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WELCOME TO THIRD EARTH! Indeed, an espe-

cially fond welcome 1o this, the third (and, dare

we say il, greatest!) THUNDERCATS Annual.
Yep — for the first time, we're proud to present an
all-new package of storiss featuring everyone's
favourite bewhiskered super heroes — the Thundercats!
All your favourites are here — there’s Lion-0, Panthro,
Tyara, Cheetara, Wilykat, Wilykit, Jaga and of course,
Snarf. Join them in Thunder-action as we take a trip AT R —
somewhere in time to the distant past of Third Earth, and [~ : ”:
the first dynasty of the dastardly devil-priest Mumm-Ra
the Ever-Living! Catch up on the past history of the Cats’ . THIS .

own planet on page 14, but don’t miss our sensational

text story, featuring none other than... The Thunder-
dogs! The History of Plunn-darr is covered in spine-
chilling detail on page 22, and then we've a bumper 22

pages of hotter-than-hot Thundercatting, as we follow
the Fireballs of Plun-darr across the troubled skies of
Third Earth. There's a smattering of background detail

to Third Earth itself on page 45 for the historians among To

you, and to round off those 64 sensational pages
there’s the concluding part of Past Perils, and the final
fate of those Thunderdogs. That's all from us — except 1o
remind you that you can follow the fortunes of our
famed felines in Marvel’s THUNDERCATS comic. For O e 1 e 1 S
now, dim the lights, sit back, and enjoy. The action is
about to begin...

5 PAST PERILS TIMES TWO - Part 1

14 THE CHRONICLES OF THUNDERA —————

ENII T
STEPHEN BASKERVILLE, GEOFF
15 THUNDERDOGS HO! Parf 1 SENIOR AND JOHN BURNS
o EDITOR JOHN TOMLINSON

22 THE CHRONICLES OF PLUN-DARR  ——“Clofiiie

23 THE FIREBALLS OF PLUN-DARR A
45 THE CHRONICLES OF THIRD EARTH -

46 - THUNDERDOGS HO! Part 2

53 PAST PERILS TIMES TWO — Part 2
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I'DBETTER GO IN_FIRST, ~/
CHEETARA, 'LL ShLLroa
HELP IF | NEED [

MO MATTER WHAT
LION-O SAID, |
AVE To GO

BOUGHT MYSELF MORE TROUBLE THAN

[ COULD POSSIBLY IMAGIN

“BUT WHY DO 1 GET THE FEELING (JUST




8Y THE MANES OF THE
ANCESTORS [ WHERE TS
NOW 2 WHERE 'S
LS

Acee :@
5TOP! STOP!

YOL'LL LIET THAT
ONY* YOURSELF FOR
YOUR CLUMSINESS !

STOP ! STOP BEATING
THAT MAN IN THE NAME OF
THE THUNDERCATS |
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THUNDER, .
T'HUNDEECAT

THE NAME'S LION-O,
ERETTYISOVI Ot
DO WELL Tt
REMEMBER 1T 1




THE CAVE'S MIST
HAS TURNED RED !
THE FLOOR — LIKE
LAVA [ WHAT 'S
HAPFPENING 2

HELPUS !y | ;
ALEASE !

SAVE YOU
FROM WHAT 2

g3

A
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NIGHTFALL . A CAMP ON THE OUT SKIRTS OF
A DESERT OF PHOSPHOROUS SANDS... [
a—"

LET'S GET THIS

THAT EXPLAINS
IT, THEN [ THIS IS
FIRST EARTH [

———e—— =T
['VE BEEN HERE BEFORE, WITH THE
OTHER THUNGERCATS

TLE

A
#SEE LAST YEAR'S
THUNDERCATS
ANNUAL .

TELL ME, WYKURZ —
HAVE YOU A PHARAOH
KA-REY-BAR 7

THIRD EARTH OF
MUN- R A AMD
R HIS EVIL ...

¥ INDEED NOT,
Y Lion-

. WE
MUST Make
CERTAIN
THAT IT IS
NEVER
asuILT
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WE DO NOT
UNDERSTAND, MIGHT ¥
]

FEARFULLY ?

. GIVE ME SIGHT
BEYOND SIGHT |

1 CAN ONLY SHOW YO WHAT

THE

PASSAGE OF CENTURIES WiLL

ORE OF OMEN!

MAKE OF YOUR EviL MASTER
S.

‘BEHOLD — THE evit

OF MUMM-RA !

AND KNOW THIS —THERE
CAN BE NO PEACE — FOR

ANY OF YOU — UNTIL HE
MNOMSHE

e

HE ARMIES OF
MUMM-RA, THE
EVER LIVING
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THAT
WAS TOO
CLOSE /

e e
. RUN, LADY, RUN |
W >

RRIOKH, BACK ON
THUNDERA. .

YEP—LOOKS
LIKE IT STICL

YOU wER

T
MOTHER WON'T BE
TOOD HAPBY
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THE CHRONICLES OF
THUNDERA

&

nd it came fo pass that, in the

seventh quadrant of @ distant

claxy, there furned a shimmering,
bejewelled planet. Thundera was heme to
a great and noble race of warrior cats, but
peace had reigned there for o thousand
generations. The capital city of Grimalk-
ingrad was o fabulous place of domes and
minarets, presided over by the fobled Cats”
Lair, seatl of Impericl pawer on Thundera.
Cats’ Lair wos home fo the Panthera Leo line,
noble Royal Family of Thundera, who had
held the reins of power since the dawn of

recorded history. Guardian of that power was
Jaga the Wise, former Lord of the |
Thundercats and keeper of the ancient

secrets of the Eye of Thundera. Not even
Jaga knew the origin of the Eye, a great,
ruby-red jewel embedded in the hilt of the
mystic Sword of Omens. According to the
Tf:underiun Book Of Kings I‘Ee Eye
was ¢ gift from Catamountain, who lived
when Thundera was young and volcanoes
scarred the face of the planei. It was certcinly
true that Lion-O's ancestor, Leonus the
Wanderer, had originally found the Sword
of Omens in an ancient lava basin high on
Mount Grimalkin, the dormant volcano
around which Thundera’s capiiol was later

built. Legend has it that, as Leanus chipped the

Sword free of the lava, a great scarlet beam
lanced into the heavens, painting the image of
a cal's head across the clouds, Tn the roar of
the thunderstorm Leonus was said to have
heard the ghostly laughter of Catamountain,
and when the wandering Thundercat de-
scended from the mountain, it was as first Lord
of the Thundercats. A new code was hailed
the length and breadth of the land — that of
Justice, Truth, Honour and Loyalty
—The Code of Thundera!

It was many generations later that the orbit of
Thundera’s sun began fo decay, crecfing

immense gravitational forces which eventually &
tore the planet apart. Escaping the dying fires _

of Thundera, bringing with them the laws and
ideals of their doomed planet, were Jaga
the Wise, Panthro the Deadly, Tyg-
ra the Invisible, Cheetara the Quick,

Wilykat and Wilykit, a cunning junior |

duo, and the Snarf — all sworn to serve their
young Lord, Lion-0. The Thundercats!

lilusiraticn: COLLINS/BASKERVILLE Colour: EUAN PETERS.
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FPlot SIMON FURMAN .Sh‘u/ MIKE COLLINS . llustrations DARREN GOODACRE .Cc\uuw STEVE WHITE

he Thundercats were en-
joying a rare doy of peace in
the Cats’ Lair, their home on
Third Earth.

“I've finally got the chance
to get this place fixed up,” said Tygra as he
and Snarf went around measuring an
designing features to the Lair.

"Yes, Snorf we never seem to stop! If it's
not giant robols, it's earthquakes, or raiding
mutanis..” moaned Snarf, happy to have
something to complain about.

Indeed, all the Thundercats were enjoying
this surprisingly quiet period — Panthro was
cleaning the Thundertank, baftered and dirfy
from a recent battle. Lion-O and Cheetara
had gone with Wilykat and Kit to gather
firewood, and were now returning laden
down with ample wood to last them all
winter long.

“Is not often we get to just walk through
Third Earth and smell the roses,” mused a
content Cheetara,

“Makes you wish we could just sefile dewn
here ot peace, doesn’t it?” said Lion-O,
smiling back. They both looked into the
cloudless sunny sky, watching Kat and Kit
flitting by on their spaceboards.

“We missed so much, leaving Thundeam,”
sighed Cheetara.

“Well, this is our home now — we'd best
make it a happy place.” Lion-O tried to
dispel ihe wistfulness in Cheetara’s voice,
thaugh he felt the same longings for their
long-gone home planet. “Let's hope this time
losts—"

He knew os he said it, that it was a vain
hope. The peace was to be shattered all too
SO

on...
"LION-O! Come quick!” Wilykit zipped

www.thundercatsfans.org |




down towards them on her board, a worried
expression on her foce.

"What's happened?” Lion-O dropped the
wood and was ready to leap inte action.

“Look! Therel” Cheetara and Lion-O
looked toward Cats’ Lair, where Wilykit was
about fo touch down by the prone figure of
a Moaleman. They raced the few dazen
mefres fo the scene in seconds.

nside Cats” Lair, all the Thunder-

cats were gathered around the

injured Moleman, wha had been
tended fo by Snarf,

“Tell us what happened,” inquired Panthro.
The Meleman sat up on the bed they had
placed him on,

“It was terrible,” began the Moleman. "We
suddenly found ourselves under aiiack from
big, black bird-like things... they flew down
from the sky.. | ran o you... seeking help...”

There was no time to wail. Leaving Snarf
to tend to the injured Moleman, the
Thundereats charged off to the Maolemen's

pits.

“Thundercats Ho!” cried Lion-O, leading
them to batile,

The Thundercats, full of energy, ready for
afight, arrived at the pits...

Only fo find they weren't needed.

"What happened?” asked the confused
Lion-O, the Sword of Omens held limp ot his
side, where seconds before it had been held
high and proud. Rix, leader of the Malemen,
stepped forward and talked io the Thunder-
cats, as the black demons flew off, put to
flight.

“Oh, if's you lot” he commented, off-
handedly. “Well, as you can see, you're o
litile late to deal with our problem.”

The stunned Thundercats wers confused. It
was a second before anyone had anything
to say. Tygra spoke first...

"Who — how — what..? The demons have
been driven off?”

“Yes, and withaut your help,”said a voice
from out of the pits. The Thundercats turned
as one fowards the source of the voice,

Coming out of the pil wers six figures, all
dresseg in exotic and drematic armour,
bejewelled and stylish. The Thundercots
goped os Rix smiled towards the
approaching figures,

“May | infroduce Brutus, Snarl, Cur,
Imperious Rex, Mass ond Walf — the
THUNDERDOGSI"

Brutus was fall, muscular, o gleaming,
ruby-studded gold belt around his waist,

1%
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bright green knee-high boots. His jerkin was
edged at the shoulders with yellow studs.

Snarl stooped, a sirange glow in his eyes.
Across his chest were several straps, each
carrying a thrawing weapon, a short knife in
a thigh sirap, and a bow slung over ane
shoulder. His pirate boots, jacket and frunks
were leather,

Cur was swathed in a cloak, light brown in
calour, underneath which various weapons
were visible. He walked barefoot.

Imperious Rex was every inch the leader.
Around his neck were three jewslled discs,
hung en a gold chain; o vast gleaming
waistband, similarly jewelled, shore so
bright as to hurt the eyes. He carried, acrass
his back, a long sword with a glittering
handle. His shoulders were swathed in a
short ermine clook and, around one
forearm, @ gold band gleamed. He had an
arrogant bearing, more than proud.

Mass siood to the side of Rex, carrying o
long, bejewelled spear. His clothing con-
sisted of grey Irunks and « leather shoulder
band from which a knife hung.

Wolf, the last of the Thunderdags, were a
lang jackst, edged in gold, acrass o light
blue tunic, with o gold belt around his waist
from which hung a glimmeringly detailed
SWOr

The Thundercats took in all this detail,
awed by the sheer glow and show of the
group. Imperious Rex, a full half meire taller
than Lion-O, stepped forward, his walk
deliberate, powerful and graceful He sirade
over, loaking down on Lion-O.

"We saved these poor people from the
demon threat — probably coused by that ald
sorcerer, Mumm-Ra, | reckon.” Rex gave out
a short, sneering laugh. “Didn't take long.
Didn't take much effor. No sweat. No
problem” he smiled chillingly af Lion-O.
“lust as well we were around, really. Can't
see you litlle kitens having managed it.
Would've been bad for the Molemen.”

Lion-O felt anger slirring, but iried to
recover his composure,

“Its goed you were around. You saved
these people cll rightl Are you, uh, planning
on staying around?” Rex smiled again.
Lion-O really didn't like that smile.

“Well, we were cerlainly thinking about
that, kitty-kitty.” he scratched one fang with a
short blads drawn from his waistband. "“We
were thinking how we were needed here,
that maybe we'd stay ¢ long timel” He let out
alitlle chuckle. "So maybe you'd better think
about, oh | dont know..” he looked
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skywards, then back down on Lion-O,
grinning widely,” ..how about gardening ?*

Lion-O was fuming now, He turned away
from Rex, afraid he might hit the Thunder-
dog. Rex was enjoying it

“Going somewhere, kitty-killy? Better rush,
get in some gardening before sundown... get
used fo if. You aren’t going to be doing much
heraics from now an, eh? Not with us here!”

Panthro had had enough.

“Waich your tongue, butchl We've done
quite enough to make ourselves welcome on
this planetl Stopping one bunch of Mumm-
Ra's demons isn't everythingl”

Rex peered naslily al Panthro, who met his
gaze equally MNesither flinched. Chestara
intervened before a fight broke out.

“Well, I'm sure | speak for us all in
welcoming you ta Third Earth and wishing
you cll the best here, Mr. Rex—"

"IMPERIOUS Rex, kitty,” he sneered back.
“You'll saon get used fo the name ”

Mot another word was spoken. The
Thundercats left, angry and confused. The
Thunderdogs locked on, smug and grinning.

he next few weeks were some of
the most miserable the Thunder-
cats had ever spent. How could
they abject to other heroes? Lives were
being saved all over the place, as Mumm-Ra
stepped up his evil scheming, and one
natural disaster after another kept happen-
ing. The Forest of Giant Insects had been
overrun by a plague of Mutants. The
Thunderdogs had been there to stop them.
Berbil Village had almost fallen down o
fissure created by an earthquake, but the
heroic acts of Wolf and Imperious Rex had
led to the sealing of the fissure. The Bridge of
Light had flickered out. Cur found a way to
recrecte the mystical forees that powered it.
And so on.
And so on,
The Thundercats rase to every occasion,
charged fearlessly in ta solve every dilemma,
- each crisis, any disaster. Without fail, the
Thunderdogs were either polishing off a
marauding  army, solving - some mystical
problem, or had already Teft, having done
the job ages earlier. The Thundercafs were
beginning fo feel foolish.
Lion-O, who only recently had spoken of
a need for some peace, felt frusirated ai
getting his wish. The fact thai the Thunder-
dogs were so good irritated him strangely.
They were so smug, so self-important.” But
good. Really good.

“Why are they always there first?l” Lion-O
cried out 1o no one in particular, waving his
arms high. Tygra wasn't impressed with the
young leader’s outcry,

"Now wait ¢ moment, Lion-Q" he
cautioned, "You can't change the fact that
they've done good. Lefs of it.”

“Sure. Lots and lots and lofs. Tons of il
They're sa brimming with goodwill lewards
everybody,I'm surprised no-one‘s arganised
a parade while they toke o breath between
disasters!”

Tygra had his own reservations about the
Thunderdogs. For now, he felt it was his duty
to calm Lion-O.

“You're noi a litle... jealous, are you,
Lion-O?"

Lion-O locked shocked. He hadn't even
thought.

“I-no, of course not, it's just I..." Lion-O was
confused. "They aren’t what they seeml” He
looked to Tygra for help.

“MNo. But thai's not the point. We can't
menopoelise the ‘good deeds’ business, and
getting irate with the Thunderdogs makes it
lock like we only do what we do for the
glary.” Tygra impressed himself by being so
rational, though he'd hove loved to have
faught the overbearing Imperious Rex o
lesson ot their first mesting.

‘I suppase you're right... but..” he didn't
finish the senience. It would have sounded
so much like sour grapes to everyane else.
He had suspicions, but no evidencs. Yet,

e R T RTINS
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he dramatic endeavours of the
Thunderdogs continued. The many
and various groups on the planet

came to accept the Thunderdogs as the folk

heroes of Third Earth. Several of the
Thundercats began to wonder — were they
needed anymore? Was it fime to find
another world? The Thunderdogs were
certainly making it an uncomfortable place
to be for a has-been group of heroes...

Around Cats’ Lair, activities continued at a
subdued pace. No one cared much about
anything. Tygra got on with designing
devices they would prabably never use now
that the occasions to outwit Mumm-Ra and
his henchmen had gone. Panihro cleaned an
already gleaming Thundertank, unused for
weeks. Wilykat and Wilykit spent fime with
Cheelara learning more about the world of
Thunderm, Lion-O walked the corridors of
Cats’ Lair alone.

The greater the praise for the Thunder-
dogs, the worse Lion-O felt. He couldn't
shake the feeling that something was very,

very wrong.
narf had, for some time now, been
aware of his young leader’s sad

.monds, He waotche im wal

silent corridors, listened to him sigh af some
unspoken thought. But what io do? Lion-O
had kept to himself since his talk with Tygra.
Snarf had fo get him out of the doldrums...

“Ta dal”

Lion-C looked up from the exercise
machine he had been working out on. Snarf
was balancing upside down on one arm,
juggling five berbilfruit between his feel, o
massive, desperate grin glued to his fuce.

| said — Ta dal’ The amazing, wondrous
Snarf is here to entertain, to illuminate, io="

“I'm not in the mood, Snarf.” Lion-O was
offthand, weary.

Snarf got irate. “Listen, chuckles! It's aken
-me hours to get that trick right, Snarf, you
might at least look of itl”

Lion-O only smiled wearily.

“Is it those Thunderdogs that've got you
down, huh?” asked Snarf encouragingly.
Lion-O shrugged. Snarf fried again. "Weil,
we don't need to bother with them, do we?
We‘'re the Thunder-thunder-
THUNDERCATS!"

Snarf leapt into the i, arm raised os if
holding up the Sword of Omens, and fell flat
on his foce. He locked up to see if Lion-O
was laughing. He wasn't,

“'m sorry, Snarf, 'm just not in the mood

R

AU

right now.” Snarf locked sadly at him, and
started 1o lsave. *Snarf,” he turned, expec-

tant. “.. do you think I'd make o good
gardener?”

The next day the alarm sounded in Cats’
Lair. Wearlly, Ponthro looked up from

polishing the Thunderiank. The light blinked
off, as it always did these days.

“Well, how about that. Emergency cancel-
led. | wonder who got there,” said Panihro,
clready knowing the answer.

No one was surprised. No one did
anything. It had become run of the the mill.
Mo-one expscted to see any action, and so
no-one prepared ta go out. Excepi one...

As the bell sounded, Snarf leapt up from
the stool where he had been cancocting that
day's dinner and charged info the control
room, picking up the monitor contral
Cheetara, alarmed at the smoke pouring
from the kitchen, ran in to find faod burning
furiously on the stove, and Snarf nowhere to
be seen.

“Where could he have gone?” she asked
herself, dousing the flames. Then she went
back to the snooze she'd been in before the
smoke had awoken her. The clarm hadn't
disturbed her at all. She heard it too often.
And it always stopped, anyway.

tthe foot of Hock Mountain, in the

Kingdom of the Snewmen, King

Hanuman shook hands gratefully
with Imperious Rex. Mumm-Ra had seni o
horde of vicious Kleggasaur and Mubmub
birds to atiack the castle. Luckily the
Thunderdogs just happened io be passing
on their way home from @ party given in
their honour at the Caves of Trolls and
Giants, thanking them for praiecting the land
from the Phantasy Beasts of Glogshevva the
previous week_ It had hean no probism to
sort out the evil bird creatures.

“Think nothing of it, King Hanuman,” said
Rex in a mock-modest manner. “Me and the
lads, we needed o bit of a workout after that
food. Did us allgood, ¢h?”

The king smiled.

“I don't know what we did before you
came along—" he stopped, redlising what he
had said, instantly recalling the many times
the Thundercats had saved them. “Er, |
mean... that is, not to say the Thundercats
didn’t—"

Rex winked at the king. The Thunderdogs
grinned. "Hey, Kingy, we get the picture, right,
guys?”

There were mutters of agreement, and
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small nasty laughs that alarmed the king.
Rex became jovial again.

“Well, it's been really great helping you
outlike this, Hanny, but me and the lads have
got other villains to beat, other disasters fo
quell, stuff like that. Remember” — Rex
looked his most sincere — *I want you to call
us anytime if there's the slightest disaster,
calamity, upheaval, plague of frogomorphs,
vast green flying things that go squark —
anylime — OK? Remember our motio, Hanny
= 'NO PROBLEM'. Saving folk is our
business”, he grinned again. “Accept no
substitutes, right?”

© Problem”, muttered Snarf to
himself, “no problem indeed...” He
was hidden behind o snowbank
watching the departing Thunderdogs. He'd
arrived in time fo hear Rex’s nasty asides
about the Thundercats. Had he been doing
that every time he'd saved someone?
Gradually moking everyone believe that the
Thundercals were o useless bunch of
amaieurs? The idea annoyed Snarf, who let
outa small growl.
“Grrsnarf! Il show them!” he said o
himself. But show them what? He would
have to think about that...

Snarf spent the rest of the day trailing the
Thunderdogs. It was quite o day, foa. The
Kleggosaur and Mubmub birds staged two
more assaults — luckily the Thunderdags
were on hand both times to see them off. In
fact, it almost seemed to Snarf that maybe
the Thunderdogs were there hefore the
magical birds furned up,

Berbil Village suffered another earth
tremor. The Thunderdogs dived in to save the
doy again, and Rex apalogised for not
having sorted things out properly last fime
the world cracked open. The Berbils were
too grateful to complain.

Things slowed down a bit in the afterncon
— a Buffladrekker robot buili by 5-5-Slithe
attacked the Treetop Village of the Warrior
Women, ifs massive cyberharns tearing at
the bases of the trees. Snarl threw his
weapons ot the Bufflodrekker’s mighty legs,
smashing one, disabling anather. Cur raised
a blaster from under his cloak and blasted
the nerve centre of the hulking rebot, which
just -happened to be placed prominently
between the two horns on s head. The
robot stiffened, then fell over, just missing
hwo more trees. The Thunderdogs were
given garlands and gifts by the Warrior
Women. Snarf, hidden behind a iree,

www.thundercatsfans.ob
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watched this — the fifth such victory that day
— and found his suspicians growing.
@ dogs headed home, not knowing
Snarf was siill frailing them. Their

home was a fort-type wood structure on the
edge of the Swamp of Serpents. On tap of
each wall were rozor-sharp iree  trunks
like massive, threatening pencils. To the other
side was the Forest of Giant Insecis. The
Thunderdogs had setiled there after they
had beaten back the marauding Mutants a
few weeks earlier. They could have had the
pick of any site in Third Earth, so well were
they regarded now. However, they chose 1o
live in an inaccessible and frightening area.
People assumed they had gone there to be
ever-vigilant, not wanfing o get as comfori-
able and luzy as (everyone now assumed)
had the Thundercats.

That wasn't the reason.

It wasn't even close.

The Thunderdogs wanted to be away
from the masses of Third Earth’s residents.

s night began fo fall, the Thunder-

20

S L,

Snarf was here to find out what the real
reason was. His bravery astonished even
himself. Here he was in one of the nastiest,
creepiesi parts of Third Earth, ot night, even,
and he hadn‘t whimpered or panicked at all.
Well, not much. Certainly, the Thunderdags
hadr't noficed, They were too busy patfing
each other an the back and laughing at
jokes that Snarf didn't fully understand. [t
seemed they didn't take being heroes all that
seriously.

The Thunderdogs entered their fortress,
passing under the sign proclaiming "THUN-
DERKENNEL: SUPERHEROES ONLY." Snarl
and Cur were left on guard. Snorf loaked for
a way in, which meant climbing up one wall.
He managed it, only falling off hwice. From
on top of the wall he could make out a
barracks, with light shining aut of the
windows. The Thunderdogs' laughter could
be heord. Snarf made his way down,
peering through o window.

Rex was slouched back in a stout woaden
chair, drinking from a large crystal tankard
{a gift from the Rackmen for defeating the
Cyber-Silicon Bews! three weeks earlier). He
and the other dogs, Mass, Brutus, and Wolf
were finding something highly amusing.
Snarf listened intently.

“..And — and then it came crashing down!
WOOMP! S-S-Slithe ahways picks a greal
place ta put those ‘off’ buttons! Ha ha hal”
laughed Rex. Wolf joined in:

“Re-hah hch-remember the —ha ha—
Cosmo-Snake? —ha ho— and ihen Cur
zapped it and —hohoha—" Wolf collapsed,
laughing. Snarf was curious to hear the rest;
the other three were wiping tears from their
eyes at the reminder of this particular story.
Wolf recovered enough o continue, *.An',
an’ it fell over; smashin’ the wall of the castlel
Hahahahahal”

Snarf felt a surge of anger at the
Thunderdogs’ laughter. What kind of heroes
were they, anyway? Suddenly, his aitenfion
was taken by a chilling voice from out of his
field of view.

“You are smug, Rex. Dont make the
mistake of overconfidence.” Snarf iried to
crane around and see who it was, but
couldn't. “The Thundercats are frusirated that
they are unable fo do good deeds — but we
want them so frustrated that they leave Third
Earih!”

Snarfs eyes grew wider as he stifled a
loud and whimpering ‘Snarf’ ery  The
Thunderdogs were deliberately trying io gel
rid of them?!
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“Yeah, well — we've been putting the word
around like you said,” Rex spoke to the
figure Snarf siill couldn’t make out. "Making
everyone believe those Thundercats are
worse than useless — maybe we'll get them to
think it themselves!” They all laughed at this.
The figure moved tontalisingly close to
Snarf's vision, but not enough to see him. He
began to speak again:

| want the Thundercats off this warld. |
want you to become the real heroes. There
will be, of course, a bonus payment for this.”

Rex grinned.

“Best money we've ever made as merce-
naries, this isl” The others muttered their
happy agreement. “Trade’s been bad, but
nol now we're on contract with you,
bandaged buddy!” The dogs all howled
happily, banging their hands down on the
iable, stomping their feet. Snarf was appal-
led — ‘bandaged buddy'? They couldn’t
mean—?7

The figure stepped into view, sickly and
savage. Master of all evil on Third Earth —
First and Second Earih, come to that.

MUMM-RA, THE EVER -LIVING!

Snarf couldn't held it in any longer.

“Snaaaacarf!” he held his hand aver his
mouth. Too late. The Thunderdegs super-
sensifive hearing had caught the strangled
whimper, and their braying laughier stopped
abruptly.

Cur had Snarf by the arms before he
could will his bedy io move from iis
fear-stricken pose.

Mumm-Ra tracked a decaying, withered
finger across Snarf's face.

"Shame on you, litile fuzzball. Spying on
my brave heroes. You Thundercals must be
s0, sojealous”, he sneered.

Snarf found courage from somewhere
deep inside.

“They — Snarf — aren't heroes — Snarf —
they just go where you fell them to go! You
create all the disasters and monsters so that
they can beat them and look good!”

Mumm-Ra might have smiled, but his
expression was lost to Snarf in the incredible
network of wrinkles.

“You are a clever lifle fuzzball”, secid
Mumm-Ra. "What a pity you won't be able
to share these thoughts with anyone..”

Snarf leapt up from the seat he had been
placed on, grabbed the tankard and threw it
at Mumm-Ra, who shattered it with @ mystic
bolt. The Thunderdeags ducked as shards of
crystal flew all over the room. Snarf ran out.

“Rex! Earn your moneyl” raged Mumm- |
Ra. "Get that creature! Make sure it doesn't
get away! FETCH!"

na ran, panicking, tripping,

stumbling through the frees. He

didn't know where he was going
and he didn't care, as long as it was away
from the Thunderkennel . A break in the trees
was ahead. He made for if, and looked out
at the writhing mud of the Swamp of
Serpents.

"Oh no... Snarf.. oh no..” he muttered. A
shadow, long ond menacing, fell across
Snarf who turned slowly, his face a mask of
fear, us he looked up at the figure fowering
over him.

“Oh yes..." soid Rex soffly.

Snarf started to run, but tripped over a
tree trunk, banging his head. He fell
unconscious. Rex smiled widely. Lifting him
up with one paw, he dropped Snarf info the
mud. Snarf disappeared slowly under the
surface of the swamp.

"Na problem”, said Rex, laughing nastily.

% CONTINUED ON PAGE 46
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nd it came to pass that, on the
nightside of Thundera’s great sun,
there furned on evil sister planel.

The dark, blasted surface of Plun-darr, with B
its boiling oceans and scum deserts, played
host to a vile race of pililess, warmongering
creatures — the Evil Mutants! Originally
Plun-darr had been @ sun-dappled paradise
planet, surpassed in beauty only by Thundera.
However, the Mutanis hod been at war with
each oiher and the rest of the galaxy since the
development of the spiked club some million
winters earlier, and Plun-darr had lang since
begun to show signs of wear and tear. The
Mutants” oldest enemies were the Thunder-
cats, whose planet they had repeatedly tried
to invade since plundering the secrst of space
travel from o croshed Dendrellion star-
galleon. (It had been a flying Dendrellian
star-galleon unfil it had enfered Plun-daran
airspace.) Time and again, Warlord K-K-
Komodo of Plun-darr had launched major
offensives against Thundera — and fime and
again the Sword of Omens had dllowed
the Thundercats fo drive him back. Il was
rumovred that an Eye of Plun-darr had
once existed — embedded in the hilt of the
fabled Scimitar of the Slain, the Mutants’
ancestral weopon of conquest. Legend told
that the Scimitar lay somewhere in the
caverns beneath Darkenheath in the
Mountains of Misery, Plun-darr's capitol
city. But Darkenheath had been an unhabif-
able zone of lethal radioacitivity since the
Dendrellians extracied terrible revenge from
Plun-darr for the shooting down of their
star-galleon. The Scimitar of the Slain, it
seemed, was lost forever, along with K-K-
Kemado's reputation as a leader of Mutants.
To replace him came S5-S-Slithe, star
groduale of Repfilion School and Evil
University, and son of Ri-Kaxir the Unspeak-
able. 5-5-5lithe’s plan was to steal the Sword
of Omens — and, with if, the power of the Eye
of Thundera. Plun-darr's scientists had pre-
dicted years earlier that both Plun-darr and
Thundera would be destrayed in the changing
orbil of their sun — and it was 5-5-Slithe wha
led the Mutant Ark Fleet, including
arch-henchmen Monkian and Jackal-
man in pursuit of the Thundercats —to Third
Earth!

llhustration: COLLINS/BASKERVILLE Colour EUAN PETERS
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THE CHRONICLES OF
THIRD EARTH

J)

nd it come fo pass that the
noblecats of Thundera and the
Mutants of Plun-darr did make

planetfall on a small blue-green planet, third
in line from a young and vital sun. Third
Earth was already homs to a great variety
of roces and species, some of whom
welcomed the alien newcemers, and some of
whem did nol. One such was Mumm-Ra §
the Ever Living ancieni devil priest ond
former ruler of Third Earth. A thousand years
before the arrival of the Thundereats, Mumm-
Ra ruled the world as Pharoah Ka-Rey-
Bar, from the luxury of a great Onyx
Pyramid

However, Ka-Rey-Bar was merely a front
for Mumm-Ra's true actlivities, and his was a
five-hundred yeaor reign of terror. It ended
with the great Rammastide uprising, in
which the oppressed peoples of Third Earth |
banded together against their cruel ruler. |
Powerful though he was, Mumm-Ra could not
withstand the combined threat of his angry
subjects, and fhe fierce struggle which
followed could have only one conclusion.
Hopelessly outnumbered, Mumm-Ra and his
Thugron armies were driven back to the
Onyx Pyramid. There the devil priest still waits,
his now ancient body swathed in life-giving
bandages. Although able to summon the
ancient forces in short bursts, to restore his
youth and vigour, Mumm-Ra cannot maintain
the level for fong, and now relies on cunning
and deceit to carry out his evil plans. The
arrival of the Thundercats on Third Earih held
the promise of a new lease of life, when
Mumm-Ra discovered that the Thunderion
Flagship, carrying Lion-O and his fellow ‘Cats
to the planet, dlso bore the Eye of
Thundera mystic crystal of time —lost
power. Mumm-Ra was joined in his pursuii of
the Eye by Reptilian S-5-Slithe of the Evil
Mutants and both formed an uneasy
alliance in their aim to outwit and destroy the
‘Cats. There might be some small dispute over
ownership of he Eye affter it came info their
possession — but neither 5-5-Slithe nar
Mumm-Ra are worried. After all, they never
reallytrusted one another. .

lhstrotion: COLLINS/BASKERVILLECs/cur: EUAN PETERS
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he next day dawned. The
Thundercals went about their
business. Chestara went to
the natural springs on the
banks of the River of Despair
to fill pitchers, as Snarf was not around to do
it. Na-one had seen him since the previous
morning, but weren't too worried — after all,
if he couldnt lock after himself in a situation,
the Thunderdogs could always see to him,
couldn't they?

This did nof particularly concern Cheetara
as she carried out the imorning chores. She
hummed to herself @ song she had been
teaching Wilykat and Wilykit the previous
day. It was all about the lava forests and
emercld fountains of Thundera, and how
rainbows glowed in each green crystal, and
how the lava shimmered in the noondaoy
sun... of the soft feather meadows, the
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gentle singing rains... she began io feel
melancholy. Sie had decided that today was
the day she would broach the subject of
leaving Third Earth, The others would
understand. She sensed they felt the same.
No one seemed to want them here any
more.

"What's that?" she suddenly said out loud.
A strange shape was visible in the river. It
drifited by her position. She put down the
pitchers, and followed it as it came fo rest on
the riverbank some metres down.

She walked towaords it slowly, coutiously.
Chestara had long since recognised it. She
didn't want o believe her eyes, though. Up
close, she had no choice.

“Snarfl” she cried out. She ran fo his
barely-breathing figure, covered in the muck
and mire of the river. She held his body, his
barely-bealing heart a vague sound 1o her




keen ears. “Oh, Snarf.. "

he was back af the Cats’ Lair in
record fime.
Panthre examined Snarf for some

time. The other Thundercats said nothing, not
wishing even to think about what could and
had happened to Snarf. Eventually Panthro,
head bowed, came out of the room in which
they had placed their small friend,

“How is he? Is he — going ic be... all
right?”

Panthro, with a sad expression, only
shrugged. Lion-O barged past him and knelt
by Snarfs bed. Tears were not far from his
eyes.

“Oh, Snarf.... where did you ga? Why did
you go? Whao did this,. .?* He gritted his
teeth, held back his tears and iurned to the
athers. "Someone will pay for thisl And |
know who!”

Lion-O stood up, hand reaching down for
his sword. Tygra's hand rested gently on his,

“Lion-O, those are words of anger and
desperatfion. We don't know that anyone did
this to Snarf. Accidents will happen. .." Tygra
locked to Lion-O who looked anxious,
confused.

“You don’t want fo hear if, do you?” said
Lion-O. “I told you those Thunderdogs were
no good —" Tygra stopped him.

“You don't know that the Thunderdogs
had anyihing to do with this. You have no
proof. You disliked that Imperious Rex when
you first met him — you can't blame him for
everything —* Lion-O pushed past Tygra, his
foce a mask of anger and pain.

“F'm not a cub anymare. | know I'm right!”
The others watched him gg, silent.

o-one sow Lion-O for several
hours. He had gone to his room to
be with his toys — the precious few

mementoes of a childhood he had missed in
fleeing Thundera. He had spent those lonely
hours thinking ahout Snarf, how he had
locked after Lion-O; how Lion-O had made
fun of him; how they had meant so much to
each other. Do mean to each other, Lion-O
corrected himsalf. He will pull through. . .

Lion-O got up from the bed where he had
lain. He put the foys lo one side. He strapped
to his waist the belt from which hung the
‘S’WOrd of Omens, symbal of his grown-up
ife.

He had work to do.

Panthro was in the Cats’ Lair lab , working
on a sampls of the mud that Snarf had been
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covered in. He fumed to find Llion-O
slanding behind him.

“Well?" asked Lion-O curtly. “Whai have
you found?”

Panthro held o slide up to the light,
examining it.

emember — these are only initial
resulfs. .. not conclusive. ., “He looked away
from the slide and at Lion-O. “So dont go
jumping to conclusions.”

Lion-O raised an eyebrow, pupils dilaied.
Panthro began to feel uncomfortable.

"Well2" repeated Lion-O.

“The mud actually seems lo have come
from the Swamp of Serpents. Now, there
must be some outlet fram the Swamp to the
River of Despair... Snarf was lucky the
Serpents didn't find him tasty enough to bite.
Why he would have been near the Swamp is
beyond me — what's up there besides. . * He
stopped and looked around. The roem was
emply. Quietly he finished his senience,
“...the Thunderdogs’ Fortress. . .

mperious Rex was leading o

weapons practice and  keep-fit

session for the Thunderdogs of the
Thunderkennel. 5-S-Slithe had got into the
swing of creating bigger and more bizarre
robols for the Thunderdogs to defeat, and
Mumm-Ra had promised that today’s would
be a real spectacle

Just affer noon, an enormous four-winged
Rimmersaurus  Spekfikus with detachable
Manothreat Vampiroid Bals was to attack
the Treetop Kingdom of Willa and the
Warrior Women in revenge for the defeat of
the Bufflodrekker. The ‘off switch was
situated under the rear left wing of the
Rimmersaurus. Cur's “blaster’ wos really a
remote conirol device. Aim if, and the robot
would give a satisfying ‘boom’ noise. To add
to the spectacle this fime, the Monothreat
Vampiroids would also explode, creating o
dramatic and dazzling firewark display,
visible for several kilometres around. The
crowning event in the Thunderdogs' long
campaign.

However, an event of such importance
deserved a first-rate show; some swinging
from vines hung from the freetop hames,
death-defying leaps, and so forth. All this
required the correct preparation, which is
what Rex and the Thunderdogs were doing
as the vast gates of the Thunderkennel were
smashed fo maichwoad by the rapid slashes
of a sward.

“And @ one — two — zap that bird, and a
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CRASH! SLASHI BANG!

“Whao's at the door?!” All the Thunderdags
turned, shocked to see their mighty doors
shattered in finy pieces around the feet of the
rage-filled Lion-O.

Imperious Rex drew himself up to his full
height and walked over fo Lion-O.

“Well, well. Kitty-kitty has come 1o see the
herces at play, has he?”

. Lion-O was loo angry to speck. He gritted
his teeth, letting out @ low growl

“You know, kitty — you only had o knock.
We'd have let you in..."” Rex patted Lion-O
on the head, grinning at the angry
Thundercat. Lion-O snaiched himself away,
and  Mass, Wolf and Cur took their
opportunity for a real fight. They were tired
of play-acting. They were mercenaries, noi
actors, They didnt wani to be stage-
managed. They wanted to fight.

The three charged ot Lion-O.

“Mess with our leader, would you,
puddy-cat?!” yelled Wolf with « lille mare
glee than rightsous anger. Weapons out, the
three attacked him.

The fight was over in no time — though
Lion-O could have picked off each of them
individually, none were fighting fair and he
was overwhelmed. Lion-O realised that he
was halding back as well — after all, hadn’t
Panthre told him he shouldnt jump to
conclusions? Wasn't that exactly what he
had done?

In Lion-O's doubt-filled confusion, Wolf
was able fo wrest the Sword of Omens from
him. Lion-O managed to send him flying, but
got hit on the head by Mass's bejewelled
spear. Pain shot up one leg as Lion-O
realised that Wolf was back, and was Irying
to bite his ankle. Falling back, Lion-O found
himself pinned to the ground, os Cur went ta
his throat with a knife.

Cur suddenly vanished from Lion-Q's
chest, as much a surpriss to him os fo Lion-O.
Rex held him suspended in mid-air by his
collar. Cur grinned sheepishly at his leader.
Rex ignored him, and proceeded lo be
polite to Lion-O, who was attempiing to get
up, as Wolf and Mass backed off.

“I'd like 1o apologise for the. . . over-eager
behaviour of my aides. They saw you
manhandle me, so they fearsd the worst.
After all, you did do that—" he pointed fo the
shattered gate, “didn’t you, kitty?”

What could Lion-O say? He had blun-
dered in — had the Thunderdogs attacked
the Lair, would he have done anything

48

ry — | was just.. upset’, said
Lion-O weakly.

Rex shrugged. “l go for long walks, read o
bit of postry when I'm depressed. Il have to
try smashing a door 1o pieces. See if it does
anything for me.” He dusted Lion-O off, still
talking in @ plecsant manner. “What caused
this depression then? Gardening turning out
to be o fougher deal than you thought?
Missing out on the glory? Semeone kicked
sand in your face? Can't get the regular
brand of kitty liter af the local store
anymore?” His fone was becoming gradual-
ly more unpleasant. Lion-O felt he was being
made fun of. He wanted to leave. Oh, why
had he even come here?

That's why, he suddanly thought. Snarf, His
resolve came back, instantly.

"I was upset because a friend of mine had
an occident.”

Rex suddenly stiffened. He looked around,
then back ot Lion-O.

“One of the kiddies fall off their sky-
boards? The ladycat frip on her staff?” Rex’s
lines were meant to be humorous, but he
sounded worried. Could he have dene
something to Snarf?

“Snarf. He fell into the Swamp of Serpents.




Do you know anything about that, Imperious
ex?”

"He's the one with the big ears? No, can't
say I've seen him. .. but that there Swamp is
o bad pluce to wander by. Anything could
happen. Anyone could fall in. Even I've
slipped on the banks around there. Send my
bestwishes. He's not said anything, then?”

"Nothing. He hasn't come round yet.”
Lion-O was so unsure. Was he being lied to
or not?

“I think | speak for all the lads when | say,”
Rex looked around, an expression of mock
grief on his face, “— that we really hope the
liiile critter doesn’t suffer much longer. That
he gets better, that is.”

Lion O felt himself hopelessly outclassed.

"Listen, about your gale,” he said. "It won't
take me long te get another buili, .. lef me
pay. .. I have to apologise—"

“Grant that hound no words of regret,
Lion-O1” At the sound of the voice, all heads
turned. It was Tygra and the other Thunder-
cats, standing in Iﬁe shatiered doorway. They
all looked grim.

Cur siarted fo slink away, but Rex grabbed
him by the collar.

"Ch bey” said Cur,
now, and that's no lie,
Tygra pointed at Rex, who visibly wilted.
“Snarf came to just after Lion-O left. He
was conscious long encugh fo tell us what
you did 1o him. All the details. Thunderdags-

Hal”

Lion-Q looked outraged at ihis news. Rex
tried a weak smile.

"Now — don't go judging us without all the
facts ="

“The game is up, you fooll The prefence
will no longer workl Just get rid of them!” It
waos  Mumm-Ra  who  had  mystically
appeoared, right next fo Rex. Rex looked as if
a greal weight had been lifted from his
shoulders,

“You mean — stomping time? Rrrrightl NO
PROBLEMI" Rex grinned widely, drew his
sword from his back. “Thunderdogs —
STOMPL"

The two sides launched into each other,
and the fight began in earnest. Panthro
charged al Imperious Rex, knocking him

own

“I've been waiting to do that!” he said.

Rex gol up and sent him flying. Cur and
Mass both went at Cheetara, weapans
swinging wildly. Neither knew about her
swifiness, and collided with each ofher as
she zipped between them,

“we are truly for it

umm-Ra tock his spirit form back
to the Onyx Pyramid, fo watch the
battle in safety. He was grim faced

abaut the matter.

“They are so well balanced”, he cursed.
"The Thundercats may possibly win. . .unless |
can aller the situation, so that my side has the
advantage. .. heh heh. .

He made the image of the fight disappear
from the flames of his cauldron and called
up the image of his servant, 5-5-Sithe. ..

he batile continued, going badly

for the Thundercats. Mass, having

swiffly recovered from crashing
inta Cur, had brought dewn Tygra, hiting
him from behind. Using Tygra as a shield he
had launched on attack an Lion-0, knowing
that Lian-O wouldn't hurt his friend. Lion-O
was confused as fo what to do, Irying to
parry past Tygra's unconscious form.

Rex had Cheetara by the hair, and liffed
her up, his grin showing all his vicious-
looking feeth.

“You think this is painful, kitty lady? Just
you... wa-arrrgh!” He dropped Cheetara




and started hopping cround, holding the
foot that Wilykit had just jumped on.

“l may be small, but | can get myself
noticed!” She leapt back on her board and
flew out of his reach. Cheetara took the
opportunity to extend her staff and start
hitting Rex with it.

“Owl Owl Owl” the big Thunderdog
bellowed.

Panthro came fo with Wolf crouched over
him.

“We're not going to be any trouble now,
are we?" said the gleeful Wolf, knife out and
near Panthro’s face.

Wolf raised his knife arm, heard a swoosh,
but ignored it. He came to bring the knife
back down, and found his hand empty.

"Uh-ch...” He locked ai Panthro, who
was now smiling. He looked around to see
Wilykat holding his knife just aut of reach on
his skybuurd He looked back at Panthro.

Panthro liffed the now unconscious Wolf
off him and joined the others in batile,

Tygra came round fo see Lion-O standing
in front of him, swinging a sword. Why?
Tygra looked down and saw he'd grown a
third arm, and was fighting Lion-O back with
his sword. Affer a second his mind cleared.
Someone — the owner of the arm — was
using him a shield.

WHOK! Tygra lowered the unconscious
Cur gently to the ground.

The baitle was  definitely going the
Thundercals’ way. Luckily for the ‘Dogs, a
massive cloud seemed to paoss over the
battle. They all locked up, the batile
forgoften for a moment.

“What a wonderful Rimmersaurus Spekfi-
kus,” Rex said to himself. Several smaller
figures, barely visible in the bright sun, flew
rom the great metal bird “And what
de\ighﬂu\ detachable Monothreal Vampiraid
Buis. .

The Thundareats ducked for cover as the
Vampiroids offacked. Rex and the Dogs
reclaimed their fallen weapons. Lion-O
managed 1o cut through four of the bats as
they launched themselves at him, before he
fell. Wilykat and Wilykit found themselves
smothered by the birds, no more than o
meire wingspan each and, unable to conirol
their boards, thay crashed fo the ground.

Cheetara found herself lifted into the air
as the bats grabbed either end of her staff.
They just as swiflly let her drop. Her fall was
broken by Panthro, and both were knocked
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out. Tygra fell before too long at the
onslaught.
Luckily for the ‘Dogs.

he Thundercats came io, finding
themselves resircined, all roped
up. Locking up, ihey saw the

fortress tops had the mechanical bats
perched on them, looking down on the
scene. Over the enirance, the Rimmersaurus
had perched itself, all four wings wrapped
around itself.

Imperious Rex and the other Thunderdogs
also looked down on the Thundercats,
satisfied grins on all faces.

“Well, the kitties have come around! Our
pals came in ot the right time, eh? Maybe we
could give them a job, huh? The ‘Thunder-
bats’, eh?” scid Rex.

The other ‘Dogs laughed heartily ot their
leader’s joke. He turned to look af them, one
fang jutting out from his mauth, his eyebrows
raised.

"OK, OK, it wasn't that funny” They
prompily stopped.

Licn-O snarled af Rex.

“What are you going to do with us now
then, Rex? You can't let us go, can you? We
might ruin your goody-goody image.”

Rex locked hurt, then smiled. Lion-O was
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beginning to wish he wouldn’t do that. There
was never a nice result.

"You hurt me, kilty-kitty Do you ihink
anyane is going to believe any story you
sourpuss pussy cats fell about us? Hmm.
Maybe you are right. Some just might.
Ungrateful bunch. And after all we've done
for them, too.” He seemed to be thinking.
"But, being the graat guy | am, | think we will
let you go.”

The Thundercats looked both surprised
and suspiscious,

™You think this is all a joke, don't you?”
Tygra growled, siruggling with h\s ropes.
Wit uniil 'm free, I'll show you. .

Rex waved one hand at him dismissively.

“They're magic ropes, couresy of our
bandaged buddy. Bui I'm not joking, you
know — You are going =" he pointed over to
the leff of the compound where Cur and
Mass were pulling off o canopy from
something. “You are going — in that!”

It was o space cruiser, battered from
batiles between planets. On ane side was
painied the craft's name: 'STAR ROVER’, and
o grinning dog’s head, all teeth showing. In
large lefters across the front was their matto:
‘NO PROBLEM".

Wolf went inside and started the engines
up.

Rex turned back to the Cats and carried
on explaining, felling then the stary he would
tell all of Third Earth. ..

“You see, the battle with the robot birds
hecame so intense, you Thundercats ended
up showing your irue colours and fled in
panic. You broke into our compound — he
indicated the door, “as anyone could see,
and went off in our ship, hoping fo return
when we had pohshed off the birds, but,” he
grmned yet again, “and this is the tragic

" he wiped away an imaginary tear,
“we couldn’t stop you in fime to tell you the
ship's guidance systems were set for deepest
space and couldn’t be changed” He
thumped his chest with one paw. "Gets you
right here, don'tit?”

Panthro siruggled with his bonds, yelling
at Rex

“MNo one will believe that rubbish!”

“With you kiflies off the planet, it won't
really matter what anyone believes, will it?”
Rex took out his short knife and began
scratching his fang with it. “We will be here —
forever — and so long as our banduged
buddy pays, we'll keep order on his terms.”

Booming sounds could be heard from
the ship as the engines fired up.

“Soon be ready,” said Cur, who ran over
from the ship. “Wolf is geliing everything
going.” Rex smiled at Cur, who looked
polhehcc”y grateful.

“I hope nene of you gets space-sick” said
Rex, walking away from the Thundercats,

“What can we do?” asked Wilykat,
locking as worried as the rest

"I have on idea,” said Lion-Q, musing fo
himself. He looked to where their weapons
were dumped, close by, “Wilykat — fry fo
shuffle over while they're all concentrating
on the spoceship. Shuffle over 1o the
weapons pile, and drag the Sword of
Omens to me.

“What good will that do? They'll be back
before you've even begun cufting through
the magic bands” said Wilykat unhappily.

Lion-O grinned af him. "Unless they were
distracted by something, eh?”

“What have you in mind, young cub?”
asked Tygra, confused.

Lion-O winked. “Wait and see.”

Wilykat shuffled over, his hands fied
behind his back, to the weapaons pile,
awkwardly grabbing the Sword of Omens.
The Thunderdogs were all by the ship and
paid him no altentfion.

He dragged the sword back to Lion-O.

“Hold it in front of me,” whispered Lion-O.
Wilykat did. Lion-O pressed his forehead to
i. "Give me sight beyond sight!” he
whispered. He then saw the way the
Rimmersaurus worked, and what hitting the
‘off’ button would do.

“That should be diversion enough”, he
said fo himself. "Wilykat, point the sword at
that red area under the big bird's wing.
Activate the light beam in the sword.”

Wilykat, not understanding, followed the
order. The beam cought 5-5-Slithe’s secret
switch.

WHAKQOOOOOM! VADOOOQOMI
ZAKROOQOOMI BADOOMI BADOOOM!

The whole top of the fortress was lit up by
explosions. The automatic circuit had work-
ed brilliantly. All the bots weni up when the
big bird exploded. It could be seen for
kilometres around. People came rushing
from all over. In the confusion, Lion-O had
the chance to cut through all the Thunder-
cats’ bonds.

The ‘Dogs had been running around in
confusion, believing they were being attack-
ed. Rex yelled for them to calm down, but
they were all well past reason,

“Stop! I¥'s only the birdsl STOPI" He

stopped yelling as he felt a hand reaching up
1
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to tap him on the shoulder from behind

He turned te look at the Thundercats, fully
armed, standing there,

"Uh-oh,” he said.

People were charging into the stockade,
confusion was everywhere.

“I can explain EVERYTHING!” yelled Rex,
frying to get conirol of the situation.
Everyone looked at him. “THEY did all this!”
He pointed at the Thundercats. More hals
exploded on o delayed circuit which
$-5-Slithe had put in os an afferthought, to
be more dramatic. People started running
around again. Lion-O walked calmly up to
Rex, who was looking around him, as pesple
darted around in panic. The sharpened fops
of the stockade were now aflame.

“I thought you were going fo explain
everything,” Lion-O said in o conversational
tone. “Why did you have S5-5-Slithe's
machines around your fortress? Why were
we tied up when everyone started running
in? Why is Wolf firing up your ship?”

Lion-O was enjoying the reversal of the
situation. Imperious Rex knew their fime was
up. He shouted fo his ‘Dogs, who were now
milling about in panic like everyone else.

“THUNDERDQOGS! To the STAR ROVER!
ABANDON PLANET!"

The dogs all ran for the ship, barging past
the Third Earth residents, who were fotally
lost as to what was going on.

The STAR ROVER shot off from the
planet's surface with a thunderous roar, and
was in space in seconds. The Thundercats
watched it go. A confused Warrior Woman
appraached Lion-O.

“We and the Snowmen had come fo thank
the Thunderdags for what they had dane for
us yesterday,” she said. "Did they blow up
their fortress and go away? Who will protect
us now?l”

Lion-Q smiled.

“Well, | suppose you'll have to make do
with us again!” She looked surprised.

“But oll these disasiers — how will you

cope?”
“Oh, I think theyll stop being quite so
dramatic now. .."

veryone left the area around the
forfress. The Thunderkennel was
no mare. Ponthro looked wup,

remembered something, and iurned to
Tygra.

“Do you suppose... do you suppose
maybe they thought to alter the navigation
computers’ instructions to go flying info

deepest space?”
The two looked at each other, and burst
out laughing.

he Thundercats started on the long
march back to Cats’ Lair. Tygra
walked with Lion-O.

"How is Snarf then?" asked Lion-O.

“We can't be sure. We'll know more when
he regains consciousness.”

Lion-O looked startled ot this information.

“But you said he had—"

Tygra stopped him.

"We guessed you had come here. That left
us with a simple choice — believe your
instincts, or believe in the character of six
highly dubious ‘heroes’ | never believed in
from the start.”

“You lied, then?” Lion-O was stariled.

"Well, not quite. After all, I never actually
said what the truth about the Thunderdogs
was, did 17 | didn't know! Rex just reacted as
though | knew. Never break the moral code
of a Thundercat, Lion-O. Maybe somefimes
bend it a little, as circumstances dictate. . .”

"Well, at least we won't be seeing them
again.” Lion-O paused. "Snarf is going to be
all right, isn't he?”

Tygra winked.

“NO PROBLEMI"
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