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Chapter One

Gambit brought his car to a halt
in front of a small apartment block.
He smiled as be stepped from the car
and shut the door. He walked briskly
down the basement stairs, stoping at
the first door he came to. He smiled
again and rang the doorbell.

"Good morning, Purdey," he said
as she opened the door.

"Ga—Ganbit! Is that you," she

asked questioningly, looking at the

beard he had grown while on holiday.
“Can I come in," he asked.

"Yes, sorry,”  ahe

replied,
ushering hin in 2

Doyou like it," he asked as he
| Ean his hand over the beard,

Bag.= 5+ 190, You don't look half

"Thanks a lot," he laughed,
h“:ht in the world made you
_‘hp;lvgrwnheu:d" she asked
1 ing two cups of coffee.

“Thank you," be said, accepting
the cup from her. "Steed did,
actually. Got a call fram bim while
I wes on holiday, Told me that a
matter had come up requiring our
attention, He wouldn't go into any
details over the phone but asked me
to grow a beard,"

"Well, he hasn't mentioned
anything to me either, so we're both
in the dark."

"Ah! wish we were in the
dark," sald(;anh)! wickedly,

“very funny, Gambit. Give me a
few minutes to change and then
can drive us to headquarters," Purdey
said as she stepped inside her
bedroom..

Chapter Two

"Well, senor, your fate has been
decided. A few days from now, Friday
to be exact, you'll bu executed
before a firing squad. That gives
you four days to live, so enjoy the
short time you have left.”

"But I didn't do anything wrong,
dam you," said the man as he grasped
the iron bars of his cell.

what do o, consider
l:illSl\g a man—a good deed

"He was trying to kill me. He's
been following me for days now. If
you kill me, you are going to have to
answer some questions."

“You are no longer in England,
Senor Samuels. You are on foreign
s0il and are therefore subject to our
laws. We will not discuss the matter
any further," said the man as
walked away.

The man inside the cell sat back
down on the cot and let his shoulders
fall. Only one man knew where he was
and he knew he could help,

"God, let him get here before
Friday," the man said to himself.

Chapter Three
"Good morning, Steed," Mike and
Purdey said in unison as they s
inside his office.
*Morning, have a seat. How was
the holiday," asked Steed as
through the me
cabinet.

"It was fine. Do I pass your
inspection,” asked Gambit as be
stood.
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tion," asked Steed as he
plled o file from the drawer.

“Tha beard,  Remember the call
you made to me?"

"I'm sorry,” said Steed as he
averted his attention fram the papers
n his hand. "Yes, looks fine.
FEhould do very well. I'm afraid that
we don't have much time, 50 we'll
| have to start immediately."

“hat is all the secrecy about
| Steed,” asked Purdey.

| "Ciris Samels,” replied Steed,
handing each of thm a photo,

| "Mcver beard of him. Who is
he," asked Gambit, looking at the
| photo.

"He's ooe of us. A double
r in Germany
His identity
scmehow and  he
his life.

s to

now, he's been traveling, tryin to
lose his pursuers. FPresently, he's
InB1 Satvador in o priscn which s &
| modern day Devil's Island.
| Eeport that he killed one R
| PuCsuers there and was arrested on a
mm-: charge. He's to be executed
sccording to the  latest

“And
b S Weze aipposed o sescue
ks "Exactly, hat's where you
Finy ke, aun soi inside the
il Youtxe goim

R

“That's where you
in, Purdey. But I'lltell ymal:nnt

that later. Con packed
20 back here in an hour?"
"Sure,” sald Gmbit as he

crossed o the doorway.

"Fipe, I'11 meet you two cut
front in one hour.”

Chapter Four

"So Samels doesn't know me,”
said Gambit as the ministry private
jet left the rumway.

"Right, Once you are inside the
prison, you'll contact him and let
him knoa that you are thera to help
him."

do you and Purdey fit in,
smad  Gambit asked susplciomsty.

"o need to worry. 1 guirantee
you that execution won't take ploce.
Have 1 ever let you down?"

"0,
this place is a modern Devil's
1sland; does a savage commandant go
along with it?*

"you wouldn't went him as your
best friend.”

“sorry I asked," replied Gasbit
a5 he loocked cut the window.

'sl.aed. I've been meaning to ask
does Gambit
gman biaffis place?"

“1'm sure that you two will be
able to create a  moticeable
aisturbance,” said mettling
back 4n his seat.

Gambit and Purdey exchanged
momentary glances and settled back to

glad to be off the plane.

“he prison which you saw from
the air is to our left, The village
isn't very far fram here. We'll ride
in together, check in at the local
police department--that's where our
informer is. After that...we all
know what we have to do,"™

"Sort of like Daniel walking
into the lion's den, eh,” laughed
Gambit.

"Garbit, 1 do wish you wouldn't
make jokes like that," said Purdey,
her voice holding a worried tone.

“Sorry,” he said as Steed
started the jeep.
Chapter Five

"Steed, come in, Have a seat,*
said the officer as they stepped
inside the small building.

toreg, goad to ses you sgain.
Any further pews

"No, none at all.”

™ike Gambit. Purdey.” Steed
made the introductions short. "Mike
will be going in. Purdey will stay
here with us,”

“Everyone at one time of the
other his tried to escape once, The
commandan is very militarily
disciplined; don't get on his

side. He can enploy oy = mathods of
Ponishment. Do be carefo
m  ooe said ﬂ:il

ell,
assi wos o be fun. Cone

Mn-w- 4ot & bk of trousle
op."

.

minat'1l it be, gent,” asked the



.nactl}f

"Exactly how do they escape,

Steed?"

#ay that,”
pleased.

mementary glances
enjoy the flight.

Hours later, the three British
agents were at their destination, all

PURDEY

JORWNA LUMLEY

-

"what'll it be, gent," asked the
bartender,

“Two beers," said Gambit as he
laid money on the counter.

"You know, HMike, Steed didn't
give very mich detail. Suppose
do get Samiels out. Then what?"

"From the way everyone talks,
that's not the easiest task in
world, But don't you worry, I'1l be
careful.”

"Hey, you at the bar," said a
rough, harsh voice.

"Me," asked Garbit as he and
Purdey turned.

"Thought I wouldn't find you,
eh? 1 don't take a liking to people
who cheat at cards.”

"fou mast have the wrong man,"
saild Gambit, turning away from the
man.

"oh mpo, 1 remember very
well," said the stranger putting his
hmds on Gambit's shoulder.

"1 think you better remove your
hands, sir. Now!" Gambit's voice was
tense.

"hy don't you make me?"
Ganbit stood and the man removed
his
"I'm mot the guy you're looking
for."
y you are,” the man said,

bakmg a mtng at Gambit,
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Gambit ducked and reacted with a
blow to the man's right Jjaw. It
didn't seem to phase him as his next
blow sent Gambit stumbling backwards,
crashing over tables. ¢

"Mike, please stop! Just give
the money he says you owe him," cried
purdey.

"No way. He started it and I'm
going to finish it."

Gambit 1lunged at the man once
more and knocked him to the floor.
He then put his hands around
man's neck and began to squeeze.

"Alright, break it up, break it
up,” shouted the police as they
entered the bar and pulled Gambit off
the man,

"What's going on here," asked on
of the officers.

nrried to kill me, he did," said
the man as he rubbed his neck.

"That's true. I saw the whole
thing," confirmed the bartender.

"rhey're lying," said Purdey.
YHe started it," she pointed to the
man on the floor.

"Yyou 'two better come along with
us," said the officer.

Mike knew it was useless to
Yesist. He took Purdey's hand and
they were escorted from the bar.

Chapter Six
(Tuesday morning)

"prison! I didn't kill the
man," shouted Gambit.

o "You attempted to kill him and
that's our law," said the officer as
Gambit was taken outside to a
waiting jeep.

"Don't worry, honey. Call John.
He'll be able to straighten this mess
out," he said and kissed her,



e
nLet's go," called the officer
to the driver.

1 guess all we do now is wait,"
Purdey asked Steed as he came ©p
behind her.

. ™Wewalt. Greg, the officer ve
met last night, will keep a close
watch cn Gambit for us."

wihat have you brought us today,
captain,” asked the prison commendant
as be looked at Gambit.

miike Gambit. Nearly killed a
man last night. Put him in the
hospital even."

" gee. That will be all

captain.”

wyes, sir," said the officer as
he left Gambit to his task.

mys long as you obey the rules,
senor, you will have no trouble. Do
you undexstand?

nyesh, 1 think I do.”

»you'll answer 'yes sir' or 'no
sir,' said the comandant as be
looked menacingly at Gambit.

wygah, right. 1'11 try and
remenber that."

*yEs SIR or NO SIR," zepeated

the guard as he slammad the stick he
held against Garbit's ribs.

myes sir," said Gambit, holding
his side.

mput him dn cell thirty-three
for a while. When lunch is served,
let him out with the others.”

"¥es, conmandant.

"Senor, remamber what you have
been told," said the commandant.

wyes, gir," replied Gambit as he
was taken fram the swall building.

Gambit  looked among  the
prisoners as he was escorted to his
cell. He thought he saw Samels or
at leost it looked like him. Perhaps

f£ind out when lunch vas
served.

np don't guess it would do any

say I'm innocent,” said

Gambit as the guard shoved him inside
the cell.

"gnce you are in here, it is too
late, sencr,” replied the guard as he
walked away.

Ganbit sighed and moved mwEy
from the bars, He rubbed his aching
ribs and laid back on the cot,
thinking of his plan to get Samuels
out of the prison.

wsell, he's in there nos, Steed.
All we can do is wait. Wny don't you
get a few his things—razor,
cigarettes if he swokes, things like
that. I can take them oot to
him tomorrow. Also give me a chance
to see how he's doing."

®pine. I'l1 have the things for
you shortly," said Steed as he
stepped cutside.
Chapter Seven

Gambit 1looked around cautiously
as be walked towards the man he sov
earlier who he thought to be Sxmels.

mchris Samels,” asked Gasbit
just above a whisper.

myeah," the man replied.
_"5[6?3 got your message. Mike
n understand, Thanks."

Gambit nodded and walked away,
#1'11 have to give it a try tonight,
he thought as he looked at the ston
wolls, He hod remenbered seeing som
zope outside the camandant's offic
esrlier. Yes, hewould definitel
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have to try tonight.

o

"Steed, exactly how do we help
Gambit," asked Purdey as she gathered
a few things for him.

"Tonight he'll make an escape
attempt which won't succeed.
Tomorrow he'll be in detention so to
speak, so that only leaves Thursday.
He'll come over the wall again
Thursday night with Samuels. You
and I will be waiting there with a
jeep. Plane will be waiting for us
at the airport. We'll land at an
airport in Florida, change planes and
continue on our way."

"Does Gambit know 211 of this
yetz"

He will tomorrow. Greg will
give him the message."

"You know, Steed, Mike doesn't
lock balf bad with a beard. Gives
him a sort of rugged look."

Steed smiled. "Let's drop these
things off with Greg. Then we'll get
a bite to eat."

Night came but to Gambit it
seemed to have taken forever. It was
10:00 p.m. when he pushed the door to
his cell open. He looked about
cautiously and made his way safely to
the courtyard. As the searchlight
passed, he 7ran quicky to the

commandant's office. He managed to
conceal himself just as the light
passed again., Safe once more, he
made a loop in the rope and had it
securely caught after two attempts.
Letting the rope go, he hid by a bush
and cursed silently as the light made
a continuous sweep. Another cauticus
look and he was ascending the xope.
Two minutes later he was over the
wall,

"Alarm! Alarm," shouted the
guard who stepped fraom the building
and spotted the rope. Within
minutes, a search party was organized
and outside looking for Gambit.

Gambit stopped his steady pace
for a moment and caught his breath.
A twig snapped and suddenly he found
himself surrounded.

"No one escapes from this
prison, senor," said the commandant
as be approached Gambit.

"I think I just found that out,"
said Gambit, his voice rough.

"You were told earlier that it
is either 'yes sir' or 'mo sir,' said
the commandant as he slammed his club
against Gambit's side.

This time Gambit felt the rib
break- and be winced with pain as he
grabbed his side.

"Bring him. This one will have
to learn the hard way," said the
commandant as he started back towards
the prison.

TO BE CONTINUED IN W.U.C.B. #5
RN T e



BY CINDY PHARES

in the first half of this story
(printed in last issue), the NEW
AVENGERS fly to El Salvador in an
"attempt to free Chris Samuels, a
double agent on the side of the
' British, fram a high security prison.
| Steed arranges to get Gambit into the
prison under the guise of a prisoner,
to help Samuels escape. Gambit soon
learns, however, that escape fram the
prison and its tyrantical commandant,
is next to impossible. Gambit's
first attempt at freedom ends in
failure.

Chapter Eight

"When one tries to escape, Senor
Gambit, he must suffer the
since it is

your first day bere, I shall not be
too hard on you. You may find
yourself a bit uncomfortable," said
the commandant as Gambit found his
back against a stake and his hands
tied behind him. "It is cool at
night and you'll find it pleasant.
But night turns into day and the
sun's bheat: can be unbearable,
especially when one has to go without
food and water all day. Do I make
myself clear, senor?" said the
commandant sternly as he pressed the
club bhe held in his hand against
Gambit's aching side.

"Yes, sir," he said
breathlessly. He couldn't afford to
talk back; bhe could get worse than a
broken rib, then he surely couldn't
help Samuels.

"Good, we understand each other
then. pon't try anything else that
would be considered foolish," said

the commandant, still pressing his
stick on Gambit's side. "You may
live to regret it!"

"Damn you," muttered Gambit as
the man walked away. His hands tied
securely, he could do nothing to
releave the pain inflicted upon him.
He had been trained for this sort of
thing though. He thought of Purdey
and tired to forget the situation he
found himself in.

Chapter Nine
(Wednesday)

With the others eating and from
the sun's position in the clear blue
sky, Gambit guessed it to be noon,
The sun was hot as it beat down upon
him; sweat ran from his face and had
soaked his shirt. His chest ached
every time he took a breath and he
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wondered how much longer they would
keep him cut there. His legs ached
from forced standing and he longed to
lay down; his shoulders ached—he
wasn't sure he would last much
longer.

"Are you all right," asked
Samuels, his voice just above a
whisper.

Gambit nodded, not attempting to
speak.

"I better go. Comandant is
coming this way," said Samuels,

"Ah, afternoon, senor. I trust
we are doing well today?"

"I'm surviving," he said with an
effort.

"Tell me, senor," said the
commandant as he looked at the large
bruise on Gambit's side. '"Why is it
so hard for you to answer simply 'yes
sir' or 'no sir'? Perhaps another
few hours out here would change your
attitude?"

"¥es, sir," replied Gambit, not
wanting his broken rib touched.

"Good. You're learning. we'll

see what progress You have made in
two hours then."

*

"I'm going out to the prison
now, Steed. Need to add anything to
that message I'm to give to Gambi £2"

"No, can't think of anythirg

else. How about you, Purdey?"
"Tell him to just be careful."

“Okay. I'll be back in an. hour
or so,"

"We'll be waiting."
Chater Ten

"Come in, captain. What can I
do for you," said the commandant as
he looked up from the papers he was
reading,

"I've brought some things for
the prisoner I delivered yesterday,
Razor, books..."

"All right, we'll see that he
gets them," replied the commandant as
he looked through the bag.

"I wonder...his wife asked me to
deliver a message to him. Is it
possible 1 could speak with him?"

"Wife? Message?"

"Yes, She talked with a
lawyer..."

"Yes, you may talk with him,
captain. Come with me. I'm afraid
he tried to escape last night and he
chose to learn his lesson the hard
way."

"I believe most of them do,
commandant, "

Greg had seen prisoners in worse
shape than Gambit was but he was
worried about him.



"Mike, your wife asked me to
give you a message, She talked to
John and he'll arrive at 10:00 p.m.
tomorrow night. Er, commandant could
we speak alone? I have a private
message fram his wife,"

"Very well, but make it short,"
said the commandant, walking away.

Greg lowered his voice, "go ovexr
the left wall at 10:00. Steed and
purdey will be waiting with a jeep.
Bring Samuels. Plane will be waiting
at airport. Tomorrow night, 10:00
p.m. You okay?"

"Fine. Message understood,"

Gambit replied weakly.
"Got to go. Be careful," and
with that Greg left him.

"Finished?"

"yes, commandant. I'l1l see

myself out."

The commandant walked over
Cambit.

to

"Well, senor.
still surviving."

I see you are

Ganbit did not answer, his lips
were dry and cracked, his throat
parched,  Each attempt to speak made
his throat feel as if it were on
fire.

"perhaps you did mot hear. You
have a broken rib, another could make
you talk.”

Gambit raised his head and
looked at the man, hatred

eves. |

in his |

"Yes, sir.
said hoarsely.

T am surviving," he

"Excellent. A slow learnmer but
you are making progress. I'11
release you at 5:00. That is in

three hours. I think next time you
will answer correctly to start with,"

"Sir! Water, please, sir," said
Gambit pleadingly.

"In three hours you may have all
the water you want," said the
commandant as he walked away.

Gambit laid his head back
against the pole, looking at the sky,
his eyes half closed. "God! Let
those three hours pass quickly,"” he
thought to himself,

Chapter Eleven

"Steed, message delivered and
understood," said Greg as he met
Steed and Purdey at the local bar.

"How is he," asked Purdey, her
voice carrying a worried tone.

Greg hesitated mamentarily.

"Greg, he is all right, isn't

he," asked Steed concerned.

"I've seen guys in worse shape.
He's going tc be fine, nothing to
worry about."

"They haven't beaten him,
" asked Purdey.

‘have
they,
"No. = Really, Take

he's okay.
my word for it."
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Stesd locked at his
doubtfully, but for now, and
ey ficuld a5, beliere uhu [

[[ iend

"Senor," said the commandant as
ba and two guards approached him.

*Sir," said Gawbit, his voice
only a whispar.

"Good. You will rot try to
escape again?"

"No, sici”

"You will answer 'yos siz' or
tao sic'?"

"yes, sirl®

"You have lesrned your lesson
thenpe

“yes, sizl®

"Excellent.
his hands.”

Qut the rops from

weak and tired bo stand,
:‘,.L-bat slumped o the ground.

"Listen well, senor. Do not do
anything foolish or make the ercor of
answering wrong. The First time you
do, you will regret ever having set
£oot in this country. DO 1 make
myself clear?”

"Yes, sirl”
“rake him to his cell."

Gazbit moaned painfully as the
40 quards picked him up and carried
.him to his eell.

"I shall have food and water
seat in_snortly,” said one of the
guards as they laid him on his cot
and lefe.

Gambit held his side and moaned
as he positioned himself on the cot.
He hoped he could make it over the
wall tamoreow night.

Chapter Twelve

"0oa't talk,” said Samuels a8 he
®nelt by Gasbit's bedside. Frou've
been out for awhile. How do you
feel?™

“1'm all right,” said Mike as be

can
wnieﬂ abwt mlu I
Greg was holding muung et

"I know. I guess we'll have to
wait kil tomorrow night. 1 weuldn't

worry £oo much. Mike can take care of |

himself.*

“You're right, of course.
night, Steed," said Puzdey as she
went back to her room.

Chapter Thirteen
(Thursday)

“"psat, Mike,"

said Chris softly.

"Chris. Hey, were you here last
night2"

"Sure was.*
Message.  1'll get you at 10:00
tonight. Steed and Purdey will be

Waiting outside the morth wall for
s, There will be a plane ready and
waiting at the airport. Think you
can do itz*

“I've been running & long tima
nou, Mike. You better believe I can

it. I better go, sameone'
caming.®

"I trust you slept well, Senor
Ganbit,” asked the commandant as he
stood cutside his cell.

“Yes, siz.*

"Good.  You'll be coafined to
your cell for a few days. you
understand, of course?"

"Yes, sir"

"I'll have dinnec sent to you
shortly. Maybe you feel more like
eating pow.”

"tes, sir. I think I do.”

Gubit glared at the man as ho

e quacds pi
him to his cell,

 vyes, sict”
"Excelleat. Cut the rope from
his hands.*

7o weak and tired o stand,
Gambit slunped ko the ground.

"Listen well, senoc. Do not do
myﬂ-mq foolish or mike the error of
anzwecing wrong. Eirat time you
oy you Wil begmet evee hoving st
foor in this country.
myself clear?”

“ves, sicl®
“Take him to his cell."

Ganbit moaned painfully as the
himup and. carried

"I shall bhave food and water
sent in-ghoctly,” said one of the
guards as they laid him ca his eot
and lLeft.

Gambit held his side and moaned
as e positionad ©n the cot,
He hoped he could make it over the
wall tomorzow night.

Chapter Twelve

"Doa't talk,” said Samuels as he
knelt by Gasbit's bedside, “You've
been out for a while. How do you
feal?"

“I'm all right,” said Mike as he
struggled to sit upright.

“fhis is Jim. He can fix that
eib for you,”

"Jim. You two shouldn't be in
hero.”

"Doa't  worry. we've oot
lookouts  posted,”  said  Samoels.

"Taka a decp breath, Mike,” said
Jim as bo sat down by Garbit and put

his hand on Mike's chest. "poor
% be relied o3 Hike lost
conaciousness.  “Tear same strips

£rom his shirt for me."
"He'll be all right, woa't hez”
"yaah, he'll be fine by i,

Chxia.u‘rm:n. that should do. Let’
got out of bare
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continued on his way. After 10:00 he
wasn't saying 'yes sir! unless he
absolutely had to,

Chapter Fourteen
(Thursday night)

Night seemed to come mach too
slowly for all those concerned with
the prison escape. steed and Purdey
made one last check on the plane and
left the small airport at 9:4p p.m,

Gambit glanced down at his
watch,  9:48. He looked about
cautiously as he once more picked
the lock to his cell. The way clear,
he made his way, slowly, silently to
Samuels' cell,

"Chris," whispered Gambit.
"Ready to go?"

"You bet. [Let's get out of
here," said Samuels as he joined
Gambit,

"Wait here," said Gambit as they
made it to the courtyard. "when I
signal, cross to the wall, but watch
the light," he continued, whispering.

Samels nodded as Gambit made
his way to the guard house. A few
minutes of searching and he found a
rope he hoped would be long enough,
Samuels  watched carefully and as
Gambit signaled, made his way to him.

"Soon as the light goes around,
get the rope caught," said Gambit as
he handed the rope to Chris,

"Will you be able to make iy
Mike2"

"Yeah,  There's. aisbesnbiiui

blonde waiting for me on the other
side," he laughed. “Get down."
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"Five minutes, Steed," said
Purdey nervously.

"I think they're about to pay us
a visit, Purdey," replied Steed as he
sSaw the rope catch securely.

Purdey turned her attention to
the wall as did Steed and a minute
and a balf later, Chris Samuels was
safely over the wall. Safe once
more from the light, Gambit gripped
the rope and started his ascent. His
broken rib slowed his pace a bit and
as he got to the top, the light
caught him. "Damnit," he said to
himself as gunfire sounded. Reacting
fast, he gathered the rope and slid
down safely to the awaiting jeep.

"Over the wall," shouted a
voice.

"Hold on," yelled Steed as the
jeep pul.led = and gunfire sounded
behind them.

"Thanks, Steed. I owe you my
life," said Samuels as  Steed
approached the waiting plane.

"you'll be completely safe when
we're in the air," replied Steed as
he brought the jeep to a rather
abrupt halt.

"Take care, Steed. I'll sattle
things here with the government."

"Thanks Eo: all your help, Greg.
Take it easy," said Steed as he shut
the door on the pla.ne.

"Mike, you aren't saying much.
yoa all .:ight." asked Purdey

shed his  fallen

"I am now," he smiled as he laid
his head back and closed his eyes.

"How can 1 ever repay you and
your two friends, Steed," asked
Samuels.

"only doing cur job, Chris,"
said Steed as the small plane
disappeared into the darkness.
Chapter Fifteen
(Two days later in England)

lexe's the report you wanted,
Steed," said Gambit, handing him
several sheets of paper.

"Fine. I trust that you are
feeling better?"

"Much better, thank you, Can't
work for a couple of weeks. Field
duty, anyway."

"Has the whole incident been
settled now," asked Purdey as she
entered Steed's office.

"Yes. Greg hs settled the
matter with prison and government
officials of El Salvador. Chris
Samuels is briefing the agent who
shall take his place and we three are
home safe and sound."

"Well, I've had my share of

g:isms. said Gambit. "After that

I'm not going to do

anyth:ng that will get me thrown into
one."

"Next time, we'll get you a job
as a guard," laughed Purdey.

"I think I'll treat you both to
dinner. shall we go?" Steed ushered
his__ two young friends from  his
office. Y
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