
Commandant 
rathbone! A 

pleasure.

I have heartening 
news. The Ebony 

Eagle is-

Young 
lady, come 

out here this 
minute, or 
I’ll-I’ll... I’m not sure 

the threat is 
as effective 
if you are not 
physically 
present, sir.

My 
departure 

was a 
necessity. 
Believe you 

me-

I’m well 
aware of that, 

Nanny...

I’d much 
rather be 
where you 

are.

I’ll 
have you 
over my 
knee!

Chapter Two: Checking Out of the Library.



-dead?

Hades 
club!

After years of 
giving best to the 

Ebony Eagle, the hour 
is at hand. Our quarry is 

wounded and gone 
to ground.

Prepare your 
weapons and 
muster in the 
dining room.

Commandant, 
excuse me, 

but...station protocol is 
that matters of security 

are the purview of the 
resident officer, which 

in this case is, 
well...*ahem*

If you’d care to 
accompany me to my 
situation room, the 
security footage is 

quite convincing, and-

I bear the 
seal of the 

Lord chamberlain 
himself. That is 

more than enough 
to override your 

quaint 
procedures.

Forgive my 
disbelief that a 

man who has eluded 
the Country’s best 
men for years was 

felled by a 
librarian.

We both 
know you 

could never 
truly be my 
superior.

Besides, “Sir” 
Humphrey-

 Sir, 
let me 

reassure 
you….

she is exactly 
where I would 

expect.

...

Nana! Tell 
me you’ve 

found her!



Yeah...*oof*...
piece of 
cake...

Careful, sir...your 
stitches!

 The 
Archive, as 
promised! 

Told you it was 
easy.

A real 
adventure! I can’t 

wait to tell Nanny. Do 
you do this sort of thing 

a lot? I bet you do. 
How exciting!

I do wish you 
would stay 

still!

It’s just a 
scratch...

Obviously 
I’ve heard of the 

ebony eagle, but to 
see you in 
person?

But the blood 
loss-

That 
jump! The 

way you dodged 
the gunfire 

from the 
ship!

I’m more 
worried about 
our codes 

being in date.

So what’s 
the plan?

Deal with 
little miss 

chatterbox, 
won’t you?

Thank you so 
much for your 

kind assistance, 
dear, but now 
we must part 

ways.

But-

Our bargain was 
that you lead us 
to the archive in 

exchange for 
removing 

evidence of your 
misdemeanours.

We shall 
uphold our 

side, I 
assure you. 

But-

Dammit!



Sir?

She bit me!

Now, young miss, 
that’s really not 
on. I’m not sure 
you know who 

you’re-

I know 
the codes.

All of 
them.

Who’s up for 
an 

adventure?

I’ve been 
here loads 

of times, 
and-

I can 
help!

*mmpf!*

I get it. 
You’re a 

fan.

But first of all, 
it’s not an 

‘adventure’. It’s a 
mission. And it’s too 

important, too VITAL, to 
be held back by a 
little girl with- 

OW!

Codes are 
useless. 

They’ve moved 
onto a fresh 

cycle.

Ooh, ooh - 
excuse me!

D’you 
mean for 
the doors 
between 
eras?

Can you 
crack them 
manually?

I could, but it 
would take 

hours.

Time we 
don’t have.



Adjusting our travel 
speed for the diminutive 

size of our new 
companion, I estimate we 
will reach our target in 

fifteen minutes.

Using data from 
their previous hunts, 

I have calculated 
that Hades Club will 
catch us within ten.

Nana, 
It’s fine. 
I’ll just-

Wow.

Not 
everyone 

ends up like their 
father, nana...

Hey!
My Dad 

may be a 
total 

square-

but he’s 
no 

traitor!

Young lady, do not 
underestimate 

what he is capable 
of-

What? 
Yes, I can 

help!

What 
are we 
looking 

for?

Perhaps the 
overeager apple 
doesn’t fall far 

from the traitorous 
tree?

Ooh!

But can she be 
trusted?

My concern, sir, is 
that our new friend 

may not be conducive 
to a successful 

mission.

Just 
show 
her...

Come 
on, Nana. 

She clearly 
knows the 

place like the 
back of her 
hand. She can 
probably help 

find it 
faster.



Very well...

Yep. 
And When the 

world sees it, 
it’ll bring down 
the Lords once 

and for all!

...

What 
is it?

A painting.

A painting?

(It’s in a 
tube...)

Isn’t it obvious? 
Every bit of culture 
they don’t want us to 

see locked up and left 
to rot. The lords are 

terrified. This place only 
exists because they 
know Art can change 

the world.

You’ve grown up 
surrounded by it 

all -The Mona Lisa. 
Starry Night . The 

Scream.  Guernica. 
You know their 

power as well as 
anyone.

Uh...

You...you DO 
know what I’m
Talking about?

Um...sure.

Sir, we really 
must get 
moving...

Too 
right.

We’ve 
got more 

work to do 
than I 

thought.

How?



Yes, sir. I 
understand. I 
will speak to 

them at 
once.

You 
never 

forget your 
first 
time.

Hark 
your 

casting 
orders.

My blooding 
was a quarry who 
wrote godawful 
poetry. I’d  have 

killed for it to be 
a hostis 
publicus!

Ha!

I have!

Two 
nosing 

couples for 
this, lads. Guppy 
and Primrose, 
Gissing and 

Mount.

Soames, 
Singh. Wait 

with me in case 
the Eagle 
doubles 
back.

When you find him,  
give tongue to your 
location and hold 

hard. We’ll come and 
secure the prisoner 

for-

By Gis, 
rathbone!

Again?

We’re 
here to kill, 

not be 
checked at 

the last 
second!

Quite the initiation 
this’ll be, eh, 

Primrose? Getting a 
crack at the Ebony 
Eagle, first go?

How does 
it feel, 
guppy? Warm and 

wet...



That Charlie 
scarred me!

We have a new 
quarry. An…artifact 

of interest. I’m 
sending you details 

now.

We cannot 
draw blank on 
this one. His 
lordship’s 
orders.

The chase is 
the chase.

Come on, 
old chap. 
There’s 

always next 
time.

Mind when the 
lord chamberlain 
had hold of that 

painter?

Tally ho, 
then!

All on?

Opened 
his veins 

with a razor, 
gave him a 

brush-

I want his 
mask above my 

mantle.

Then 
made him 
paint his 

portrait in 
blood until 

he-



The 
little lady 
helped us. 

We’ve got to 
give a little 

back.

A 
personally 

curated 
artistic 

bucket list.

Just a 
sense of 
priority.

So this, plus 
the others 

here...nana, what 
do you think?

 “When a 
great genius 
appears in the 

world you may know 
him by this sign; that 
the dunces are all 

in confederacy 
against him."

Brilliant, 
isn’t it?

You can see 
why they named 
a style after 

him.

Generous as 
always, sir...

Besides, 
we’re  ahead 
of schedule, 

and there’s not 
even a whiff 

of hades 
club-

See? Nothing 
to worry about!

Now 
let’s get 

that 
painting, 

and-

Anything I’m 
missing?



Nanny, 
just...just 
listen.  I don’t 

care about 
that now. I’m in the 

safe room. 
If we don’t 

move 
immediately, 
I’ll be found 
out, do you 
hear me?

Start 
packing. Just 
essentials. 

Then find me the 
fastest route 

to Mabel.

I’ve got our 
collateral.

Time to 
activate the 

escape plan.



Nothing!

Well, sir, 
perhaps if 

we’d 
arrived 

earlier…
That’s all 

you have for 
me? ‘I told you 

so’?

My base function 
has always been 

your instruction. I’m 
programmed to point 
out where you’ve 

gone wrong.

We’ve got 
company!

Um, mr ebony 
eagle?

bring 
up that 

map again. If 
we can’t find 
this painting 

all is 
lost!

Yes, sir. That is 
exactly what I have 
been reminding you!

A 
function 

that became 
obsolete 

when I 
turned 18!

Don’t make 
me regret 
saving you.



My father 
doesn’t pay my 
cap to have me 
babble around 

after god knows 
what while 

criminals go 
free!

A 
disgrace, I 

tell you.

I’ve half a 
mind to-

Hello. My name is 
Inigo Montoya. 

You killed my 
father. Prepare 

to die.

What’s 
this?

Huh.

Guppy, what 
do we-? Our luck’s 

changed, matey.

A bye day it is!



*oof*

Guppy?

That...that 
was-

What 
the hell 
were you 
thinking?

Help? That 
was 

helping?

Sir! Your blood 
pressure-

It’s dropping!
Your wound is-

Uhhh...

Help.

I was just 
trying to-

Trying to 
what?



However, I 
do think there 
is scope to 
lower wages 
further-

Overall, it was 
a healthy 
quarter.

Lord 
chamberlain!

A Charles 
Rathbone for 

you, sir.

Apologies, 
gentlemen...

No 
apologies 

necessary, my 
friend. We all 
know you have 
urgent arts 
matters to 
attend to.

Old 
masters still 

dead? A recorder 
recital spun 

dangerously 
out of 

control?

Speak!

Taking the 
minutes?



Sir, We’ve lost 
contact with 
guppy and 
Primrose.

I’ve mustered the 
men outside their 
last recorded 

location, and am 
preparing our-

Just-just to 
provide a status 

report, sir. 
And...for your 
thoughts.

My thoughts are 
that your 

predecessor would 
have completed the 

mission by now, and with 
much less mewling to 

me.

But sir-

I’m closing 
this channel 
now, Charles.

I’m still 
waiting to hear 
why you called 
me, commandant.

Make a pile of 
this filth.

We shall 
smoke him out.

If we can’t 
find his 
scent...

Care 
to join in 

the target 
practice, old 

chap?

Stop 
messing 
around. Two of our 

brethren are 
missing. 
Perhaps 
dead.

The 
coward that 
did it is hiding 

here 
somewhere.



Just trying to 
help...

B-But-

So far your help has 
catastrophically 

delayed us, led the 
enemy right to us and 
perhaps gotten this 

boy killed!

‘Help’?

you keep all 
of that in your 

head?
...

Have you seen 
pulp fiction?

‘Cos when 
Mia Wallace 

collapsed, they 
got a needle 

and...and...

You’ve lived here too long 
with your ‘adventures’ to 
ever understand the real 

world.

I know... Perhaps I can show 
you...





Young 
lady, you have 

a lot of 
explaining to-

*oof*

fly ahead 
and start the 
engines. We 
must away!

But 
Daddy...the 

Ebony 
Eagle!

We must make 
haste, sir. I 

sense figures 
approaching.

Of 
course.

Miss 
Mabel?

Daddy!



The 
Eagle!? 

He’s 
here?

Up those 
stairs! He’s hurt! 

Some nasty men came 
and tried to shoot 
me but he jumped 

and-and...

he saved 
me, daddy!

We have to 
help!

Perhaps 
we can yet 

bargain our 
way out of 

this.

Hail 
commandant 
Rathbone and 

tell him we have 
the ebony 

Eagle at our 
mercy.

What!? No, 
that’s not-

This is the 
best hand to 

play.

This way we 
get to save our 

home!

He means save 
his own skin.



It’s what he’s 
best at.

You 
don’t get a 
house like 

this by 
helping 

people, do 
you?

I see it.

Sir, mark the 
painting...

You say you 
wanna help?

or 
against 

us.

Prove it.

You have to run! 
They’re 

coming...Daddy-
Your 

father made 
his choice 
long ago.

There’s a 
battle 

going on out 
there, and 

you’re either 
with us-



Good girl.

Mabel!?



I have hacked 
the anti-grav, 

sir.

*huf* good.

Get us 
out of 
here...

We did it!

We...



To be continued...


