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The last of our fantastic strip
story ‘Astral Prison. Turn
quickly to see what happens!
“he middle pages have a
~5  ous pin-up of the lovely
ara! Much nicer than
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THINK. £/ON -0 ~ THINK! YOU |
FOUND THE MASTER KEY .
WHICH CPENS THE ASTRAL
PRISON -WHERE JABA

IS BFING HELD...

ANDP THEN.. .YES’ YOU REACHED .
OWT AND TOUCHEDR THE KEVY...
ANP LESS THAN AN INSTANT |
LATER , YOU FOUND
YOURSELF...
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r WHERE .f;g?

GETTING TO THE KEY

" EXHAUSTED THE POWERS

OF THE EYE OF THUNPERA,
RENDERING THE SWORD OF

IMENS VIRTUALLY USELESS...
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BUT - THIS ISN'T YOUR

. AND YOU'RE IN,"
ONYX PYRAMID.,.,

FOR A TOUWGH
TIME ! HA HA |
HA HA

L
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OH . WELL SPOTTED,
THUNDER -FOOL ! IT'S THE
KEY THAT'S BROUWBHT YOu
HERE, NOT 1.YOU'RE ON
THE ASTRAL PLANE...
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NOT SURE FeR TO8 1
LOST, ; WHERE YOU | o Y
LION-0..7 ARE ? {
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OF COURSE! .
WHO ELSE.?
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MNNNVEH! IF-IF THIS 1S ,
THE ASTRAL PLANE.,
PERHAPS THE PRISON

HOLDING JAGA IS CLOSE BY...

T NOT KEEN TO FIGHT BACK 4
TODPAY. LION-O 7 HAVING
\, TROUBLE WITH YOUR
SWORP..?
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HE 1 MO V8§ THE
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T IF 1 cAN RELEASE :rAsA.}
1 TOGETHER WE MIGHT

HOLD MUMM-RA OFF
AND LET THE SWORD
REGAIN {T'S
POWER ..,

W

4

g
s,

N

"HE'S PO/NS IT~ HE'S GOING
TO OPEN THE PRISON..! THE |
DOLT /5 PLAYING RreiT '

INTO MY HANDS !
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WAIT - OVER THERE! (T'S

» GOT TO BE ... THE
ASTRAL PRISON?
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[YeEs: THE KEY FITS: I -
NOW TUST ONE
TUHRM ., AND - /

Vs

Py

seronv-o0r NOT
" PON'T UNLOCK

< THE DOOR !
JAGA, [F 1 PON'T UUSE THE =
KEY. YOU'LL BE IMPRISONET
FOR ALL ETERNITY..!
YES.LION-O. . ”
BUT WSE IT, AND ﬂf
THESE ASTRAL EVILS

| MAY BE AT, MUMM-RA'S |

COMMAND FOR
<y
i é@

ALL ETERNITY..!

A
/s

THAT'S WHAT MUMM-RA WANTS
HE'LL HARNESS THE EV/L ASTRAL
FORCES THAT WILL ALSO BE
RELEASED IF THE PRISON _

'S OPENED HE FOOLED ME
INTO THE PRISON,THEN
TRICKED YOI/ INTO FINDING
THE KEY - ALL TO ALLOW #/1~
TO BOOST HIS
POWERS ! %
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[ " HAAR! SUCH DELICIOUS
FLURMOIL HE FACES ! AND
WHATEVER HE PECIDES -
L -~ I WIN?
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I'D RISK RELEASING AND | | B
| BATTLING THESE ASTRAL :
EVILS IF THE SWORP i‘
© WAS (N ANY WAY
USABLE... . .
BUT THE N
_YE OF THUNPER {55
IS EMPTY OF 3 k o _
ALL POWER... A - =
50... u
r
! A -
1 , b __NO! I'LL ENDP
THIS AGONY NOW!
. THE KEY STAYS LOST..
y FOR EVER !
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"ARRRH! THE CHOICE iS MADE ! ' | [STILL, A GREAT VICTORY (S MINE! i -
| HMAA, [ WONDER ... HAD T (| | THE MEPPLESOME TAGA IS OUT £ w, W
. GAINEDR THOSE ASTRAL POWERS., IF THE THIRD EARTH FIGHTING i
WHOC COLILD HAVE EVER FOR GOOPR! . Bl
MATCHED ME.? : W -
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TAKE A CLOSE
Ve s | LOOK BEHIND
i THE BARS..
r— — - l_-_. \'“ e 3 S
-7 » | [worwe's HbinG.. v 1 NO TRICK, MUMM-RA:
B | [T-IT MUST BE | AND NEITHER IS THIS...
Bnitla TRICK SWORD OF OMENS. GIVE
- [P . ME FLIGHT BEYONP
o ~ : FLIGHT!
- P = f
N
u' i I

WHAT /7 TAGA'S GONE !
BUT- THAT'S IMPOSSIBLE !
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THE S-SWORD...IT'S
MYSTICAL POWERS
HAVE RETURNED..!

|
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TO THIRD EARTH! AND
HERE WE CAN BATTLE
ON MY TERMS..!

[

LOST YOWR APPETITE
FIGHT, NOW THAT THE
IS RECHARGED..?

N-NO, 1.1

TO FIGHT...

WHAT'S THE PROBLEM , MUUMM-RA?

HAVE NC NEED

FOR THE
EYE

... YOW'VE ABANDONED JTAGA
IN THE ASTRAL PRISON —

THAT'S VICTORY ENOUGH
FOR ME..!

~

TOPAY BELONGS TO

_ ...THE ONLY VICTORY
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FLEE WHILE YOu
CAN, YELLOW-BELLY,
FOR BELIEVE ME ... ‘

{

.. JAGA ! IT WORKED . OLD FRIEND.
WHEN I PUSHED THE SWORD HILT .
BETWEEN THE BARS, WHILE

MUMM - RA WATCHED THE KEY...

Ji
a
*]';

.-.AND ABLE TO USE MY POWERS TO
CONVINCE MUMM-RA THAT THE
SWORD'S POWERS HAD RETURNED!

LEARNED TODAY THAT, EVEN
AT ITS WEAKEST, THE SWORD

THOSE WAL
RETURN SCON, BUT I'VE

IS STILL A POWERFUL
FORCE TO COMBAT
INTUSTICE .!

E o d
\, ... I WAS ABLE TO FLINNEL N\
e 1 INTO THE EMPTY EYE, WHEN
— 7. YOU PULLED THE SWORD BACK
{ = ™ T'THROUGH THE BARS, [ WAS FREE... .
V= —_— = v
- é i wi B - = = 01
~ _NEXT: WIL .ATS LAIR!
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_The crag was high ... very high,
with steep cliffs all around.
Beyond, on every side, were

- the sharp spires of the Fire Rock

mountain range. About the cliff top,

the gale still howled with relentless
fury. Betha, of the Warrior Women

Tribe, shivered and looked round at her

sister inarms, Zoe. “This is a mess and

no mistake!” murmured Betha. “I'm

afraid that with no way down from here

we're rather facing the final curtain!”
Zoe nodded grimly. “It was so stupid

of us to test the new hot air balloon with |

a storm gathering.” She looked round
at the crumpied basket and tattered
material that was the sad remains of
the craft that had brought them here.
“Nowwr'rew>llary . "ot '
'm - s _ )]
us in this weather!”

The two girls huddled closer together
for warmth, aware that time for them
was running out ...

Wi

‘When the storm came, Lion-O

1 , <new the Thundercats would be
- needed before too long. The

terrible winds ripped against the walls
of Cat’s Lair, and within an hour
appeals for help had come in from the
Berbils, the Tuska and the Nai people,
all of whom had suffered damage from
air and sea. Lion-O sent Pumyra,
Lynx-O, Bengali and Snarf out to help
the Berbils and the Tuskas, and was
about to lead the other Cats out to the
Nai village when the call came in from
Willa, leader of the Warrior Women
Tribe. “Willa says two of herwomen in
a hot air balloon have been swept off
into the Fire Rock Range,” Lion-O told
Tygra and Panthro. “Can you get to
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them and give a hand? We're going to
be busy enough with the Nai people .”
So it was that Panthro and Tygra
headed out for the Fire Rocks. The
winds were 100 strong to use any of the
Thundercats’ flying craft, and soon
they had to abandon the Thundertank
and press on, by foot. |
“I hope wind and rocks are all that we
have to deal with,” muttered Panthro
grimly to Tygra as he hauled him up the
first of the jagged cliffs in their way ...

P!

With a chuckle, Mumm-Ra
~urned away from the fading
- 1mage of the two Thundercats in
his oily cautdron. “Perfect,” he mused,
“two Thundercats separated from their
friends and ready to be ambushed.”
He looked round to where the mutant
Monkian was standing. “You know |




have chosen you for this because of
your great climbing talent, Monkian?
Take this to the area of the Fire Rocks
the Thundercats are presently in and
turn the handle ...” Mumm-Ra held out
the small metal box, which bore a
brass funnel, a copper chimney and a
little bronze handle.

“What is it, Great One?” Monkia
asked. |

“A device of mine ...when you use
it, it makes an endless stream of
mechanical warriors who will attack the
firstthing they see. Take care,
theretore to point it at the Thundercats
when you work it. Now are you sure
you are up to a job like this?”

“Hey,” said Monkian, in a hurt voice,
“I'm not S-S-Slithe, ya know ..!"

man-shaped metal figure, chuffing
steam from a chimney stack where its
nose should have been. With a clank
and a whir, the first of the mechanical
terrors rattled off towards the ‘Cats, an
army of his fellows following on behind.

Monkian chuckled. “Mumm-Ra will
be pleased to know his plan is running
like clockwork ..V

In a blurr of bright blue, Panthro’s

wmchuks whirled round again

and struck away yet another of
the clockwork horrors. Tygra’'s whip
cracked, sending yet another falling
back, but the weight of numbers was
against them.
“How do we get out of this one, Tygral!”
yelled Panthro over the noise of battle.

— e e m AmEE — — AR
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Leaping up to the next crag, with
Mumm-Ra'’s box cradled under
his arm Monkian grinned with
pleasure. Ahead, clearly preparing to
- climb the first leg of one of the Fire
-~ Rock Range’s most massive spires
were the Thundercats Tygra and
Panthro.
Setting down the box, he aimed the
funnel at his foes, and began to wind

the handie. In an instant, a blob of cogs

and steam plopped out of the funnel
followed by a second and a third. By
the time the fourth had emerged, the
first had grown into a small




“These metal monsters have the edge
in numbers, and we've got nowhere to
run to!”

Tygra risked a glance behind him,
but Panthro was right. The cliff was
was sheer and impossible to climb.
This was going to be the end for
them ... :

A rope flapped down the cliff and
swung invitingly in reach. “l don'’t

believe it!” yeiped Tygra. “Panthro! We
are leaving! Comeon ..!”

“...we saw you below and

thought we had to do

something ...” explained Betha.
“That rope from our balloon was the
only thing we could think of.”

“Well, it's much appreciated,” said
Tygra, as the four of them crouched on
the top of the crag.

“| hate to disappoint you, but it may
only have been a temporary reprieve,”
warned Panthro, (" :ingoverth:
ed ~keth i ¢
to fi 1a a way up here anc .;nen we

- really will have nowhere torun to.”

“Can’t we use your balloon to
‘escape?” asked Tygra. “The wind’s
dropped to a breeze now, the storm’s
died.” :

“The balloon’s patched,” sighed
Zoe, “"but we've no way of inflating it.
We lost our burners ...we can't
produce the hot air.”

Tygra thought for a moment, then
looked at Panthro with a grin. “Do you
think we can grab a hold of the first
metal maniac that comes over the
edge? I've got anidea ...and it's hot!”

The smile died on Monkian’s

face. There was no mistaking the

four figures in the basket of the
balloon that drifted away from him and
the Fire Rocks overhead: Panthro,
Tygra and the two Warrior Women.
They had escaped! But that wasn't

Hf

Monkian’s primary concern at that
‘moment. Above him on the cliff face

/{f\

riere sevei  1ousand robot monsters

whe > s 0 et L1 ew
target. onkianbegantorun...

- With Third Earth spread
gloriously out beneath them, the
- four balloon riders relaxed at last.

“Afine idea of yours to use the boiler
furnace of one of these machine men
as a hot air burner for the balioon!”
laughed Panthro.

“I have my moments ...” smiled
Tygra.

“What'’s that?” asked Betha, pointing
down at a little figure far below that was
hurtling down the cliffs with the robot
army in pursuit. Panthro and Tygra
peered down carefully, and then
exchanged a grin. “| haven't the
faintest idea ...” said Panthro.

NEXT:
Trick or Ti ~at?
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Ilord. | _ Carnoustie.

Dawlish.

a Chinese leader?

A cat with a Chinese city?

Poole. o '
A catwitha lemon?
A cat with a ball of wool?
Essex. ‘ ‘
A cat with a tin of plasters?
A cat with a coin?
Dyfed.




It's Armageddon in
the Arctic as the Autobots, responding to a
distress call, meet the Decepticons! Don’t miss
part 1 of Dark Star, by Budiansky, Delbo and
Hunt. Also find out just what it is that Stars-
cream has been after all this time!

THE . GHOSTBUSTERS Peter and
Egon find themselves in the money in Ghoul
Street Crash, by Flaxman and Wildman. Even
the breakfast isn't safe in This Ghost is Toast, by
Brenner and Elliot,and there'sa ghostin need of
support in Ghost Buttress, by Brenner and
Williams.

Not one, not two, not
three, but FOUR great stories! Thrill to Blood
Brothers by Rimmer and Johnson, BATS Out Of
Hell by Rimmer, Marshall and Harwood, War
Correspondent by Rimmer (again?), Wildman
and Baskerville, and Run to Ground, by Furman,
Hopgood and Harwood.

19
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|:| The cataclysmic conclu-
sion to the N.UR.S.E saga! As Dragon and
Slaughterhouse battle for the amusement of

N.U.R.S.E's maniacal Matron, the Claws must:

form a decidedly uneasy alliance . . . with the Evil
Dead! Treatment is by Furman and Senior.

There's lots to read and
do in this week’s new look issue, with part 3 of
Astral Prison by Rimmer, Wetherell and Basker-
ville, a Snarf puppet to make, a Cheetara poster,
and a new jokes page! Also a text story by
Abnett, Clockwork Chaos.






