A COFFIN-LID RISES AND DEATH STRIKES
- FROMTHE...
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’AM your srory-feﬂer,
Simon Gaunt. It was
8\ just before the last war
A\ when a Frenchwoman
named Marie Claude
received a nasty shock
while visiting the local
churchyard in the small
village of Moutiers . . .”"

M Aaagghh—no! The &
& lid . . . it's opening!

“it was a joke that proved 5’{"\?’_\ i
. 1 I'{1didn’t mean to kill
unexpectedly profitable for the C'the pld girlbutiES
certainly turned

/( out well for me! )’

woman's nephew, Andre Cfade el

have received a

massive shock to bring

> on such a severe i
heart-attack, Andre.

So now you will

inherit her cafe.

B Ves, but | had no ldea
k. she had made a will in | &
| =z mv favour!

Y The local undertakers were

none foo pleased about the
funeral . . . "

Just a joke, Tante
{ Marie! Don't be afraid!
- It's only me—your
& nephew, Andre Claude! )

He may yet regret
ignoring the wishes S
b, of the dead . . .

The arrangements were
P~ not entirely accordmg to
your aunt’s wrshes

Andre Claude regrets
nothing but spending ‘s
money! He is as mean as )

his poor aunt was

Thev were all that o
, could be afforded!

Yours is now tha best i
restaurant in the dlstnct

1 always try to prowde the S
best, monsieur. Money is no
object to me!




