, knocking on
doors, doubtless keeping the
occupants alert. He took a
careful aim, squeezedg the
trigeger and . . . Sam Hurley,
who had been postman in
the village of Wentwick for
15 years, fell dead.

OHN STEED was first on

the scene. But only
just. A red Jag slammed
to a hait alongside Steed’s
a second later and Mike
Gambit and Purdey
alighted; all three moved
forward to look

From the
moment he had awakened he
knew what he must do.
But the

vil-
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He

he said, “ and when we.question
them it will all become clear.”

“I already have.” The voice
brought them round to a man
with the face of a tired blood-
hound.

He was wea: ing a black eye-
pateh, “ Quest:oned. 'em all,
and they all say the same
thing,” he said.
soldier ! ”

EVEN at the range of a

mile, the Chinese
soldier could see the aston-
ishment in Sieed’s face.
Through the cross-wires of
his telescopic sight.

His finger tightened on the
frigger, but then he sat back.
He was puzzled again. ' Mili-
tary targets first,” those were
his orders. But the tall,
bowler-hatted figure, the hand-
some young man beside him,
and certainly the slim, blonde,
exquisitely made girl — they
surely could not be military
targets ?

MAJOR FRANCIS tugged at
‘his eye-paich. “It’s a fact,
Steed. A C'hmfc in full

Liia; GTLE 10—

“A Chinese

broken village. Purdey raised
an eyebrow. “ Gambit, that's in
very bad taste.”

Steed crouched to scoop up
some . metal fragments. “It
can’t be the reql Chinese,” he
said. “Not only are they all
probably peacefully paddling
their junks up the Yangtse, but
this was a pin grenade.

“Very old fashioned. They
have far more sophisticated
equipment these days.”

The Major’s eye flickered.
“ That's a I'unny thing,” he
started to say, “because the
uniform thls chap was dressed
AN Was: . . g

He 'stopped and turned, and
they all stood under the«blue,
cloudless sky and listened to
the rumble of what seemed
like thunder.

THE Chinese soldier recog-
nised the sound right away
as mortar fire. He wasn’t
puzeled any more. He was

happy.

He now knew exactly what
he must do.. He must join his
comrades. Fight shoulder to
shoulder. Kill. Destroy.

Steed’s big green cat of a
Jaguar made the running, with
Gamblt rlght behmd They

flicked the wheel, jumped
ditch, ploughed through a
parred gate, and cont
across the field.

Gambn; didn't have it @
so easy. ‘“Hold on,” he ¥e
at Purdey as he "floor
throttle and hit the lo
tail-board of the trailer.

Later, Purdey was to
it was the lousiest take-ol
ever experienced (but as
in a car, she was prepat
make allowances). Buf 1
the car crashed down
other side of the roadblof
brushed hay from her
looked at Gambit. * Whats
you do when you left schoc
she asked sweetly.

Gambit fought to cont
skid, side-swiped a
pole and glanced at her
. ..er . I just knocked &
a bit. Hitch-hiked across .
He spun the wheel, demo
a signpost, and finally §
tened the car out. “IH
hiked across Europe.”

“What a waste,” m
Purdey, “ when vou might

been learning to drive,”

HE mortar was glo
hot when the of
finally gave the ordel
cease fire. It was impg




to Suffolk.’’

from his belt.
He was puzzled.

must kill. Destroy.
airfield that was to be
his target was deserted,
derelict. And so far
he had seen no one. But
he WAS ready. Ready
to kill.

And then he came to the
village.

He noticed the guard first,
a thin man in a dark, un-
familiar uniform, going from
house to house, knocking on

doors, doubtless keeping the -

occupants alert. He took a
careful aim, squeezed the
trigger and . . . Sam Hurley,
who had been postman in
the village of Wentwick for
15 years, fell dead.

OHN STEED was first on

the scene. But only
just. A red Jag slammed
to a halt alongside Steed’s
a second later and Mike
Gambit and Purdey
alighted; -all three moved
forward to look at the vil-
lage of Wentwick. Or what
was left of it.

Purdey whistled softly in
astonishment: “If's been hit by
a typhoon.”

Steed stepped over a bullet-
riddled corpse and pushed his
umbrella through a shattered
window. “ This is war,” he said,
“the results of a pitched
battle.”

The brolly described a semi-
circle: * Bullet-pocked. walls,
grenade splinters, houses des-
troyved.”

“Yes, but by whom?" asked
Purdey: > ;

Steed . smiled benignly,
“ Every war has its survivors,”

HE SIGN said, ““ Welcome
The soldier.

padded by it, his combat

boots making little sound,
the machine carbine slapping
against his shoulder, keeping
time with the grenades slung

_ From the
moment he had awakened he
knew what he must do.
But the

He

broken village. Purdey raised
an eyebrow. “ Gambit, that’s in
very bad taste.”

Steed crouched to scoop up
some = metal fragments. “It
can't be the regl Chinese,” he
said. “Not only are they all
probably peacefully paddling
their junks up the Yangtse, but

he said, “ and when we.question
them it will all become elear.”
“I already have.” The voice
brought them round to a man
with the face of a tired blood-
hound.
, He was wearsing a black eye-
patch, “ Questioned ‘em all,
and they all say the same

thing,” he said.  “A Chinese this was a pin grenade.
saldi%r!" “Very old fashioned. They
have far more sophisticated

equipment these days.”

The Major's eye flickered.
“That’s a funny thing,” he
started to say, “because the
uniform this ehap was dressed
in was: .. 7

He stopped and turned, and
they all stood under the-blue,
cloudless sky and listeneq to
the rumble of what seemed
like thunder.

VEN at the range of a
mile, the Chinese
soldier could see the aston-
ishment in Steed’s face.
Through the cross-wires of
his telescopic sight.

His finger tightened on the
trigger, but then he sat back.
He was puzzled again. * Mili-
tary targets first,” those were
his orders. But the tall,
bowler-hatted figure, the hand-
some young man beside him,
and certainly the slim, blonde,
exquisitely made girl — they
surely could not be military
targets ?

THE Chinese soldier recog-
nised the sound right away
as mortar fire. He wasn’t
puzzled any more. He was

happy.

He now knew exactly what
he must do.. He must join his
comrades. Fight shoulder to
shoulder. Kill. Destroy.

Steed’s big green cat of a
Jaguar made the running, with
Gambit right behind. They
both headed for the smoke now
rising up beyond the hill ahead,
both hitting more than the ton.

MAJOR FRANCIS ifugged at
his eye-palch. “It’'s a fact,
Steed. A Chink in full
uniform. They came fumb-
ling out of their houses as

soon as they heard the  mpne yoadblock was a sur-
shooting, and he chopped prise. A heavy tractor, a
them down.” trailer full of hay, squarely

across the road. T
The Major clapped a hand
over his one good eye as Steed

said Gambit
surveyed (e

“Chop Suey,”
as be agaim

TO your TV screens next week come “ The New Avengers” led
by the original Avenger, the immaculate, bowler-hatted Jeohn
Steed; ployed by Patrick Macnee. With him will be leqgy, lethal |
Purdey (Joanna Lumley) ond Mike Gambit (Gareth Hunt, who
played the footman in Upstairs, Downstairs). Writer and co-pro-
ducer of the series, Brian Clemens, has writfen this exclusive
adventure of The New Avengers for Mirror readers. .
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flicked the wheel, jumped
ditch, ploughed through a fi
barred gate, and confini
across the field.

Gambit didn't have it g
so easy. “ Hold on,” he yel
at Purdey as he floored
throttle and hit the lowe
tail-board of the trailer.

Later, Purdey was to tell
it was the lousiest take-off s
ever experienced (but as it
in a car, she was prepared
make allowances). But now.
the car crashed down on {l
other side of the roadblock,
brushed hay from her hair
looked at Gambit. “ What
you do when you left school ¢
she asked sweetly. 7

Gambit fought to control th
skid, side-swiped a telegranl
pole and glanced at her. “0
. -.er . I just knocked ab
a bit. Hitch-hiked aeross .
He spun the wheel, demolishe
a signpost, and finally straigk
tened the car out. “I hite
hiked across Europe.”

“What a waste,” mu
Purdey, “ when yvou might havi
been learning to drive.”

HE mortar was glowin;
hot when the office
finally gave the order {
cease fire. It was impeor-
tant nof’ fo waste ammun
tion, and anyway, as he now
surveyed the house throu
his hinoculars he could s
no sign of life. :
How could there be? ' Noth
could have survived that bom:
bardment. He had destroyed
target as instructed. gt
It was strange, though, that
from the first moment of the ™
attack there had been no sign
of resistance., The CapitaliStss
must have grown weaker Over
the years. He smiled at the
thought, turned to order his®
men on, then stopped as he SAW.
the cars coming over the hill. =
The first burst of machine™

.



érm sign
apitalists
ker over
i at the
irder his
is he saw
the hill.

machine

thudding

gun fire shredded ~Gambit's
tyres; the next shattered
Steed’s windscreen and neatly
sliced the top off his bowler
hat.
The diteh was narrow and
only just big enough to a¢com-
modate all four of them as
they crouched there, Gambit
wincing as he heard bullets
o his ccare =TIk
bet they don’t honour the war-
ranty,” he groamed.
“What about this?"
Steed, displaying his shorn-off
bowler.
SEdon't

understand it,”

i frowned the Major.

“Nor do I,” said Steed. “I
have them specially made, and
they're supposed to be bullet-
proof.”

“No, I mean that house
they're attacking,” the Major
persisted. “ I mean, why would
they bother ? The house IS
empty. Been empty for years!”

Having ordered a final burst,
the officer and his men began
to withdraw quietly.

He was satisfied, for hadn’t

| he just destroyed the whole of

British Military Security ?
“ British Military Security,”
the . Major ~explained. “ The

% house used to be their H@; but |

that was mere than thirty years
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agd. They've moved under-
ground since then. Thaj house
has stood empty ever- since.”
“Shh!” interjected Gambit.
“ Listen, it’s gone quiet.” Gam-
bit lifted his head higher, then
serambled out of the ditch, his
Smith and Wesson ready.

GAMBIT stood for a long
moment, looking, listening,

~ and then turned to the
said -

others in the dilch. “Ii's
O K,” he said.

The flat crack of the sniper’s
rifle shocked them into im-
mobility, and they stared as
Major Framcis, a neat hole
drilled through the centre of
his eye-pateh, fell back into
the ditch.

Steed and Gambit fell upon
Purdey as one, dragging-her to
the ground with them.
“ Sniper,” breathed Gambit.
“Qver there,” Steed nodded.
“That iree.”

Gambit studied the tall tree
about a hundred yards away.

“1 reckon I could sprint there -

without him hitting me,” he
said.

Steed frowned. “Gambit, I
don’t doubt you could get there,
but then what? Climb up?
You'd be a sitting duck.”

“That isn't what I had in
mind,” Gambit replied, and
turned his full attention, every
nerve and muscle in his body
towards that tree.

Somewhere, in the back of
his mind, he could hear again
the voice of his karate master,
urging him., that anyfhing was
possible. “A man ecan run
through an oak door, if he be-
lieves, if he concentrales.”

A

HE Chinese scldier was

amazed. The man
must be crazy! He swung
his gun round for a clearer
shot.

Then Gambit hit the ftree.
Hit it such a blow with his
shoulder that the wood splin-
tered, ang the tree shook.

The soldier flung out & hand
too late, then suddenly he was
falling from his perch, clatter-
ing down through the
branches to land at Gambit's
feet, his neck broken.

THE Avengers stared at the
slant - eyed face of a mere
boy, no more than 20, then
Steed heaved a sigh of
relief.

“Well he is Chinese, but that
uniform must be thirty yvears
out of date. At least he’s not
one of their army.”

“QOh, but he is.” corrected
Purdey, opening the soldier’s
pay-book. “Private Foo Semoi
of the Chinese People’s Army.
And that uniform isn’'t  the
only thing that’s out of date.”

She glanced again at the
vouthful features of the dead
man. “According to this he was
born in 1925, Which makes
him 51 years old!”

© Brian Clemen , 1976.
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} fire shredded Gambit's
wres; the next shattered
teed's windscreen and neatly
,i(éed the top off his bowler

| The diteh was narrow and
only just big enough to accom-
~modate all four of them as
they crouched there, Gambit
‘wincing as he heard bullets
udding into his car. “TI1
et they don’t honour the war-
‘ranty,” he groaned.
~ “What about this?”
Steed, displaying his shorn-off
bowler. :
“T don’t understand it,”
ed the Maj .
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ago. They've moved under-
ground since then. Thaj house
has stood empty ever- since.”
“Shh!” interjected Gambit.
“ Listen, it's gone quiet.” Gam-
bit lifted his head higher, then
serambled out of the ditch, his
Smith and Wesson ready.

GAMBIT stood for a long
moment, looking, listening,

- and then turned to the
said .

others in the ditch. “It's

O K,” he said,

The flat crack of the sniper's

rifle shocked them into im-

“I reckon I could sprint there
without him hitiing me,” he
sald.

Steed frowned. “Gambit, I
don’t doubt you could get there,
but then what? Climb up?
You'd be a sitting duck.”

“That isn't what I had in
mind,” Gambit replied, and
turned his full attention, every

* nerve and muscle in his body

towards that tree.

Somewhere, in the back of
his mind, he could hear again
the voice of his karate master,
urging him, that enything was
possible,. *“A man ean run
through an oak door, if he be-
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The soldier flung out a hand
too late, then suddenly he was
falling from his perch, elatter-
ing down through the
branches to land at Gambit's
feet, his neck broken.

THE Avengers stared al the
slant - eyed face of a mere
boy, no more than 20, then
Steed heaved a sigh of
relief.

“ Well he is Chinese, but that
uniform must be thirty years
out of date. At least he’s not
one of their army.”




CHINESE soldiers
have attacked the

by Gambit, Steed’s

p one years old ?

twenty.”’

'Steed shivered. The morgue-was, understandably, not the warmest
“Anything unusual about him at ali?”
“Perfectly normal—see for yourself.”
He pulled back the sheet, then stared in utter shock at the Chinese
sgldier. The hair was now grey, deep lines etched and eroded the

cf+ places.

Chambers shook his head.

‘face—the face of a man in
his fifties!

.HS. MARLOW was
i i proud of her guest
heuse.

The- building itself had am
illustrious history, and she
Pkﬁt‘i to think she respected
hat.

It was always spick and
span, and she was most care-
ful about the type of person
she rented rooms to, elderly,
genteel people; That way she
preserved the tranquillity of
{he place.

Myrs. Marlow hated noise.
When she heard the first
‘bang her first thought was
the kitchen—a gas explosion.

As she rushed towards it,
ihe second bang brought the
ceiling crashing down on her.
She didn’t hear the third
bang: she was already dead.
She dida’t hear the rattle of
machine puns, or see the
yellow faces at the shattered
windows.

AMBIT banked the

helicopter | 0o w so
tirat, momentarily, he and
Purdey ceuld see the white
faces of the men in the
trucks, British Com-
mandos hurrying to the
SCENE.

. Seconds later they were
devering over the smoking
remains of Mrs. Marlow's
guest house. “There!” ex-
claimed Purdey, pointing to
where a small group of men
were hurrying towards the
gover of wooded ground.

The group was headed by a
Chimese officer, a mortar team
struggling at the rear,
+“How mapy?” snapped
Gambit.

S e

Gambit fired a snap shot,
faw one of the soldiers tall
and grimly corrected: “ Five.”

He steadied the helicopter,
ook aim again, but Purdey
pushed the gun aside. “ We
want them alive, Gambhit.”

He regarded her, then
nodded and lifted the heli-
vopter up and over the wood
alid prepared to pug it down.

The British Commandos
were grim and anery as they
heaved aside rubble and
. pulled out the dead and the

- wounded ’

Their sergeant, the angriest
o them all, turned tu Steed.
M For God's sake—why?”

STARRING THE
NEW AVENGERS

in ouf-of-date uniforms
peaceful Suffelk village

of Wentwick. A young Chinese sniper killed

assistant, has a paybook

which would make him 51 years ofd . ..

Not a chance, Steed. I've examined
‘him thoroughly, and that is the body of a man of about

appeared — a
padding silently through the
wood.
Purdey
on the shoulder, and he spun

Chinese cofficer,

gently tapped him

round, shock draining his
face. Purdey smiled. *“ You
are Ssupposed to be inscru-
table,” she told him, and as
she spoke she kicked the ear-
bine from his hands.

He was good. Very good.
The knife appeared in his
hand in a bilur of movement.
Purdey didn't look at it
“Their eyes,” her instructor
had urged, “always watch
their eyes.” :

She did. They ficked, and
he lunged at her. Purdey was
a split second faster and the
knife struck hard and deep
into the tree. 3

Even as he tugged it ouf,

ROFESSOR CHAMBERS smiled indulgently. ““Fifty-

| HERE’S your chance ta meet The New Avengers
before they come to your TV screens next week.
Steed is played, as always, by Patrick Maénee, |
Purdey by Joonna Lumley and Mike Gambit|
The writer of the TV series |

has produced this adventure exclusively for |

; by Gareth Hunt.
|
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moment later Ganibit thrust
through the shrubbery to re-
gard the scene. Purdey
smiled: “I've found the way
to a man’s stomach. And it
ISN'T his heart!”

HE Commanda Ser-

3 ECE

mandos fell silent, watching
as they let the Chinese officer
slide from their grasp to lie

among the debris, clutching
hiis belly.
“He ragn’ . imtol my s foet

Purdey explained.- “1 doubt
he’ll be able to ride his
bicycle for a while.”

said “ Damn.® 0=

Thirties, and far a m
thought . . .7 |

He returned his gaz
Chinese. “T fhought i
Toy Lai. I knew him v
it can’'t be. If 1e wi
Lai, he'd be dder
am !’

Steed nodddd to |
who grabbed, the
jerked the ID gises £
neck™ and tojsed ° &
Steed. The flat fib
discg clattered|in the
silence. They pee wq
smooth, but fstill p
legibie: * Major Toy |

‘The shock/ of 1eg
gave the Chinese offi
chance, He slamme
sergeant atross the
grabbed the gun fig
hand and bicked away
the room. “{t is the du

prisoner of war o e
he said. { :

Purdey fowned.
way ? 7 | |

the bolt. “Il is also m
to destroy the enemy, a
are cerfainly that!l
finger Eigh\ened

frigger and .\ . G

him. Withou{ seemi
move an inch, hz shi

The Chinfe snapb_éj

with the g deep
pocket.

Major Toy Lai ¢l
the flogr, dead, and




of: places.

Chambers shook his head.

soldier.
‘face—the face of a man in
his fifties !

RS. MARLOW was
proud eof her guest

house.

The- building itself had an
illustrious history, and she
liked to think she respected
ihat.

It _was always spick and
span, and she was most care-
ful about the type of person
she rented rooms to, elderly,
rennteel people. That way she
rved the tranquillity of
place.

/ Marlow hated noise.
When she heard the first
bang her first thought was

the kitchen—a gas explosion.
ASsi she rushed towards it,
the.second bang brought the

ceiling crashing down on her.
She
Bang;

didn’t hear the third
she was already dead.
: didn’t hear the rattle of
machine guns, or see the
vellow faces at the shattered
windows.

AMBIT banked the
helicopter | o w so
that, momentarily, he and
Purdey could see the white

faces of the men in the
trucks, British Com-
mandos hurrying to the
scene. 3
Seconds later they were
hovering over the bmohmg
remains  of \Trs Marlow’s

house.. “There!?” ex-
med Purdey, pointing to
re a4 small group of men
were hurrying towards the

Pl

wwver of wooded ground.

The group was headed by a
Ehinese officer, a mortar team
strugeling at the rear.

o How

many ? 7 snapped

1bn fired a snap shot,
one of the soldiers fall
“ Five.”

Baw
and grimly corrected:
He steadied the helicopter,

took 2im again, but Pmr’mr
ww\hed the gun aside. “ We
want them alive, Gamhit.”
He regarded her, then
nodded and lifted the heli-
vopter up and over the wood
and prepared to put it down,
The British Commandos
were grim and anery as they
heaved aside rubble and
pulled out the dead and the
wounded
Their sergeant, the anariest
of them all, turhed to Stee g
“For God's sake—why ¥
Steed didn’t hear him. He
ina-« studying the blue plague

pride and ]CJV a :}1aque set
I JLﬂ a wall’ and miraculously

d.

read: “ 194046, this
uumc was 0\(up10d h} the
Allied General Staff

PUHI}EY knew the
enemy was near. She
nad seen nothing, heard
mothing, but she knew.

She pressed herself tighter
ngainst  the =

tree, Then he

.md been Mrs, Ma.lew’s -

S R CHAMBFRS smiled mdu]centl\r
one years old # Not a chance, Steed.
lm thorough!y, and that is the body of a man of about

'S‘teed shlvered The morgue was, understandably., not the warmest
“ Anything unusual about him at ail?”
“Perfectly normal—see for yourself.”
He pulled back the sheet, then stared in utter shock at the Chinese
The hair was now grey, deep lme.s etched and eroded the

appeared — a Chinese officer,
padding silently through ihe
wood

Purdey gently tapped him
on the shoulder, and he spun
round, shock draining his
face. Purdey smiled. * You
are Supposed to be inscru-
table.” she told him, and as
she spoke she kicked the car-
bine from his hands.

He was good. Very good.
The knife appeared 1n his
hand in a blur of movement.
Pw dev di dnt look at if.

“ Their eyes,” her instructor
had urged, *“always walch
their eves.”

She did. They HAicked, and
he lunged at her. Purdey was
a split second faster and the
knife struck hard and deep
into the tree.

Even as he tugeed it out,
Purdey rose on point, pirouet-
ting like the ballerina she had
once been. her skirt lifting
high, exposing the top of a
stocking, the white of a thigh,
the suggestion of panties and
a rose pink sushender, and
then the officer felt the power
of her small elegant foot.

Purdey struck
because  they wanted him
aidve. Struck carefully; and
low. Hig eyes crossed as fire
invaded his groin, fire. fol-
lowed by a terrible, pauseous
vain that dumped him at _her
feet. - He vomited hen
became

uncenscious. A

TOMORROW :

"

J ve examined

carefully °

“Fifty-
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moment later Ganibit thrust
through the shrubbery to re-
gard the scene. Purdey
~m11<d ‘I've found the way
to a man’s stomach. And it

ISN’T his heart !~
HE GCommande Ser-
T geant stared at Steed.
“The first attack came at
the village of Wentwick,”
said Steed, " and just down
the road from Wentwick is
an airfield. Oh, it's derelict
now, but once upon a time
it was a very impertant
airfield indeed. Did vyou
know that??”
The sergeant. blinked.
do now, sir,” he said,
Purdey and- Gamhit half-
earried their prisoner into the
area; around fthem the Com-

5

mandos fell silent, watching
as they let the Chinese officer
slide from their grasp to lie
among the debris. clutching
his belly.

“He ran into
Puidey explained.- **
he'll he able fto
bicycle for a while.”

my foot,”
I doubt
ride his

“Who is he 2 " asked Steed.

“Toy Lai! ™

They turned towards the
thin voice and the surviver
the sergeant was supporting.
a frail old man with a mili-
tary moustache. He shuffled
over to " the Chinese officer.
‘Toy Lai?” he repeated, dis-
believingly,

=teed gripped his shoulder.
*“ Da you know this man 2
The old man’s eyes clouded,
then he straightened intg a
semblance of military bear-
ing. “E am Brigadier East,
sir. Long vretired. 1 .was
attached to Peking in ihe

Thirties,
thought
He ret
Chinese.
Toy Lai.
it can‘t
Lai, he!
am!”
Steed
who gv
jerked tl
neck ™ ai
Steed. 1
discs cla
silenre.
smooth,
lezibie:
The &%
gave the
chance,
sergeant
grabbed
hand ani
the room
prisoner
he said.-
Purdey
war 27
The C
the holf.
to destro
are  <cer
finger
frigger a
him. W
move an
with €h
pocket.
Major
the flost
said “ Da

“ Never
Pur dev,
~mm:1 BE

man,
somethim
£ TOS!
was Toy
years [og
gets thes
Targetls |
onee, thir
any Imey
He swu

Steed falls to the assassin’s gun E




's gun |

AL

Thirties, and for a moment I
thought . . . *

He returned his gaze Lo the
Chinese. “ I thought this was
‘Toy Lal. I knew him wel.. But
it can’t be. If e weee Toy
Lai, he'd be ader than I
am!” /

Steed nodded to Gambit,
who grabbed the Chinese,
jerked the ID dises from his
neck and tojsed " them to
Sieed. The fat fbre-hoard
dises clattered in the sudden
gilen~e. They were warmn and
gmooth, but s6ill perfectly
legibie:  Major Toy Lai.”

The shoek of realization
gave the Chinese officer his
enance, He slammed the
sergeant atross the throat,
rabbed il pgun from his
hand and bicked away aecross
the room. “{t is the duty of a
prisoner of war o escape.”
he said.

“ What

Purdey
war 27

The Chinge snapped back
the bolt. “I{ is also my duty
to destroy tle enemy. and yvou
are certaing  that!” Hig
finger  tighgned on  the
trigger and .\, . Gambhit shot
him. Without seemine to
move an incl, hz shot -him
with the gur deep in his
pocket. |

tewned,

Major Toy Lai ciattered to .

the flogr, deaq and Gambit
said “ Damn.”

“Never mind” soathed
Purdey, looking at the
smoking  hole ' Gambit's
jackel pocket, “i\ can be in-
visibly mended.”

*You wanted )\iin alive,
Steed. I'mr Sorry” %

Steeg crouched by the dead
man. “ Perbaps he Yold us
something.” % 0

ng raose ta hig feet. “Hhis
was Toy Eai then he's t;lirﬁy
years toe late—like the tar-
gets they'wve heen altaeling.
Targeis that were imporant
once, thirty vears ago, buthot
any more’" ;

He swung round to thejuld

hri_g:i(“giei'. “Is this Major Toy

Eai?”

The old man
“ My memeory
but it

hesitated,
isn’t what it
was, looks very like
him and .-, . Oh, God! He
stcpped hack in alarn from
the hody of the dead Chinese.
The hair was already white
and, as- they w~aiched. lines
furrowed the brow, the eyes
sank back into the sockefs,
the cheeks caved . inwards.
Within  seeonds. the  hody
became that of a very old
man.

TEED had never seen

Professar Chambers
so agitated. “ Total degen-
eration,” said the profes-
SQF.

““There’s another thing . .."”
Chambers held up an X-ray
piate. “Look at this, surgi-
cally buried ai the hase of
the brain.”

Steed looked at a small
object, a dark shape among
the shadows of the X-ray.
What is it ? " :

Chambers’ eyes had the glint
of a man playing- an ace:
“Some kind eof radio
receiver |

HE Chinese Ambassa-

¢ dor’s  usually deep
ochire face had paled to
light primrese as he
listerted to the Seecurity
Man. “We will have fe
inferm  Steed,” he said.

The Secitrity Man shook his
heud. *To do that wounld be
to 'lose face' No, we must
wait and see what happens.”

Wait and szee what hap-
pens ? The Ambassador knew
what would happen: if he
didn't tell Steed, within a few
hours the werld weuld he

plunged inte World War
Three ! ;

© 1976 Brien Cleinens,




C B1 NESE

- soldiers, ali
haring the secret
f eternal youth,

wave attocked Britain; their main targets,
ormer nerve centres of our Second World

Nar offensive.  British

commandos are

unting the invaders while Steed, Purdey
nd Gambit add their bizarre talents fo

he search. But,

in London, the Chinese

\mbassador foresees the start of Waorld
Mar Three—untess he tells Steegj gl

TEED was
worried. The

2 “Yellow
Peril,” as the

papers had dubbed it,
was over. British Com-
mandos had found

and attacked smail
groups of Chinese
soldiers across the

eountry, and destroyed
them all

The bodies, rapidly
ageing, were now being
counted and gueslions
were being asked. * Some
new form of terrorism?”
The question might
never be answered.

But Steed was still
worried. “ Fuarrows under
the bowler,” Gambit told
Purdey.

“He’s either worried or
very, VERY ill. Do you
know he missed the Test
match at Lord’s? "

There was only one
person more worried
than Steed. The Chinese
Ambassador. He, too,
was haunted by an un-
answered guestion:
Where was Hi Ling?

Captain Hi Ling
yawned. He had slept
well, and now he was
awake and feeling
refreshed. He yawned
again, luxuriously
stretched his arms; and
G]lCO'ﬂDEEl‘ed wood (8133
either side!

For a moment he
panicked, thinking he
was in a ecoffin, buried
alive, but then = he
realised that there was
some light filtering
through a crack in the
grate, and then he
remembered.

Remembered he was a
Commando First= Class,
and that to him had
been entrusted the most
important target of all

He reached up to find
and pull the release
cateh

It was Purdey who
discovered it.

Checking through a
killed Chinese officer's
effects for the tenth

time, she found it con-
eealed in his shoe; a

ticket. From Turner’s
Depository. A claim
ticket for “one crate,”

date-stamped 1946.

- } Ling fastencd
1 the top button

f the Savile Row suit,
ve the howler a tan
d reminded himself

must buy a carna-
didn’'t the

For

armed killer (and had).
DI Rabo o= St

The depository was a
big. dark barn of a build-
ing and she was con-
vinceg that any moment
a rat would scuttle over
her feet. and she would
scream, And why
shouldn't she ? * Affer
all. T AM a° woman.”

“ Amen to that,” Gam-
pit erinned at her
through a gap in the
packing cases piled high
all round.

Purdey lobked at him
archly. =1 was talking
to myself.”

Gambit considered this,
then nodded: “ I suppose
that way you DO meet
a better class of person.
I've found what we were
looking for.”

Purdey serambled
through the gap to look
at the crate that
matched up to the ticket.
“Empty ! * she . swung
her elegant bottom on to
the side of the crate.
AR Ghis wWay . fol aan
emptly box." =

“Not guite empty,”
said Gambit, holding up
a small, brass object.
Purdey took it from him:
“A bullet! But il's no
ordinary bullet.” 5

Gambit nodded. " Long
range charge, explosive
tip.” he looked at her in
dismay. “ An assassin's
bullet.”

Hi Ling sat on top of
the funny red bus, cran-
ing his neck to look up
at Nelson’s Colummn. I
would be a good place to
fly the Chinese flag. If
it was still standing after
the war:

The Chinese Ambassa-
dor knew they would
never understand in
Peking “ A loss of face,”
they would say. and
punishment would
follow.

Nevertheless, he knew
he had to find Steed and
t=1} him the truth The

door whispered shut
behind him = then,
seconds later, was
pusied open again by
the security man.

Instinetively he . patted
the gun holsteed under
his arm, then set off to
follnw the ambassador.
He hadn't wished
Steed the blessing of
many  sons. Hadn't
hoped that Steed’s great-
grandmother
S Taavon

was hanp’y

Drawing:
BOB WILLIAMS

executed, the rest sent ta
labour camps.”

“What satellite? ™
demanded Steed, pouring
a brandy because HE
necaed (e

“Tt was probably one
small transisior,” the
ambassador continued.
“1t tailed, tused, and
triggered off a circuit
that should not have
been triggered. Not yet
anyway. Perhaps never.”

HE security man
rear of Steed’s house

until . he heard the
-sgng intonation

sing

prowled to the-

silence: “Hi Ling is the
bigzest danger. HE is the
man who can plunge our
countries into war.”

“Hij Ling?"

The ambassadeor
nodded frantically. “You
must find him and stop
him! Hi Ling's target is
... The ambassador
eripped his belly and
folded forward, and for

C d L b C s

cavalry helmets with'
him. Gambit stood with
finger poised to ring the
pell when he heard the
clatter,

Purdey was already
sprinting towards the
pack of the house. Gam-
bit plunged after her,
turned the corner, and
stopped  dead. The
security man had his
arm across Purdey’s
throat, pinioning her,
using her as a shield.

it.

“ Stay back,"” he
barked, “or the girl dies.”’
Gambit shook his
head: “You're going to

l1;_1:; gun pointed at Gam- .

HERE'S yc
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Lumley al
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.re‘ h_ sturt of World

4 War Three—unless he tells Steed all . . .

TEED was
worried. The
e Y e bFTrow

Peril,” as the

papers had dubbed it,
was over. British Com-
mandos had found

and attacked smaill
groups of Chinese
soldiers across the

country, and destroyed
them all.

The bodies, rapidly
ageing, were now being
counted and questions
were being asked. ‘' Some
new form of terrorism?
The question might
never be answered.

But Steed was still
worried. “ Furrews under
the bowler,” Gambit told
Purdey.

“ He’s either worried or
very, VERY ill. - Do yeu
know he missed the Test
mateh at Lord’s? »”

There was only one
person  more worried
than Steed. The Chinese
Ambassador. He, too,
was haunted by an un-
answered gquestion:
Where was Hi Ling?

Captain Hi Ling
yawned. He had slept

well, and now he was
awake and feeling
refreshed. He yawned

again, luxuriously
streteched his arms; and

encounfered wood on
either side !

For a moment he
panicked, thinking he
was in a coffin, buried
alive, - but then he
realised that there was
some light filtering
through a crack in the
g¢rate, and then he
remembered.

Remembered he was a
Commando First= Class,
and that to him had
‘Deen entrusted the most
important target of all
He reached up to find

and pull the release
cateh

It was Purdey who
discovered il.

Checking through a
killed Chinese officer’s
effects for the tenth

time, she found it con-
eealed in- his shoe; a
ticket. PFrom Turner’s
Depository. A  claim
ticket for “one crate,”
date-stamped 1946.

} Ling fastened

the top button
of the Savile Row suit,
gave the bowler a tap
and reminded himself
he must buy a carna-
tion. For didn't the
English always wear
carnations ?

He picked up the um-
prella. He was particu-
larly proud of this. It
looked and felt like an
ordinary umbrella. no
hint at all that through
the eentre ran a high
power rifle.

_He swung it Jauntily.
Hz was ready for White-
hall !

Purdev hated rats. She
could stand up to an

armed killer (and had),
— but rats . . . !

The depository was a
biz, dark barn of a build-
ing and she was con-
vineeq thal any moment
a rat would scuttle over
her feet. and she would
seream.- And why
shouldn't she ? * After
all. I AM a- woman.,”

“ Amen to that,” Gam-
bit grinned at her
through a gap in the
packing cases piled high
all round.

Purdey looked at him
archly. "I was talking
to myself.”

Gambit considered this,
then nodded: “ I suppose
that way vou DO meet
a better class of person.
I['ve found what we were
looking for.”

Purdey scrambled
through the gap te look
at the crate that
matched up to the ticket.
“Empty ! * she swung
her elegant bottom on to
the side of the erate,

“All this way for .an
empty box.™ E
“Not quite empty,”

said Gambit. holding up
a _small, brass object.
Purdey took it from him:
*“A bullet! But it’s no
ordinary bullet.” .

Gambit nodded. “ Long
range charge, explosive
tip.” he locked at her in
dismay. “ An assassin’s
bullet.”

Hi Ling sat on top of
the funny red bus, eran-
ing his neck to look up
at Nelson's Column. It
wounld be a good place to
fly the Chinese flag. It
it was still standing after
the war.

The Chinese Ambassa-
dor knew they would
never understand in
Peking * A loss of face,”
they would say, and
punishment would
follow.

Nevertheless, he knew
?." had to-find Steed and

2l him the truth The
door whispered shut
behind him, then,
seconds later, was
pushed open again by
the - security man
Instinctively he . patted

the gun holstered under
his arm, then set off {o
fo'lnw the ambassador,

He hadn’t wished
Steed the Dblessing ot
many 50NS8, Hadn't

hoped that Steed’s great-
grandmother was happy
in Heaven., He hadn't
even  howed! For a
moment Steed thought
the ambassador must be
oft his turnip!

But the sweat couldn’'t
be faked, nor the desper-
ation in features trained
to remaln unreadable.

“The odds were a
billion to one.” Steed
could not make sense of
it right away. “The
makers of the satellite
guaranteed it. Twelve
of -them have Dbeen
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executed, the rest sent to
labour camps.”

“What satellite?
demanded Steed, pouring
a brandy because HE
necued one

“ It was probably one
small transistor,” the
ambassador continued.
“ It tatled, fused, and
triggered - off a cireuit
that should not  have
been triggered. Not yet
anyway. Perhaps never.”

HE security man

prowled to the-

rear of Steed’s heouse
until. he heard the
sing-song intonation
of his ambassador’s
veice. He drew his
gun, and screwed the
silenger into place.

He was one of the old
school; never draw a gun
}Enle-ss you intend to use
it. :

Steed stared at the
ambassador, stunned for
a moment by what he
had been told. The am-
bassador broke the small

silence: “Hi Ling is the
bigzest danger. HE is the
man who can plunge our
countries into war.”

“Hi Ling?”

The ambassader
nodded {rantically. “You
must find him and stop
him! Hi Ling’s target is
... The ambassador
gripped his belly and
folded forward, and for
one mad moment Steed
thought; “ He's howing
at last.”

Then he saw the blood
and turned to where the
security man stood at
the open window. Their
eves met briefly and then
the gun kicked a second
time, spitting fAame, but
making no noise as the
security man shot Steed
through the heart!

Steed fell heavily,
taking his collection of

cavalry  helmets
him. Gambit stoed with
finger poised to ring the

bell when he heard the -

clatter.
Purdey was already
sprinting towards the

pack of the house. Gam-
bit plunged after her,
turned the eorner, and
stopped  dead. The
security man had his
arm across Purdey’s
throat, pinioning her,
using her as a shield.

his gun pointed at Gam- .

hit.

* Stay back,™ he
barked, “or the giri dies.”

Gambit shook his
head: * Youre going to
have to kill us both any-
way.” ‘The security man
grinned: “ That's right.”

It was crazy. A bullet

travels upwards of a
thousand miles per hour,
straight and true. Never-
theless a bullet could be
deflected, or could it?

A FPRACTION before he

saw . the gun muszzle
flash, Gambit - brought
the palm of his hand

sharply across his body,
he felt a numbing shock,

with®
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g her,
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heard _the bones of his
hand splinter, and the
whistle of the bullett as
it ricocheted past!

The security man's
jaw dropped, momentar-
ily his grip relaxed and
Purdey back-heeled him.
Beaadseeg ]

Hees grunted, she
twisted, chopped the gun
from ‘his hand and then
prought over a right
erosé that knocked him
cold.

he ran to where

Gambit stood
clutching his broken
hand, “ Gambif, that
was the stupidest,
maost ridiculous, most
heautiful thing I ever
gaw ! She lifted the
hand: “Are you ali
right 77

« Just.” he repled
wryly, “but my days of
violin playing are over.”
«Thank goodness for

at the securliy
the  silenced guil,
“Steed !

d

man,
and :

Purdey was the first
into the room, to step
past the huddled figure

of the ambassador and
run to where Steed ey

She turned him over. g

to stare in horror at the
neat bullet hole in his
immaculate jacket,
“gtraight through the
heart.. Oh, Gambit!”
They gazed down %n
theé man they had lov d
and respected. He
taught us everything we
know,” said Gambit.
Purdey nodded, fight-
ing her tears; He was
good and honest and
true and . . ;
1+ he's still alivel™”
“He can't bhe”
Purdey. ° HOW CAN he
be. “Why 25
‘ Because I'm a gentle-
man,” Steed bl

HERE’S your chance to meet The New
Avengers before they come to your
TV screens next week. Steed is played
by Patrick Macnee, Purdey by Joanna
Lumley and Mike Gambit by Gareth
Hunt. The writer of the T V series has
produced this adventure exclusively
for Mirror readers. :

» Then, as one, they W

saig |

friends who fi

He held @
egigarette ecase,
and huckled where the
bu%leg hadﬂhit i% ;3 x

urdsy, flung hertarms
a;-oun%n. and ed
him close, ¢
hér head.

a” 4
ambassador. ‘ Wezhave
get our prierities

to
right, and, much as .
enjoy . being in yout
‘arms, Purdey, I think
stopping World War
Three should come first,
don’t you?” e
. He stripped off his
jacket-and covered ‘the
‘ambassador.

'\ “He was a good man,
‘he eame fto warn ‘e,
and it cost him his life.”
L “ Warn you of what 2
asked Gambit.

Sieed sadly shogk his
head. ‘‘He never quite
fold me, He mentioned a
name, Hi Ling, and an
Jmportant target.”

. “That’s all right then.”
C‘[’hey looked at Purdey.
# Well, all the taArgets so
have been thirty
Lyears out of date, haven't
“they ? So, .nething fo
worry about.”

. Gambit felt the hairs
‘rise on the back of his
neck. A

e

. " Steed, we I&und an
‘assassin's bullet.” Steed
Afrowned: “So?”
- “ An assassin’s bullet,
nd there is ONE targel
‘thal never changes. One
“’;&?“ whg’s,rbecrg.h in the
80 spot for e lust
entury !" i

‘ Hi Ling was having a
: snes;l gay.t I{Ie dhad
0 stroll down
Vhitehall, spent an in-
ormative hour in the
ar Museum, lookeq at
Cenotﬂ.. and now
mﬂﬂ bl g the other
i v his
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heard the bones of his
han linter, and the
whi of the hullett as
it ricocheted past!?

The security man’s
aw dropped, momentar-
ily his grip relaxed and
Purdey Aback~hee]ed him,
Hegdr~-+_3

Hees grunted, she
twisted, chopped the gun
from ‘his hand and then
brogght over a right
ergss th at knocked him
cold. &

he ran to where

Gambit stood
ciutching his hroken
hand, “ Gambit, that
was the stupidest,
maost ridiculous, most
meautiful thing b ever
saw ! She lifted the

hand: “Are you ail
right 7”
# TSt e replied

wryly, “but my days of
violin playing are over.”
“Thank goodness for

that.” Then, as one, they

looked at the security
man, the silenced gun,
and * Steed ! ”

Purdey was the f%rsz-

into the room, to step
past the huddled figure
of the ambassador and
run to where Steed lay.
She turned him over,
to stare in horror at the
neat bullet hole in his
immaculate jacket,
“Straight through the
heart. Oh, Gambit ! ”
They gazed down on
the man they had leved
and respected. “He
taught us everything we
know,” said Gambit,
Purdey nodded. fight.

© ing her tears; “He was

good and honest and
true and -, .
. ! he's still alive!” -
“He can't be”, saig

Purdey. * How CAN hz
be. Why ?”

“ Because I'mr-a gentle-
man,” Steed blinked and
as they stood by, amazed
and overjoved, he sat
up, rubbing his chest,
and wagging a finged at
Gambit,

“*1 told vou a proper
upbringing had S Vi
tues.” He reacked into
his jacket, 7 -don’t
smoke cigaretfer myself,
but, being a gditleman,
I ecarry some for my.

HERE’S your chance to meet The New
Avengers before they come to your
TV screens next week. St
by Patrick Macnee, Purdey by Joanna
Lumley and Mike Gembit by Gareth
Hunt. The writer ofthe TV series has
produced this adventure exclusively
for Mirror readers.

eed is played

B

aﬁ’ends who  fi
0. ;

He held up
cigarette case, 4
and huckled wh:a:i

bu;];le't’ hadﬂhi!; itl"'l =y
Pu v flung arms
around and hugged
himi close, 3 I
her head.

some other time’
climbed - toshis
looked -abi the “gh
ambassador. ‘. Wes -
to get our prierities
right, and, much as I
¢énjoy .being in your
arms, Purdey, I think
stopping World War
Three should come first,
don’t you?” e

. He stripped off his
jacket--andg covered 'the
ambassador,

“He was a good man,
he eame fto, warn ‘me,
and it cost him his life.”
. “Warn you of what 2~
asked Gambit.

Sleed sadly shoek his
head. ‘ He never gquite
told me, He mentioned a
name, Hi Ling, and an
important target.”

“ That's all right then.”
They  looked at Purdey.
* Well, all the thrgets so
far have been thirty
years out of date, haven't
they ?  So, nothing fo
worry about.”

_Gambit felt the hairs
rise on. the back of his

(neek; :

“ Steed, we found  an
assassin'sg bullet.” Steed
frowned: “So?”

*“ An  assassin’s bullet,
end there is ONE target
that never ¢hanges. One
target who's been in the
same spot for the last
century 17 :

Hi Ling was having a

happy day. He had
chosen to strol] down
Whitehall, spent an in-

formative hour in the
War Museum, looked at
the Cenotaph, and now
he stood among the other
tourists, clutzhing his
lethal ambrella. ;
He was slightlyl dis-

»was clear
BDowning
d that “was

, 1976



secret of eternal youth, has

Frime Minister. . . .

TEED knew they didn’t believe him. In
fact, as he spoke, he hardly believed it
himself! *“ Agents planted here thirty
years ago; guerilla fighters to be acti-
vated a few hours hefore open conflict began
" and strike at important ‘targets hehind our
lines. Awakened from a scientifically induced

sleep, by a radio sig-
nal from a satellite to
? transmitter buried

in the brain. :
" He could feel their

doubt now. “Something

~went wrong withh that

isatellite and now, gentle-

fimen, we are fighting an

‘accident !

The Defence Minister
leared his throat, “Their
gmbassador told you this?”
| Steed nodded. :
i “But their ambassador is
gead”. The Minister smiled ab
his colleagues. "I see 10 Sense
in alarming the PM over ah
UNconfirmed report. ~We'll
<end a memo to Security, of
cem‘se,”tell them to tighten

HD \
“Steed. clattered down the

sMinistry steps three at -a
time; Purdey, then Gambit,

i broken hand swathed in
gandages, fell into step beside
Bim: “What happened Y
I gteed sighed, “Bureaucracy !
We'te on our own Now 12
{ Hi Ling smiled at the
policeman. “Will the illustrious
sman be making an appearance

ioday ¥

Plain
‘ upe bloody well better
fiad ¥’ The hbig man who

chouldered past Hi Ling was
{he Home Secréfary, a mall
noted for his plain speaking.
As the door of Number Ten
glosed on him, the policeman
explained to Hi Ling: “Pm-~
fiortam; debate in the House
-;,ﬁmght' The PM has to be

ere.’ S
. Steed pulled into_the kerb,

and they studied Downing
Street.
“I's liké looking for a

ageedle in a hay-stack”, Pur-
dey protested.

“Not quite”, replied Steed.
“Don’t forget the eye of THIS
needle will be slanted”. He
gestured at the tourists mil-
ling around the famous street;
the Americans with their
eameras, the tall, bowler-hat-
ted man striding away as
though -he had a frain Lo
cateh. “Not a Chinaman in
sight”,

Wi Ling twirled his um-
prella as he walked past
Steed’s car. Now all he had to
dn was buy a few magazines
and find the face of the man
he had to kill.

6}5}1 invosion of Brifain by Chingse
" caldiers, all apparently shating the
: been -
crushed. But one invader has escaped.
Cepk. Hi Ling is loose in London, dis-
guistied as a City gent, Steed, Purdey
and Gambit believe his torget is the

| by Joanna Lum
| The writer of the T

HERE'S your chance tc meef The MNew Avengers |
r TV screens next week.
by Patrick Macnee, Purdey
ley and Mike Gambit by
V series has produced this |

before they come fo you

Steed is played, as always,

Gareth Hunt. |

' adventure exclusively for Mirror readers. 5

Jook like ? 7 demanded Gam-
bit. = :
“ Dressed like a gentleman,
bowler, umbrella, but © his
clothes did seem & bit old-
fashioned.”
Steed turned
lessly at Whitehall,
now with rush-hour

to stare hope-
crowded
traffic

- and people hurrying hoie.

I LING lowered him-
H self into the Thames;
stripped to his shorts, the
water struck cold. It was
almost dark now, mehind
him the lights of the Em-
pankment were snapping-
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Ahead of him was the dark
bulk of the House of Com-
mons. He struck oub towards
it, ecarrying the precious
umbrella in his teeth,

Steed hurried back ta
where Purdey and Gambit
stood. They shook their heads,
they had seen nothing.

“Right”, said Steed, “he’ll
pe leaving for the House soon,
we'll be spreading ourselves
thin, but we’ll have to cover
the route between us. Gambit,
you
the Square.” He turned and
stared off grimly: ‘Tl take
the House of Commons”.

Easy

The security of the peri-
meter . had been easy. They
relied too heavily on dogs. Hi
Ling had killed the first
alsatian with a single blow;
the second had drawn blood,
put he had broken its back
and tossed it into the river.

Now, panting heavily, he
took stock. He might only
have the chance of one shot,
so he had to have a clear view.
From somewhere high. He

looked up. And up. And then

stay here. Purdey, take -

the entrance of the House
was perfect.

He could not possibly miss.
He stripped the outer cover-
ing of the wmbrella away o
reveal the lightweight, high-
powered rifie. He loaded it,
set the sights, and then re-
laxed. :

It WAS relaxing up-here,
nothing save a large, vet
gentle, ticking. !

Gambit looked at his
watch, then stepped aside as
the limousine glided past, so
slowly that he could clearly
see the Prime Minister in the
rear seat.

' Hit
Pee———

Gambit looked af his watch
again; it showed &.10. Nobhing
wrong with that, it was the
correct time, and yel some-
thing nagged at his mind.

And then it hit him! Rui-
ning now, he pulled cut his
radic and shouted mta it :
“Steed ! ”

. standing in the
shadow of the Houség
answered immediateiy: “Come
in, Gambit.”

Gambit's voice hounced a8
he sprinted along:: “The ciock,
Steed, the clock.”

«What clock ? 7

Cars praked and skidded
and horns hooted as Gambib
weaved through the  traffic.
“Rig Ben! It's past eight,
and it didn't chime ! 1¢
STEED spun round
tg stare up ab

- the illuminated face
of the famous -clogk
high above him. So | ' .%
high that it com-- N
manded THE perfect '
view of the Square
below !

Hi Ling saw. the .
official” ear-. as - it °
turned in - from
Whitehall; he 1S

already cro

behind his telescopic
sight, and then the
ar - was hbeld up by

didn't care, because his foot=-

steps continued ~ relentlessly
receding upwards.
Steed stood, his chest

heaving as he looked up ab
that last ladder, and the open
mouth of the trapdoor. Then,
bracing himself, he staried
up again. -

The car had finally drawn
up, and as a uniformed mail
moved to open the deor. Hi
Ting pulled. the rifle c¢lose to
his cheek, his finger curling
tightly around the trigger.

He neard the sound hehind
him, turned, saw the bowler
hat lifting higher through the
grap door, and fired. Steed
{ell back out of sight, and Hi
Ling swung back on target
again.

HE jolt torg every
Tmuss!e in Steed’s arm,
put he held on, clinging to
the rung of the ladder,
pieeding from 2 neck

wound and desperately
putting his finger to his
fips.

Purdey froze, staring up at
Sieed hanging precariously
above her, watching as he
painfully pulled himself up
again, and then took off his
Bowler hat.

Clear

The Prime Minister was
clear in Hi Ling's sights, nod-
ding and smiling as he moved
to entey the House of Com-
mons . - -

Steed flicked the powler, as
a ehild/ficks a cigaretie card;
but no child could have suln-

moned such
such determin

The hat s
the air spinn
edge struck |
base pf the sk
-mpedded inl

Hi Ling wi
as-he fell b
trigeer: the
into the huge

Gl

S
The Prime
and looked |
struck_one -
stond- at 8.15.
He turned
nudged the N
in the ribs: ©
to "YOUR B
turning to en
Purdey lay
the floor of
surrounded
she proppe
and regari
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& TEED knew they didn’t believe him. In

: fact, as he spoke, he hardly helieved it
hlm»seh" ““ Agents planted here thirty
years ago; guerilla fighters to he acti-
vated a few hours before open conflict began

" and strike at important targets behind our
\lines. Awakened from a scientificaily induced

sleep, by a radio sig-
nal from a satellite to
a transmitter buried
rn the brain.

He. - could feel their
doubt now. “Something
went wrong with that

jsatellite and now, gentle-
imen, we are fighting an
accident ! ”

The Defence Minister
gleared his throat, 'Lh{‘n
ambassador told you this?

i Steed nodded.

ut their ambassador is
1d”. The Minister smiled at
olleagues. “I see no sense
alarming the PM over an
Li\lcmif;im(‘d 's'ep(n'l'. We'll
i a memo to Securily, of
tell them fo tighten

jus]

in

35 . \
*—1v(d lattered down the
Ty ﬁ()ps three at a
) ; Purdey, then Gambit,
his broken hand swathed in
jages, fell into step beside
n “What happened?”’
' Steed sighed, “Bureaucracy !
We're on our own now !”

| Hi. Ling smiled at "the
goliceman. “Will the illustrious
man be making an appearance

foday ?” g
Plain

“He bloody well better
had ' The big- man who
yuldered past Hi Ling was
the Home Secretary, a man
noted for his plain speaking.
As the doer of Number Ten
closed on him, the p{mccman
explained to Hi Ling: “Im-
portant debate in the House
tonight. The PM has to be
}’.he-rrc."

Steed pulled into_the kerb,
and they studied Downing
Sireet.

“Ti's likeé looking for a
needle in a hay-stack”, Pur-
dey protested.

“Naot, quite”, replied Steed.
“Don’t forget the eye of THIS
needle will be slanted”. . He
gestured at the tourists mil-
ling around the famous street;
the Americans with their
gameras, the tall, bowler-hat-
ted man striding away as
though -he had a frain to
cateh. “Not a Chinaman in
sight”.

Hi 4ing twirled his .um-
brella as he walked past
Steed’s car. Now all he had to
do was buy :1 few 111-51g;1:z1!1r’a
and find the face of the man
he had to kill

Odd

The thought str mh all three

at once.
“Steed ! 7 hegan Gambil.
“'lhev wouldn’t EJC‘ 50
stupid,” Purdey contired, " to

send an obvious Chinaman in
to do the job ! ”

Steed snapped, already
opening the door and hurry-
ing dewn fo the policeman
who stood outside Number
Ten, “Seen anything un-
usual ? 7

The policeman
** No, sir. ‘Except.

SL( ed grabbed his shoulder:
“ Except what 2”7

“There was a ehap a few
moments ago, referred to ihe
PM as the 11111,5{11(3113 man,'
that struck me as odd.”

“This man, what did he

frowned:

HERE'S your chunce to meet The New A\rengersi
before they come to your TV screens next week. |
Steed.is played, as always, by Patrick Macnee, Purdey |
| by Joanna Lumley and Mike Gambit by Gareth Hunt. |
| The writer of the TV series has produced this |
| adventure exclusively for Mirror readers. !

look like ? ¥ demanded Gam-
bit. : :

* Dressed like a gentleman,
bowler. umbrella, but = his
clothes did seem & bit old-
fashioned.”

Steed turned to stare hope-
lessly at Whitehall, crowded
now with rush-hour traffic

- and people hurrying home.

I LING lowered him-
H seif into the Thames;
stripped to his shorts, the
water struck cold. It was
almest dark now, hehind
him the lights of the Em-

bankment were snapping-
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Ahead of him was the dark
bulk of the House of Com-
mons. He struck out towards
it, carrying = the precious
umbrella in his teeth.

Steed hurried back to
where Purdey and Gambit
stood. They shook their heads,
they had seen nothing.

“Right”, said Steed, “he’ll
be leaving for the House 50011,
we'll be spreading ourselves
thin, but we’ll have fto cover
the route hetween us. Gambit,

you stay here. Purdey, take -

the Square.” He turned and
stared off grimly: “I'll take
the House of Commons”,

Easy

The security of the peri-
meter . had been easy. They
relied too heavily on dogs. Hi
Ling had killed the first
alsatian with a single blow;
the second had drawn blood,
but he had broken 1its back
and tossed it into the river.

Now, panting heavily, he
took stock. He might only
have the chance of one shot,
so'he had to have a clear view.
From somewhere high. He
looked up. And up. And then
his mouth, the mouth plastic
surgeons had worked so hard
to make European, split into
a toothy grin that was pure
Chinese.

The Security men were
laughing at Steed. He ecould
feel it as he Aurned his back
on them and paced lwice
around the House of Comi-
mons. And jJound nothing.

He looked across the
prightly-lit square to where
Purdev stood, frantically look-
ing at every face that passed.
and finally shaking her head
at Steed.

Hi Ling settled into  his
perch; thé™ view acraoss
London was magnificent.

Better still, the view down to

the entrahce of the House
was perfect.

He could not possibly miss,
He stripped the outer cover
ing of the umbrella. away i«
reveal the lightweight, high-
powered rifle. He loaded it,
set the sights, and then re-
laxed.

It WAS relaxing up - here,
nothing save a. large, vet
gentle, ticking.

Gambit looked at his
watch, then Hie‘upcd e as
the limousine glided S0
slowly that he could arly
see the Prime Minister in L;w

rear seat.
Hit

——
Gambit looked at his watch
again; it showed 8.10. Nothing
wrong with that, it was the
correct time, and vet some-
thing nagged at his mind.

And then it hit him! Run-
ning now, he pulled out his
radio and shouted inta it:
SiSteed I

Steed,
shadow of the
answered immediately:
in, Gambit.”

Gambit's voice b~ meed
he sprinted alon;., The eic
Steed, the clock.”

“ What clock ?”

Cars braked and skidfed
and horns hooted as Gambit
weaved through the fraffic,
“Big Ben'! it’s past eight,
and it didn’'t chime!”

STEED spun round
to stare up  ab
the illuminated face
of the famous -clock
high above him. So
high that it com-.
manded THE perfect
view of the Square
below !

Hi Ling saw. the
official — eBr " @s it
turned - int - from
Whitehall; he was
already crouching
behind his telesconic
sight, and fthen the
car - was held up by
paring traffic. and
he sat back again
and waited.

It was- very ginet
now, and he was
glad that Qe had
jammed the b?l]
mechanism of -the clock.
vibrations as it struck mni
easily have.spoiled his aim;
and he had the
mportant target of all

Purdey had seen Steed turn
and ruyn into the building,
and followed him. Now =zhe
found herself toiling up end-
less stairs.

Twice she stopped and
called out to Steed, but
either he didn’t hear, or h

standing in  the
House,
“Coms

a3

anost

didn’t care, because 1
steps continued rel
receding upwards.

Steed stood, his
heaving as he looked
that last ladder, and t
mouth of the tr.‘.pdom
bracing himself, he
up again.

The car had finalls
up, and as'a u.mmm
moved t0 open
Ling pulled the rifié
his cheek, his ﬁnget
tightly around the tri

He heard the sound
him, turned, saw the
hat lifting higher thre
trap door, and firec
fell back out of sight,
Ling swung back or
again.

THE jelt tere
muscle in Steec
put he held on, clir
the rung eof the
plieeding from

waund and des
putting his finger
fips.

Purdey froze, stariy
Steed hanging = pred
above her, watching
painfully pilled shim

again, and then took
bowler hat.

Clear

The Prime Minist
clear in Hi Ling's sig]
ding and smiling as he
to enter the House (
mons .. .

Steed flicked the b
a ehild fiicks a cigarel
but ne child could Nas
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moned such utter strength,
such delermination.
hat scythed through

spinning as its steel
k Hi Ling at the
g:i{ the skull. Struck, and

dead
the

S back, pulling
trigeer; th bullet slamming
o the huge, famous bell.

Glum
nister stapped

up as _Bizg Ben
_Yet the hands

playiully
er of Works
one down
he chidod;
the House.

the floor of Sleed’'s studiy.
surrounded by newspapers;
she propped.gp on one elboiw
and regarde@®the glum feces

full length on "N

of Steed and Guambit. “I've
bren through the Honours
List twice, and not @ single

Lnighthood for  eilher of
you!”
“Not even the teeniest

OBE ?” asked Gambit.
“hat settles it ! Steed
said Armly: “I am definitely
not voting for HIM again!”
Purdey’s laugh was like
giver bells: “ Steed, you old
fraud, you know you didn't

for him in the first
place ! " 1
. Steed “grinped; ‘I was
thinking - of it,” The sad.

= Come on, the champagne's
on ice and a magnum should
be just enough for three” -

THE END - - 2%
‘© Brian Clemens, October,
" 1976. 3
-l. - ¢ - - :
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