ON A COLD NOVEMBER EVENING MANY YEARS
AGO, ANGUS MACPHERSON (CHIEF GUARD
AT THE NEWTOWN FPRISON) YAWNEP AND
CLoSep #)s EYES., - & _
; e |

ANGUS HAP HAD A LONG AND
TIRING PAY AND NoW, AS THE
CLOCK STRULK 11 , THE THREE
PLATEFULS oF SAAQHETTI
BOLOGNESE He'D ENJOYEP
AT DINNER WERE PULLING
HiM THE DEEFEST

OF DEEP SLEEFS.
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I'n ,'u.‘!: have
o litrle nag.

mindF ] ned
For a while,

ANGUS STRETCHED o A WOoDEN Bpnc# AND TRIED To RELAx.
Rur, FOR SOME EEASON, HE CQULDON'T GET 7o SLEEP THEN HE

HAD AN |DPEA.

1 know what the truble (s,

It's this belt of mine,
I¢'s much too tight,

HE RoLlLED TooK

oNTB THE FLOOR.,

IN THE DARKNESS ofF CELL 269, FREDERIt CARRUTHERS (A 8AnK
NANAGES WHO HAD LENT HIMSELF #250,000) WAS
PLANNING HIS ESCAPE,

If 1 could qet the I'C'U,IS_..
MocPherson's belt, [ Could
:L:‘P through the side
doer, run the

jump the Prl..snﬁ all
oo l:.z heme for
break fast, < LI L 2 PR
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HE TIPTOED TO THE FKoNT OF THE CELL AND LOOKED
THERE wAST NO oNE ABQUL NE Took A PEEP BREATH...

JUST THEN HE
CAVGHT SIGHT
OF ANGUS’
BELT LyiNng
ON THE FLOOR.

The keys! He's Just
dropped the belt with the
keyS‘. This & foa-acod
to be true.




