"Death Has Wugs

An ornofhologlsf
attacked by a
alcon.

/

How hlor'riblel

appily, our
F}P );ron is much
mor'e tranquil.

T

Il'hcaddcror'bs.allldr'ung. Obey, Purdey!
purcerwoudyod | Ourtost
requests it!

ﬁ—-

The visiTor is an old friend
of Steed's, Malcom Briant, a
high level civil servant of
Her Majesty's Secret
Service...

Steed, be honest. How
many birds do you think
there are on the earth?

That's an
interestin
question,

alcolm.




John Bailey, the celebrated
ornothologist, was of the same
opinion, and he's dead!

His French colleague,
Robert Vallier, thought
so, too.. 1

Exactly! The newspaper sdid
he died in a plane crash.

I'm never it
occupying myse
with bir s...lxr's

too dangerous!

The mission I'm goin
to entrust you with
isn't without risk!

e can
e that!

9
Ise

He was
transported to
the hospital ina
coma.
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T cannot tell you
anything about what he
aid, sirs, that I

haven't told the police

Pray, tell
us..

In Vallier's
cockpit, we found
crow feathers.

'When the police
discovered Mr. Bailey,
they heard him murmer...




The birds... Fortelli... the...
Master of the Birds.

That same evening,
at Steed's...

I didn't know you were
the nostalgic type, my
friend. Your childhood
has well and truly flown!

Gambit, you're a
enius! And I know
hat Stevens will

be ablr to give us

some information!

That's the wor;d
of the moment!

What are you The swallows
thinking, Gambit? [ remind me of my
. : ___a8 childhood.

My farenfs took
me To see a
number of bird
shows...the man
called himself
the Master of
the Birds!

" Who's
Stevens?

more than you...
but Steed must
have a reason to
consult him.

I don't know any i

_ theatres.

uy

Stevens is an old stage
manager. He's spent
fifty years of his life
behind the scenes of
all the London
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Do I remember
Fortelli? Ah, sir, no
one could replace
the "Master of the
Birds."

great Fortelli was
able to make the
birds do as he
pleased, sir!

How man
breeds o
bird are
there in
England?

More than 130! It would
take six months to study
all of them!
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With his flute, the

m?\-L

became of
him? L

A

He left the
theatre very
rich...I believe
that he wanted
to devote
himself to
breeding birds.
E ;

“Ah, hello Malcom! You don't
say? A Ipolicaarncm attacked
by a falcon near St.

George's tower...perfect.

Shortly after, Gambit is

on the scene... The Sanctuary of

Birds."

ULV
'
i SR




Gambit, in spite of his gentlemanly
ﬁp t_a)::lrance, has some very odd
abits...

A curious one,
Master. Are you
oing to hunt him? 4

Are you looking “\INPSSSTTI
for something, :
oo semerhing T would like

sir?
to buy a
falcon.

“-\‘P W

SCaLTE

|

L S

Pass me the .
binoculars!

I know this man. It's
Gambit, Steed's

assistant. Kindly go
receive him.

Sorry, sir, there are
no birds of prey in
this refuge. Only
pigeons and
passerine.

Can I see
your
master?

Driven by curiousity,
Gambit looks in his rear
view mirror before
starting off...

Curious! It seems to me
that bird perching on
the wall is a falcon...

Mr. Smith is on
vacation, sir. He
won't return
from Sweden for
many days.

Excuse me,
my friend.
Good-bye...

danger-...

I will have to find
another refuge.



You're alone,
Gambit? Where's
Purdey?

\

Purdey very much appreciates the
immense aviary laid out in the
"Sanctuary of Birds."

Marvellous
plumages! But
what beaks!

¥ T thou hf.she was with NfHurry gambi‘r! Thereisn't a
you. She appreciates
W your piano playing.

Welcome to

the home of my

friends, Miss
dey!

ZTBe quiet, Gambit, and help me
transport this trunk full of
beautiful tfomcats.
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moment to lose! Purdey was
going to join you. in fact, she's
?oing to put her head in the

ion"s mouth! .

%

: Meanwhile, Steed and Gambit are
Fortellil The enagaed in a purchase...

Master of the

.- B'u"r really,
| Steed, what
ood are all

il ol
In the aviary, Purdey and
Fortelli continue their close
conversation...

[Work with me, Purdey!
With out friends, we
can become the

masters of the world!




That's what
Bailey and Vallier
said. And they're
dead!

They wanted to limit the
births of birds, but T
didn't want that...that's
alll Watch me, Purdey!

Obedient to the diabolical flute of Fortelli,
the birds dive down onto the table's surface

and tear it to shreds with great blows of
their beaks...

The birds attack the
eyes, Purdey! And
you beautiful eyes!

Bailey and
Vallier?

Madll You're

La

?grm?dziohnamc%ogrg?meam the ﬁan YOIE\' My cats don'l':r The terrible birds have one
that iate t : i |
EartelPareone and The sames ear Tha (l?l'tqu)er:gcrlr:]u:h! e weakness...they're afraid of cats!
Quickly, Steed!

ot

ickh{! For the love
God! =

=

That party put an end to you, Fortelli. Charming tomcats = Thev're f Burdedl
You can play the flute in Her Majesty's g o ‘ RN ey re tor you, Furdey:
prison. Steed! 7. =% I hate cats!
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