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Cpportunity Enocks! Saturday 6. 30




Part Two of
TV WORLD’'S NEW
John Drake adventure

W NIGHTMARE |

BEND OF

DEATH |

A British agent named Miles disappears in Yugeslavia. [ohn Drake
is recalled from heliday and sent to find him—or te take his place.
Harris—who briefs Drake on his mission—says that Miles had been
waiting for a Russian bio-chemist called Yorov. The Russian was in
Albania, working against his will for the Chinese and Albanian
governments.

Yorov now plans to defect, says Harris, and is bringing over a
sample of some new gas or virus the Chinese have developed.

Before leaving England, Drake goes to the Midlands factory of a
hardware company. Miles was ostensibly the company's representa-
tive in the Balkans, and Drake will purpert to work for the same
firm. Once he reaches Belgrade, Harris says, Drake will find a local
agent named Shastrif waiting . . .

ON THE

WO o'clock in the morn-

ng is a bad time to cross

into Eastern FEurope.
John Drake pulled into the
Yugoslavian border control in
the Wurzen Pass prepared for
anything up to an hour's
delay.

A short guard in a tall
greatcoat took Drake’s papers
wordlessly and disappeared into
the control post. Drake revised
his estimate:. Two hours. The
duty officer was probably
asleep,

Dirake got out of his car and
stamped around. Even on a
summer night there was a biting
chill in the air in the pass.
But he needed to stretch his
legs, Apart from a brief halt
for petrol he had not stopped
since leaving Innsbruck.

He was tired. His back ached
and his eyes felt gritty. He
thought longingly of his empty
bed in the hotel at Looe If
Harris hadn’t found him, he
thooght bitterly” he would be
there now — tucked up and
snoring away with the best of

them. Harris, of course, would
be asleep, not sitting up worry-
ing about Drake. And Kite.
who had brought the Cooper §
to meet Drake off the plane,
would have his head down
somewhere in Innsbruck.
Presumably even Shastrif —
who Drake had to contact in
Belgrade — was now lying
peacefully on some over-stuffed
feather mattress, unconcerned
that Drake was having to drive
through the night to reach him.

The whole damned world
was asleep — including, no
doubt, that blasted customs
officer — while he still had 400
aching, dusty miles ahead of
him. And when he got to Bel-
grade what was the betting that
Miles would have turned up,
utterly unaware of the panic
he had started in London?

Drake climbed back into the
car and slammed the door
maliciously. He got out the
flask of coffee and the liver-

|
}
|
E



. =
. i

RN gt e St
M, el e g
} e i

e o - T —

L 7 R T

] '-.. \-_JI. l-_:,‘_-'-_"

-

A =
b T o PLVL T B ™
o S

L =
s 2 Y
o

o S =

-
| ]
-.'.‘_ -
= ol
z-
'-'il.;.

-

It seemed a long time before the echoes died

. away. Then, for a moment, the night was quiet...

wiirst sandwiches he had
bought in Innsbruck, and stared
morosely over at the control
post.

There was an oblong of
vellow light for 2 moment as
the door opened, The guard
came tramping back towards
him,

Drake screwed the cap of the
coffee flask on again and slid
back the window. So some-
thing was wrong with his
papers. i

Another signature requiréd
somewhere, or a rubber stamp
in the wrong place. The Yugo-
glavs were the world's prize
bureaucrats,

The puard bent down and
handed Drake his papers.
“Hvala, gospodinay,” he said,
grinning. Drake caught the
scent of garlic,

He looked at his watch, Ten
minutes? [Inbelievable! But the
guard was already raising the
barrier,

*Well, thank vyou, too,”
Drake said. He started the
engine and let the car roll for-
ward into Yugoslavia. He

began to feel more cheerful. It
was a twisting, tortuous 60
miles from here to Ljubljana
but at least the road was
decently surfaced. And at
Ljubljana he would strike the
auroput ; with any luck he'd
be in Belgrade in time for a
late breakfast.

A 100 yards from the frontier,
Drake changed into top and
flicked his headlamps to main
beam. He didn’t notice the big
Fiat that was parked off
the road without lights—though
he did notice the grey Volks-
wagen a 100 yards further on.

Its driver was stooped dis-
consolately over the engine as
Drake passed, Drake felt sorry
for him, The Wurzen Pass was
not the sort of place one
would choose to break down
If.

The driver watched Drake's
tail-lights dwindle away down
the road, and then bent over his
engime again. He was a big man
with a bushy red moustache
that effectively concealed the
expression of  his  mouth.

Despite the cold, he was

wearing only thin slacks and a
denim shirt with sleeve pockets
of the style favoured by
French truck drivers.

He did not look up again as
the Fiat went by. Apparently
he had rectified the trouble be-
cause when he got back into
the car, a few seconds later, the
engine fired at the first turn of
the starter. The big man drove
off without remembering to
switch on his lights . .

Drake, two miles ahead.
slipped into second as he came
to a series of hairpins. The
road would be dropping all
the time, According to his
maps, the route followed a
natural valley for the next 20
kilometres.

Headlights flashed briefly
across the rear mirror. Another
car was following him through
the hairpins. Drake frowned.
There had been nobody behind
him at the border—apart from
the parked Volkswagen — and
he hadn't seen another car
since leaving Villach.

Coming out of the last bend,
Drake put his right foot down

ROBERT HOLMES

firmly. Presumably the Volks-
wagen driver had got going
again and was trying to make
up for lost time. If so he was
crazy fto come down a
mountainside at that speed. It
would be healthier to stay well
in front of him.

At the end of the half-mile
straight, Drake saw the lights
in his mirror again as the fol-
lowing car swung out of the
last hairpin. They were the
headlights of a bigger car than
a Volkswagen.
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Now the road plunged
sharply to the left down a
rock-scattered slope and the
lights disappeared from the
mirror once more, Drake took
the corner with the throttle
wide open, wheels clipping the
verge, and wondered why he
was feeling that familiar prickle
al the back of his neck.

There was no reason for it,
he chided himself.

He had been in Yugoslavia
only 20 minutes. Nobady could
possibly know that he had
arrived yet.

If every car that came up
behind him was going to give
him the jitters, he thought,
he'd be a nervous wreck by the
time he reached Belgrade,

Furthermore, he was driving
much too fast for an English
tourist, a staid factory manager

on his first trip to the
Continent.
Deliberately, Drake eased

back on the throttle. At last.
there was a long straight
coming up ahead. It would be
a good place to let the other
car go by.

—-_— -
o

He slowed down to a gentle
40, and now the lights silvered
his mirror for the third time.

Drake pulled well over to
his right and watched the head-
lights leap towards him. Again
he felt a moment of doubt.
There was something purpose-
ful about the speed of the car
that was overtaking him.

It was a Fiat he saw, as it
swung out to pass, one of the
big =saloons that could top the
hundred mark with ease.

Twenty yards from him the

CONTINUED ON PAGE 42
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President; JEAN MORTON

Chair-Bears: TINGHA AND TUCKER
S Treasurer: KIKI THE KANBARDD
< Secretary: WILLIE WOMBAT

HELLO CHILDREN ...

WE all had a simply
marvellous time at the
~ Club’s annual general
meeting last Sunday and we do
hope you did, too. Kiki was
very annoyed that we wouldn’t
let him enter the TV WORLD
Doodly competition but, as we
told him, a kangaroo would
look silly on a bicycle!

Who won the bicyeles after all?
The judges are having a hard
tume making up their minds be-
cause there were a lot of very
clever entries. But we shall be
able to tell you soon.

One of our favourite nursery
rhymes is “Goosey Goosey

Gander.” Willy likes to be the
Old Man and on Tuesday you
will see what happens when he
does not say his prayers!

The next Club meeting is at
Kingsbury, Tamworth, on Satur-
day, August 21, at a fete to raise
money for The Guide Dogs for
The Blind Association. Will you
be there?

Meanwhile,
Woomerang, Boomerang,

Love from te™ M(
and % TINGHA % TUGKER

DOO D LY WIN YOUR OWN PAIR OF BEARS

VERY week two children can each

win 2 pair of Tingha and Tucker

glove p%: for the cleverest entries
i the by competition.

To enter, draw a picture below,
using the five lines already there.
Use pen or pencil — bot do not
colour it.

Send your entry to the address on

the form to amive by first post,

Tuesday, August 17

In judging the contest the Editor
will take age into account. His
decigion 15 final.

Doodly No. 8 winners: Anne
Brown, aged 7, of Springfield Road,
Coventry, who tumed the lines into a
sailor Susan Jane Mawhinney,
aged 9, of Cutsdean Close, Northfield,
Birmmmgham. Susan used the lines to
show a man poking the fire

DOODLY No. 11

£

DOODLY No. 11 |

The Tingha and Tucker Club, I
TV WORLD, 189, High Holborn, |
London, W.C.598. |
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SEE THESE MEMBERS ON TELEVISION

HESE are the members

who will be seen in the

next opening film of The

Tingha and Tucker Club pro-

gra;:;m-: (Monday to Friday,
4.45):

Deborah Michele King, York
Road, Harlescott, Shropshire;
Karen and Stephen Yates, St
Judes Avenue, Studley, Warwick;
Sharon and Paul Hopkins, Garri-
son Lane, Small Heath, Birming-
ham; Anne Redshaw, Curzon
Street, Ibstock, Leicester; Kevin
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Lee, Romney Avenue, Chester-
ton, Staffs.; Martin Meadows,
Toxlydate Crescent, Reddiich,
Worcester; Paol Durrant, Whit-
church Avenue, Darley Dale,
Derby; Ian Bentley, Victory
Avenue, Chase Terrace, Walsall,
Staffs; Yvonne Jones, Goseley
Avenue, Hartshorne, Derby;
Miss W. Norton, King Edwards
Road, Ladywood, Birmingham;
Denise and Angela Stanton,
Spon Lane, West Bromwich,
Staffs; Karen and Stuart Dixon,
East View, Evenley, Northants.

big car's nose seemed to dip
and Drake heard its tyres
shrieking on the tarmac.

The Fiat rocked past him
with smoking brakes and then
started to fall back alengside.
Slanting Asiatic eyes searched
for him from the passenger
window, and in the moonlight
the muzzle of a machine car-
bine was as black as death
itself.

Instinctively, Drake swung
the wheel and threw himself
sideways across the car,

The Mini hit the bigger car
just at the rear of its front
wheel arch. There was a rend-
ing of metal and the two cars
welded together.

They hit the verge, lurched
into the air, then rolled in a
welter of flying debris mto a
boulder-strewn gulley.

It seemed a long time before
the echoes of the crash died
away. And then it was very
quiet.

¥ L ¥

The driver of the Fiat was
surprised to find Lim Ho lying
on him. Very politely, he asked
Lim Ho to get up and allow
him to breathe. His friend took
no notice, however, and eventu-
ally the driver was forced to
push him off.

He couldn't help noticing
that there was something wrong
with the top of Lim Ho's head.
He got out of the wreck and
sat on the ground. He knew
there was something important
he had to remember, but the
pain.in his chest was very bad.

After a while he remembered
the orders Colonel Sung had
given them. He pulled himself
glowly to hiz feet. The Euro-
pean was lying with his legs
jammed over a broken seat
back, and there was blood all
over his face and shirt.

The driver took out his hand-
kerchief and soaked it in the

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 4]

petrol that dripped steadily
from the Fiat's shattered tank.

He balled the saturated cloth
in his hand and felt for his
cigarette lighter,

He thought it quite probable
that the European was already
dead. Sung would bc pleased
with him.

Back on the road the big
man with the red moustache
took a Liger from the glove
compartment of his car.

He pushed the gun into the
top of his slacks and walked
quickly, but quietly, down to-
wards the gulley along the trail
of twisted metal and broken
glass,

——— 5. —
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He wondered if he would
find anyone alive. The English-
man had looked so mmpatient
at the frontier, as though every
minute was vital to him. Was
this the appointment he had
been destined to keep?
~ The big man remembered a
favourite saying of his Turkish
grandfather: Death is a black
camel who kneels ar every
man's door ., . .

Down in the gulley a tiny
spurt of flame broke the dark-
ness. The big man jerked the
Liiger from his belt and broke
into a run,”

The flame flared into a yel-
low ball and he saw a flat
Chinese face turned towards
him.

He fired twice without break-
ing his stride, and the driver
clawed at the air with a hand
like a blazing faggot, then fell
back against the crumpled mass
of wreckage.

The roof of the little car
was folded back like the cover
of a book with a broken
binding. The Englishman was
lying on his back. It was hard

LOOKING AHEAD |

Programme summary for Saturday, August 21

1.0 Mewt

1.5 Summaer Sport

1.10 Tewnis from Scarborough
1.25 Racisg frem Ripon
1.3% Tennis

2.55 Racing

35 Show jumpling

1215 Racing

3135 Show Jumplng

145 Tennls

4.0 Professlonal Wrestling
5.5 3Sports Reownd-up

5.15 Sir Francis Draks

545 Mews

5.50 Lucky Stars Summer Spin
£.30 Opportimity Knocks

T.10 Hong Kong

8.15 The Frankis Vaughan Show
B.50 Hawallan Eye

P40 Haws

#.50 Ghost Squad

10.50 ABC Weelkend

11.20 Time to Remember followed by
the Weather and Epllogue
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to tell whether he was dead
or not.

In any case, there was no
time to examine him—no time
for finesse of any sort.

Ominous tongues of flame
were already feedng onm the
scattered patches of petrol, lick-
ing towards the still dripping
tank.

The big man knew he had
only a few seconds to get the
Englishman out.

He reached in and caught
him by the shoulders, heaving
with all his great strength.

For a2 moment the whole
mass of the car shifted. and
then the broken seat slipped
forward and the Englishman’s
legs came free.

The big man threw him over
one shoulder and ran back up
the gulley as though the body
weighed no more than a sack
of straw,

He was 20 yards away when
he felt the blast of the explod-
ing petrol tank. After that he
slowed his pace slightly, but
went on without turming until
he reached his car.

He found then that the
Englishman was still breathing
and 50 laid him down on the
Volkswagen's back seat.

He was bleeding heavily from
a jagged gash over the left ear,
but that would have to wait.

Somebody would be arriving
soon to investigate the bonfire.
Flames were shooting 30 feet
mto the air. He returned the
Liiger to the glove compart-
ment and drove off towards
Jesenice,
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He had gone barely two kilo-
metres when an open lorry full
of policija shot past him on its
way to the scene of the crash.

The big man smiled behind
his moustache. There wouldn't
be much left by the time they
arrived.

After a while he began to
whistle tunelessly to himself.

They had passed through
Jesenice, and were heading
sputh towards Bled, when he
heard a click from the direction
of the back seat.

Before the big man could
turn something cold and sharp
pressed against the back of his
neck. A voice said, “Who are
you?”

The red moustache twitched
and the big man looked in the
mirror admiringly. “They told
me you were tough,” he said.
“You have a head like a can-
non ball, my friend
. The pressure of the knife
increased aeainst his neck. The
voice sounded frail but deter-
mined. “Who are you?"

“Shastrif,” the big man said,

“You are John Drake.”

“Shastrif?”

“I was waiting for you at the
frontier,” Shastrif said. “Since
you left London there has been
a c:ha.nge. of plan — *

He did not finish the sentence
because Drake was lying on the
floor. Shastrif stopped the car
and lifted him back on to the
seat.

He hoped that his cousin
Luetic would know of a reliable
doctor . . .

Drake recovered conscious-
ness for the second time to find
it was broad daylight. Sunlight
was streaming through the win-
dow across his bed.

He tried to sit up, but a large
hand held him back.

“MNot so fast,” Shastrif said.
“Even a cannon ball can be
dented."

He offered Drake a glass of
some warm, milky liquid.
Drake drank it gratefully and
decided he was going to live.
His head hurt abominably but
that would pass.

“Wag it a bad smash? he
said,

“You were fortunate your
car had right hand drive.
Otherwise — ™  Shastrif
shrugged. He told Drake what
had happened after he reached
the wreck. :

“Going to cremate me alive?"
Drake pursed his lips. “Nice
fellows.™

“Cultural attaches to the
Chinese Embassy,” Shastrif
said. “I have seen them many
times. When I saw them wait-
ing at the border I knew there
was going to be trouble ™

“What made you come to
meet me?” Drake asked,

“A change of plan,” Shastrif
sald. He stood up. “We will
talk about that this evening.
Till then the doctor says you
must rest.”
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He went out of the room and
Drake lay back against the
pillows. Apparently he owed
the big man his life.

He ought to be grateful for
that. But who had told the
Chinese he was coming to
Yugoslavia and the route he
was taking?

Coldly, Drake listed in his
mind the names of those who
could have betrayed him. It
was a very short list, And
Shastrif had to be one of the
names on it.

©) Robert Holmes, 1945.

Next week: A Russian
on the run
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