
Today’s Cultural Decrees are the 
first league.

Allowing those who do not 
share our values to propagate 

their own culture.

For me to 
deliver my 
promises-

I ask you to 
unite behind 
the vision of 
‘One Country, 
One Culture’.

Those who 
do not?

Now the Lords 
command the tiller 

of this great 
land and our 

voyage can begin.

For too long, we 
have been a 

passively tolerant 
society.

“I will navigate us to a 
brighter future.”

That was the promise I 
made when I became 
Lord Chamberlain.

Thus have we 
become more 

and more 
divided.



We can and 
will take 
strong 
action 

against.

Only in this way can we bind 
the wounds of division. And guarantee our 

future. The one we 
promised you.

One where no 
Briton is left 

behind.

Master 
Valentine!

Come hither at 
once!

Chapter One: A Tale of Two Kiddies



That is an illegal 
volume destined 

for Cobbold 
Station!

It must be 
returned to the 

safe!

Long shot, 
nana!

This one 
definitely 
goes in the 
collection.

Young man, if your 
father knew of your 
mischief, I know not 

what he-

Dad!

What’s this 
noise?

Hmm...

I tried to tell him, sir, I 
did- i-

You like this 
one?

Yes.

Then I’m 
sure the 

archive won’t 
miss it.

Particularly if it 
keeps the peace 
better than nana 

does.



Well, that was 
undermining...

...

I informed 
the constable 
as soon as I laid 

eyes on’t.

Sir?

You were 
right to endue 

this to me, 
Humphrey.



The work is 
not of the 
approved 

style.

Do you have 
anything to say 

in your 
defence, ms 

shah?

Agnes, 
please!

Come away, Master 
Valentine, please!

Our 
bargain with 

this 
mumblenews 

stands.

Grant his 
wish. Thank you, 

m’lord.
And as for 

Agnes 
shah-

The law is 
clear.

No!



Do you know...?

In all my years 
as lord 

chamberlain, I’ve 
found the 

law...wanting.

A death 
sentence?

At best, you raise the 
value of the 

offending works.

At worst, you 
create a 
martyr.

For an artist, 
and I truly believe 

you see yourself as 
such, that will be no 
barrier. You would 

continue with bloody 
stumps if 

necessary. No.

What is one to 
do? Destroy the 
work itself? The 

materials?Cripple 
the 

perpetrator?

I have 
found that 

the only true 
punishment for 
an artist, the 
most effective 

censure-

-is removal of 
the muse.



Burn the body.



They are gaining 
on you sir.

Stop him!

He hath the 
pen drive!

No 
worries, 

nana. We’re 
free and 
clear as 
soon as-

Sir?

We’ve 
jettisoned all 

the escape 
pods.

Yield now and 
you have my word 
we will not harm 

you.

Surrender, 
ebony 
eagle!

My dear 
captain 
Garcia...

Escaping in 
an “escape 

pod”?

Seems a bit 
conventional 

to me.
I hate that 

boy...



Wahoo!

One moment, 
sir-

Retrofitting an 
escape pod into 

a, I quote, 

“sweet hog” 
takes time.

Nana?

Marvelous, sir. The 
epitome of death-
defying escapes.

You don’t think 
it was too 

loud?

I was going 
for 

clandestine, 
but-

Not at all. A fine 
improvisation in 

changing 
circumstances.

Well, if 
you liked 

that, you’ll 
love what 

comes next.

‘Cos when we 
get to the 
archive-



“...misbehaviour 
will ensue!”

Ah, Vivaldi! 
Most 

edifying.

Miss Mabel!

Come 
upstairs 

for dinner 
this 

instant!

“Your father 
awaits!”

You 
know, I do 

believe that is 
why the lord 
chamberlain 
favours the 
baroque so 

heavily. Perhaps one 
day we could 
look at the 

neuroscience 
together, it’s 

most-

Can we 
change the 
channel?



Ha, 
yes- very 

droll, darling. His 
lordship bring back 

the other 
channels, just 

for us!

How’s your 
Wellington?

Meat is 
murder.

...

There is, 
uh, a rather 
delicate 
matter I 

wanted to...

I was in the 
control room 

earlier and thought 
I saw, uh...activity 
in the archive.

It may have 
just been a 
shadow, 

but...

You do remember 
it’s out of bounds, 

don’t you?

His lordship 
likes daddy to 

have a very special 
filing system.

If 
anything 

were to be 
moved or-

or...accessed
...it could 

cause quite a 
lot of 

trouble 
for-

More, sir 
Humphrey?

Ah, yes. 
Thank you.

Hm? And on that 
other 
matter...

Miss Mabel 
never 

leaves my 
side.

Of course.
Thank you, 

nanny.



That was some 
display!

If I am to continue to 
enable your 

subterfuge, you will 
behave as a young 
lady should to her 

father!

got a 
better 

idea.

Now. 
Mathematics 
practice or 

bed?

No,  no, no!

Young lady, 
I’ve warned 
you about 

this!

Since when did 
that stop me?



There it is, 
alright.

The lord 
chamberlain’s 

little 
secret.

How’re we 
doing with 
that data?

I have full details of the 
catalogue,

One hundred percent 
decrypted, sir.

Finally, it’s 
in our grasp. 

Today’s the day 
we bring him 

down.

Uh, sir?

Yes, sir. But-

I know, I 
know. Lesson 

learned. 
Quickly and 
quietly.

That may not be 
an option any 

more!



Now, taking 
leave of phoebe 

and her new 
Dinofriends, Raph 
and tommy jump in 
the thundertank, 
with adora and-

Hey!

What’s 
happened to 

Han?

The file data is 
perishing, and may I take 
the opportunity of you 
taking a breath to sat 

this bears no 
resemblance to getting 

ready for bed-

Perishing?

Your pilfered 
records can 

only withstand 
a few thousand 

replays...

Still more 
than my sanity, 

sadly-



Quickly, 
nanny... Hide it!

Darling!

Sorry to 
disturb your 

bedtime 
routine, but...

There’s a...slight 
incident in 

progress and daddy 
needs to go and 

investigate.

There’s 
nothing to be 
scared of, my 

sweet.

But I shall 
keep this door 

locked.

To bed?

Fat 
chance!

Initiate 
escape 

protocol A!



Quite the 
rogue, eh? Hardened 

criminal, more 
like.

Hades 
club has this 

in hand, I 
trust?

Is our 
hunt 

disturbing 
you, sir 

Humphrey?

Not at all, I 
merely-

Glad to hear 
it.

We 
shall take 

our quarry in the 
air, but if he makes 
landfall, we will 
follow his drag 
from room to 

room.

A real 
battle!

Land here? 
Why would 

he-?

*gasp*



We picked up the 
eagle’s drag when 

captain Garcia here 
failed to stop him 
from stealing a 

station manifest 
mere hours ago.

I’m yet to ascertain 
his precise goal, 
but that’s only a 
matter of time.

I’m sure 
you’re aware of 
the value of the 

items in your 
care.

Rest 
assured, 

whatever his 
sick plan, he 

shall not 
accomplish 

it.

Even if I 
have to 

account for 
every record 

myself.



I cannot 
help but 

notice this is 
not the way 

to your 
room...

A real 
battle, 
nanny. 

Imagine!

Hm, and I just 
thought you 

wanted a 
glimpse of that 

pirate 
gentleman...

Thought never 
crossed my 

mind.

Have a care, 
Young miss...

I fear this may 
not end as you 

hope.



They got 
the gyros, 

the steering’s 
shot-

-and there 
goes the 
landing 
gear!

Well, it’s 
been a 

pleasure 
serving you, 

sir.

There’s no- one 
I’d rather meet 
my end with 

than-

*urk*
None of that.

Not yet.





Oh.

Master Valentine?

No!!



You’re hurting 
me!

In 
five minutes, 

our home will 
be awash with 

armed 
thugs.

Protocol 
dictates they will 

do a full 
inventory of 
the archive.

If one mote of 
dust is out of 

place, it will mean 
my head. Do you 
understand?

Let us 
put aside for 

one moment your 
complete 

disregard for my 
instructions.

Now, with all 
that said...is 

there anything 
you need to 
tell me?

...

No.

Well, 
then...you 

leave me no 
choice but 

to-

Mabel! What. A. Pickle.



But maybe we 
can help each 

other?

To be continued...
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