IT HAS BROKEN OFF
MY LANCE-NOW ALL
DEPENDS ON MY
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THAT SHOULD F
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ER.

Exhausted by his efforts, Tristram lay down
to rest. While he slept, the Seneschal
Teturned.

i IF | TAKE THE BEAST'S TONGUE
THAT WILL BE PROOF OF THE KILLING.

YOU DID NOT SLAY THE

MONSTER, LIAR, FOR THOUGH

YOU HAVE ITS HEAD, | HAVE
” ITS TONGUE.
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In a rage, the Seneschal drew his sword and attacked
* Tristram.

BEHOLD THE MONSTER'S HEAD
SIRE, TO PROVE THAT |
SLEWAHIT: - g

1 The Seneschal was no maltch for Tristram.
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And so there was peace

/ between Cornwall and

: : Z Ireland. When Tristram

. 7 returned to England, he

p i went to Camelot, where

) \ i e he became one of the most

7 m/ { s - distinguished knights of

' < “ the Round Table.
YOU HAVE DONE NOBLE WORK, 2 :

SIR TRISTRAM, HENCE FORTH THERE Yl
SHALL BE FRIENDSHIP BETWEEN ¢

<
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YOU, SIRE. THAT ) \g
IS MY DEAREST WISH, / P28

NEXT THURSDAY—Meet Sir Percival, the knight who is deadly with a spear!



