The cake that had death baked into it!
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ICKY W , crack sprinter
and British Secret Service
agent, was touring Germany with
an athletics team in- 1938, just
before the start of World War Il
Dicky was frying to find out about
Germany's Ultimate Weapon, but.
so far he’d had no success.
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I-I DON'T KNOW [N I WANT A WORD WITH YOU,
WHAT Y-YOU MEAN! M X G 34, AND I MEAN TO GET
GET OUT OF HERE! S S s E IT! I'VE GIVEN YOU THE
i = - PASSWORD SO YOU KNOW
. WHO I AM.
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T'LLGET A Yo\ s L m e
n MESSAGE TO YOU! jead / ,,,,"l,,gl ;I ]
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! An hour later Donald Campbell, the British sprinter, was in VES, I1°S FROM THE
; the hotellounge. CAFE. BUT-WHY
It [ HELLO, DICKY, THAT PARCEL ARRIVED ) : SEND A PARCEL?

FOR YOU A FEW MINUTES AGO.
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CARE, WERE

YOU Ex%&cnue
1T

GET DOWN,

THIS MAY. BE Yegamm
6 34'S WAY OF
CONTACTING ME. Jii

PHEW! IT WAS
FULL OF ACID! THAT
{ COULD HAVE MADE
A REAL MESS OF 3
YOU, DICKY. 4




