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MINISTRY 6 WAR

Allied Forces Military Tribunal Charge Sheet

Major Alan Moore — King's Own Heavy Typewriters

CHARGE: Dereliction of chin while on active
service.

Captain Kevin 0'Neill — Irish Light Housework
Cavalry

CHARGE: Under the influence of ! Funny
pPapers' (possibly bomb happy)

Sergeant Todd Klein — 1st division Screaming
Calligraphers

CHARGE: Lettering ' Ginger Nuts' on General
Montgomery’ s dress trousers

Colour Sergeant Ben Dimagmaliw -~ Rainbow Warrior
Coalition

CHARGE: Colour Coordinating Grenades
because. .. ' It felt right.'

privates Josh Palmano & Tony Bennett -
Knockabout rd Foot and Mouth

Quartermasters Chris Staros & Brett Warnock —
Top Shelf Canteen (excused boots)

CHARGE: Wilful abuse of 'Camp' Newspaper
for the purpose of Moral Pollution.

HM Stationery Office - 1941
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JA, JA. WENN DIESE WILDEN SCHWARZEN DA\/WAS HATTE IHRE KONIGLICHE
DRHBEN VERBRENNENDE MUMIEN SIND, DENKE , HOHEIT UBER UNSER VORHABEN
= DASS WIR AUF DIE FORMALITATEN ZU SAGEN?
VERZICHTEN KONNEN.

SIE WAR SICH, HORST DU
S5, ERWIN? WIR

[ DA:
MEIN F{HRER, ~ | HABEN DAS LETZTE
HINDERNIS ZU DEINEM
FALLS WIR IHRE SIEG ENTFERNT.
BEDINGUNGEN TREFFEN,
WIRD SIE FELDMARSCHALL
ROMMELS FELDZUG NICHT
IM WEG STEHEN.,

DAS SIND WUNDERVOLLE
NEUIGKEITEN, MEIN FUHRER, WAS
Do, SIND IHRE FORDERUNGEN?

SIE HAT NOCH EINE RECHNUING IHR GEGNER IST
ZU BEGLEICHEN, FUR DIESE BENéMNSO EIN FEIND VON
SIE UNSERE HILFE.

IHRE KONIGLICHE
HOHEIT WIRD IN BERLIN NICHT
NUR IHR PROBLEM, SONDERN
\_AUCH UNSERES LOSEN...

...UND DANN
WERDEN WIR JA







MR, ISHMAEL? I--I THINK WE DO, MADAM
DO WE HAVE A CAPTAIN, SIR, WE'VE PICKED
DIFFICULTYZ

IT DOWN, MR, JACK,
THEY'VE lf‘ESTROYEV

HEY RECKON
AS MR. ROBUR AN
YOUNG MISTRESS HIRA
ARE PRISONERS IN
BERLIN,




THEY ARE
PROBABLY RAPING
AND TORTURING OUR
DAUGHTER AT THIS
MOMENT,




WTHE ELBE INTO POTSDAM,
WHERE THERE'S SOME KIND
OF GIANT CONDUIT

. OPPORTUNITY TO

IARD TO SAY.
USE THE NEW GUNS, AND ERS ARE ALL IN

Hy
THE MARK|
THEY WON'T EXPECT US ROTWANG'S “BESSERSPRECHT”
TO REsu A

POND THIS SYMBOL-LANGUAGE.
ICKLY.

TIMING, ARRIVING =
AFTER DARK. ARE YOU
SURE YOU'RE READY FOR

THIS, DARLIN'?
75

%

THEY ARE STILL..,




JACK, IT'5 A

Be
5%
Sy
5
N
RS
i 8

( .uNPREPARED..




THEY’RE STILL BEHIND US/
IEY FOLLOW
HS IN THE DARK?Z

I DON'T THINK THE )
DARK TROUBLES THEM JANNI, WHAT
1-IT LOOKS LIKE THEIR HAVE WE WALKED
EYES ARE CLOSED. A O HERE?

THESE..THESE SLEEP-
R WHATEV;R

THAT'S BOUGHT US A
g Few MINHTES SOME ARE IN
s IE REST
INCUSSED.







VORSICHT, IHR
SCHWACHKOPFE!
IHR WERDET MICH

P, FALLEN LASSEN!

ZNUNNHE ICH HABE IHNEN MABUSE, SIE SIND
GESAGTyz{'Dsgﬁlcﬁ 74 IVERTRAGLICH. MACHT

Heh heh. MACHEN
SIE SICH KEINE SORGEN.
INSERE FREUNDIN WIRD

SIE SCHON FINDEN.,

IM GEGENSATZ

ZU IHNEN, CALIGARI, BIN

VERRUCKTER

KRUPPEL, NATURLICH 8IN
ICH...BEDENKLICH,

VIELLEICHT. MITTLERWEILE : D UE WEEDERSEHEN,
SOLLTEN WIR UNS TRENNEN, LM e DA HABEN SIE Y MABUSE. ICH WINSCHE
UNSERE EIGENEN PROJEKTE REC)
ZU VERFOLGEN, :,

P~ WISSEN SIE, &
/ MANCHMAL ERINERT

7 ICH DANKE
IHNEN. EBENFALI
NAT“RLICH







> 1 DON'T KNOW.
¥/ PERHAPS IT's THAT GERMAN
| SPECIAL CREW THAT MISTRESS
D MURRAY SPOKE OF WHEN _
_ WEMET?

Hm, THE
WHERE F “TWILIGHT HEROES”
HEVEL [ MURRAY MENTIONED
WERE...JACK? WHAT
ARE THESE

IN EINEM ’
WEITEREN HEROISCHEN
DEHTSCH;!@MANVSCHEM

 Huh, T HEAR THEY'RE CALLED Y
\ TELEVISIONS. I EXPECT THEY'RE
PART OF OLD ROTWANG'S 4

\DIE VERHASSTE &
KRIEGSMASCHINE DES
FRANZOSISCHEN
KRIMINELLEN ARMAND
ROBUR WURDE
ZERSTORT VON...




GEGENWARTIG Mlmwl mm"“m

UND TOMANISCHE -
ARTILLERIE UBER DER ER IN DER POLIZEIFESTUNG DER

5 METROPOLE GEFANGEN GEHALTEN
MECKLENB“RE'“"EN DER BERUCHTIGTE UND ERWARTET PROZESS UND ¢

BUCHT IN DER LUFTPIRAT ROBUR WUIRDE HINRICHTUNG. IN WEITEREN GUTEN
2 NACHRICHTEN. .

UND LEéENV GEFANGEN
GENOMMEN.

Th-then IT's TRUE, THE W JACK, HIRA'S

=l 7ERROR WAS BLOWN OUT . NAME WASN'T NOTL’M;TE#SN eer
< OF THE SKY. MENTIONED.., ¢ MOVING,
..DIE ROTE .
ARMEE WURDE GANZ g -7 y
815 NACH MOSKAU A - 7il »
ZURUCKGETRIEBEN. DIE (] = — = %
RUSSISCHE... & g5 o TN




I'M MORE
ING WHOS

THIS STRANGE
PLACE IS PUTTING ME
N EDGE. M NEARING
FIFTY. PERHAP& IM 100
OLD FOR ALL THIS...

I THINK ROTWANG WAS
ONE OF THE TWILIGHT HEROES
MURRAY SPOKE OFA HEY
ALL BE NE OLD gy

Us BEING..,

THERE YOU ARE.
1 HAVE BEEN LOOKING
FOR YOU.

TOTET
SIE BEIDE.




P
CHRIST N HE WAS D

ALMIGHTY. 4 HE FIEST DREAMED
up

QU NERE
Ve LOWER LEviLe. s
; Eﬁﬁéﬁz PERHAPS THERE WE
N e WA




OVERHEAD TRAINS, CLOCKWORK W’ JACK, THERE IS SOMETHING
SOCIETIES...S0 THIS 1S THE FUTURE WRONG HERE. EVIDENTLY THEY
THAT HYNKEL IS BIJILDIN@ FOR ERE EXPECTING US, BUT HOW
RYONE. 2 COHLV THEY ANTICIPATE OUR
RIVAL AT ER:
S Valkf T

S NENSCHMABGHIE
ALL HAVE TO /"\5\ ICH HABE DAS ZIEL. F
COME OFF. by S =] " LOKALISIERT,

7 SHE'S TEARING HER S\
OWN...JACK, HOW CAN SHE
PO THATZ AND WHAT |5
2 SHE SAYING?

LE EINHE TEN ZUM
UBERGANG HYNKELSTRASSE
AUF DER Fl




|CH NAHERE MICH
TETZT HREN,

4 |\ TECOVERING
| NO LONGER SERVE
175 PROPAGANDA [/
o
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i & \\\*\\\\»\\
\\\\\\\( §




7 --AND THERE







IT’6 A MONSTROSITY, ¥ IT6 GEARS PROCESS
AN IMMENSE MECHANISED BERLIN’S SKELETAL

3

QTS

FACTORY,
CONVERT
WAR

>

(

&

~
P

1 BELIEVE, p C/T/ZENS NOW..,
EZEFOR /

FEELS LIKE

WE'RE SLOWING FOR

ANOTHER STOPPING-
__POINT.

IT
STRIKES
ME WE'D BEST
ABANDON A

& SHIP.

l/ WE MUST HAVE BEEN
HURTING GERMANY’S “WE'RE ANY NEARER
SUP,

DO YOU THINK

LINES THE CITY's UNDER-
RLOT

FOR THEM TO 60 TO
ALL THIS TROUBLE
Ellsﬁgk

WO,

DEPENDS.

WHAT
DO YOU SUPPOSE
“STAATEORDELL",
MEANS/

B




My HANDSOME.

MEANS “STATE
ROTHEL.”

DOCTOR MABUSE, ONE OF - | IT SEEMS WE HAVE
6ERMANY’$ “TWII.I@HT ol ¢ LITTLE CHOICE.

THAT 15 THEIR
BUT N

HAVE
D, ALWAYS, &
Y WITH THE PHEVAILINé
MARINER,
YOM WILL UNDER-
STAND THIS,

NOW, YOU ARE
SURROUNDED BY MY ASSOCIATES,
LOWER YOUR WEAPONS AND JOIN ME,




YOu, FOR THE REMAINING Q AT WORST, MY HARDLY-HUMAN
“TWILIGHT HEROES,” DIED, T! Hl COLLEAGUES WILL BE GREATLY
MYSELF INCLUDED, EMBARRASSED,
RAP  ARE ORDERED TO
ED, IMPLEMEN

THEY ARE GREAT
FAVOURITES OF HERR
HYNKEL.




INDEED. OUR PRIORITY REMAINS THE
FINDING OF OUR DAUGHTER...

RATHER THAN YOUR
ASSASSINATION
SCHEMES...

THEN YOU SHOULD
BE INFORMED THAT ONLY
YOUNG ROBUR AWAITS
YOUR INTERVENTION.

AND N

y I
SHE WAS ABOARD THI

IN MECKLENBURG
> BAY. =

NATURAL Y, TO
OUR DAUGHTER'S
MURDERERS.

NATURALLY. YOU
SHOULD APPROACH THROUGH
BERLING CATACOMES...




YOUR RELATI ¥
I5 INCARCERATED INSIDE THE
FORMER MOLOCH MACH

1/
THE suHE—AéATOMATON FIREDVCTED

£ ONE
HOWEVER, AN
UNGUARDED REAR W/
KNOW OF MIGHT 62 BREACHED
Y YOURNEW HaReS JRoTwaNGE

ANIKIN HAS
NOT ANTICIPATED
THOSE.

LET’S HOPE NOT. | THE MAN-MACHINE
18 RESILIENT, BUT
PROBABLY VULNERABLE

1T’ ALL LUNACY. JACK’S RIGHT, EVEN COMEINED WITN
ROBUR, SURELY WE
PRESSING; CEOCNCERN FOR

MACHINE-WOMEN,
MESMERISTS,
KILLING A YOUNG

ITH MECCANIA,
OR WITH BENZINO NAPALONI
OF BACTERIA.,

CURRENTLY, HE
16 SEEKING ALLIES IN
AFRICA.

HIS CAMPAIGN THERE
CANNOT SUCCEED WITHOUT
THE COOPERATION OF A LOCAL
MONAR
REGRETTABLY, IT
SEEMS THIS POTENTATE HAS
MADE YOUR EXECUTION A CONDITION
OF THEIR UNION WITH GERMANY-
TOMANIA. I KNOW NOTHING

VER, I DO
vosssss A PﬂOTd@RAPH
OF THIS PERSON...







Kb leucns HOHEIT,
IGKEITEN,

MEINE WUNDERSCHONE
IA HAT EEOBACHTET, WIE SICH

IHRE KONIGLICHE HOHEIT, DIE ERHABENE AYESHA,
BEVORZUGT ES, SICH NICHT IN IHRER SPRACHE ZU UNTER-
HALTEN. SIE FINDET ES UMSTANDLICH,

YOUR HIGHNESS,

I
MAN-MACHINE REPOR

APPROACHING. SOON
THEY WILL ARRIVE.

IM..YES, THE DEATH, NATURALLY. WITH THE MAN-MACHINE HERSELF,
R ROBUR'S ROOM OF INTERROGATION THEY WILL ENSURE THAT..
18 GUARDED, AS YOU SEE, BY THE DOCTOR'S
LEEP-COMMANDOS. MEIN FUEHRER, ES GIBT
UNBESTATIGTE REPORTE VON
MECKLENBURG...

< ] PLEASE BE ASSURED, YOUR

. \ il
NICHT JETZ7,
SIE AUSGEMER, 'TER MA.‘IESTY. THAT OMR FOEMER SFguNébm?éA’wAlTs

SCHWACHKOPF! |y H SPRECHE 4
WT ENER KONIGING A 'M”“GF'&E,'L.ET_‘“M ’







THIS 1S AS FAR AS T
CAN SAFELY LEAD YO
BEYOND THE WALL |5 Ti
INTERROGATION
CUBE.

PLEASE KEEP THE

LANTERN. MY GIRI

KNOW THESE TUNNI

WITH THEIR EYES
CLOK

D,

GOOD LUCK,
HERR KAPITAN NEMO.
HERE’S TEOM fk/ME/

AND TM Now
= THE SAME ¥ THEN, WHEN
= ABOUT YOU, YOU'RE READY.

LL MY ONE...

WITH Al
HEART AND







A\

N

Al SHE |18 HERE!
fﬁ SOMEONE OPEN THE
/ POOR!
M MACHT

JA. JA,
DAS IST EINI

&z PA G e N\,

»” 1 DON'T THINK O,
DARLIN’, REMEMBER WHAT
VAN DUSEN SAID ABOUT
oppPSs.

m THEY'LL BREACH




OH, GOTTI ERSCHIESST )
HN, MEINE TRAUMSOLDATEN! £
ERSCHIESST IHN BEVOR 4




/ WELL, NOW, ; ' TIDONT
YOUR MATESTY, HERE ,, CKON AS T SHALLY
WE ARE. R BE NEEDIN' THEGE, )

- ; %0 NOT FOR YOU.

SHE LIKELY
DROWNED, WY

LITTLE GIRL.

I REGRET THAT YOU
HAVE BEEN INCONVENIENCED.
LET US CONSULT UPON OUR
FURTHER ACTIONS IN TH
MATTER...




CONSIDER: ONE
MALE IS FEAD, THE OTHER




YOUR JUDGMENT
16 CLOUDED BY HUMAN
FEARS.

OUR TARGET CAN
FLEE NO FURTHER

PLEASE IGNORE
MY COLLEAGUE'S
MISGIVINGS,
HE 18...

ACHTUNG, ALLE \§
SCHLITTENTRUPPEN,
TREFFEN SIE MICH AUF

MORTAL,
LED BE-
IEN.




WE SEEM TO THE RIFLE'S EMPTY, M-MADAME
WHILE THE HARPOON- CAPITAINE, YOUR
PISTOL HAS ONLY A DAUGHTER.. MY WIFE...
ROUND LEFT.. FOR HER DEATH,
IT18 T WHO AM
RESPONSIBLE.

8-8ut..I
SHOULD NOT HAVE i
LEFT HER. N-NOT IN U
CHARGE OF THE

TERROR..,

..THE TERROR...
IT WAS AN ALL-ELEMENTS
VEHICLE. I--I COULD HA\
ESURRECTE g
BUT HIRA,

. SHE WAS
A GIRL. A FIFTEEN-
YEAR-OLD GIRL, SH-SHE
WOULD NOT 8E
CAPABLE...




WITH SUBMARINES,
HIRA IS CAPABLE, FIFTEEN-
YEAR-OLD GEIEL SHE MAY

BE...







eh. Tt
ME CKLENBHRE, T
5EEM5, 15 NOW INS/IPE
OUR PARAMETERS...

No?! [
THIS WILL NOT
SAVE HER! KILL

HER NOW!

e

SHE L/VES! |
EVEN IF SHE |5
700 LATE 10

SHE HAS ONLY
THE HARPOON PIST(
HER RIFLE IS EMPT'




l ICH HEBE IHR Z
XOFZHER!GES KOMMAND( Z







ICI ROBUR APPEL,
;PETE,

@ LA TERROR. JE R

ICl ROBUR.

JE SUIS DESOLE
DE TE DIRE, MAIS TON
S\ PERE EST MORT.

YOU HAVE

A




IT 16 INTERESTING
THAT YOU CHOSE A SWORPD.
T'D EXPECTED YOU TO PICK

WP A GUN,

BESIDES, 1

KILLED THE HEAVENLY

MOTHER OF THE WEST
WITH A SWORD...




80, THE IMMORTAL
PERSPECTIVE?

WE
SHALL
SEE.




TECHNICALLY,
PERHAPS, NOT
PHYSICALLY.

YOU ARE
WHAT, FORTY YEARS
OLD? FIFTYZ




1
CAME OUT OF

YOU WILL OF

COURSE WANT TO KNOW
THE LOCATION OF MY AFRICAN
POOL, 5O THAT YOU TOO
MAY BE IMMORTAL.










A

PROUD, 5O PROUD, ¥
OF WHAT You HAVE
DONE.




AFTER THIS,
NO MORE PIRACY.
THAT I8 NOT FOR

NEGOTIATION, £

UNTIL THEN, T

PROPOSE THAT 8 EFOR|

INDIAN VILLAGE.




THE JOHNSON REPORT:

Princess Dakkar of Lincoln

Former features editor Hildy Johnson makes a very special
return to these pages, tempted briefly from her well-deserved
retirement to revisit old acquaintances on the occasion of the
70th birthday of the Princess Dakkar, known more usually as
the second Captain Nemo.

They say that over time crocodile handbags will come
to more closely resemble their owners, or perhaps it’s the
other way round. If T had a clear memory of anything pre-
ceding the beginning of this sentence I guess I might find
that fact distressing but, as it is, what were we talking about?
However, not even the armour of senility or the shield af-
forded by the ravages of drink could spare your formerly in-
trepid crone reporter from a confrontation with the passing
years when she was recently allowed a conversation with a
similarly beauty, last more than
two decades before when we each counted several hundred
men amongst our conquests, although in entirely different
fashions. Most of hers wound up as either dead or wishing
that they were...but so did most of mine, now that I think
about it from a vantage point of near sobriety.

Mv arrival on the shores of Lincoln Island, a long-
standing pirate haven that is denied statu an indepen-
dent country simply through its lack of postage stamps and
currency, was very different from that of my earlier visit
during, dear God, was it really 19387 On that occasion I
had been transported from Chicago’s waterfront directly to
the island in my hostess’s notorious submarine, the Nauti-
lus, whereas my current audience necessitated first a trip
to Argentina and a midnight rendezvous at a deserted air-
strip outside Buenos Aires, which no doubt played merry
hell with my arthritis. I was met by a delightful uniformed
young airman named Guillaume, one of the ailing Armand
Robur’s “Terrornauts’, who then escorted me in a hair-rais-
ing aerial contraption that he called a ‘zyomp-zyette’ to his
island base, as greatly altered since my previous excursion
as am I myself, although only in Lincoln Island’s instance
could the alterations be perceived as an improvement.

ln the silver drench of a full moon our craft began
a roaring drop towards the curdled masses of the Riallaro
Archipelago’s famed fogbanks, billows parting like ethereal
spun sugar to reveal a startlingly space-age and electrically
illuminated view of Princess Janni Dakkar’s brigand nation
from above. The same eccentric (if not frequently phantas-
magoric) architectural forms that I had noted on my previ-
ous sojourn were still apparent, buildings shaped like manta
rays or swordfish or the like, but realised now in gleaming

new materials and decked with trailing jellyfish arrays of
burning bulbs and tropic tetra neon. This glittering citadel,
a cover illustration from the over-optimistic science fiction
periodicals of thirty years ago, rose to enfold us like a ba-
roque metal flower as we descended to the blazing ludo-
board of Lincoln’s landing fields. Our steel-clad uhalamﬂ
rhino of a vessel touched down with the delicacy of a l\um-
mingbird in the clearly adept hands of youthful Guillaume,
a display of skill eliciting a girlish flutter from my heart,
though luckily without the need for major surgery.

O disembarking I was taken (although sadly not by
Guillaume) for a walk across the airfield to my quarters in
the company of a strikingly tall and strong-boned Polyne-
sian girl of perhaps thirty-five years old who introduced
herself as one Luala Ishmael, seemingly the common-law
wife of the same Tobias Ishmael I’d encountered on my pri-
or trip to this cutthroat paradise. She told me in her perfect
if unusually-inflected English that her husband now
old but in rude health, and that they quarrelled frequently
about the gender of the child both of them hoped for. “Mr.
Ishmael says that I must have a boy who will be strong and
take over his father’s duties. I have said that if I have a girl,
it will be one like me, who smashed his teeth and put him
into the infirmary the night we met.” Fervently hoping that
she wouldn’t smash my teeth and put me through the fuss
of buying new ones, I made an attempt to change the sub-
ject by enquiring where the stupefying bulk of Armand Ro-
bur’s craft the Terror that had dominated this expanse the
last time I was here was to be found. Luala’s answer was
delivered in a tone of mournful resignation. “It is in French
Indo-China with its master. Mistress Nemo argued that his
health was very bad and that he could not help the situation
there, but Captain Robur felt it was a duty to his country.
No-one knows, now, when he will come back.”

Reacl\iug the guest accommodation that had been re-
served for me, a single-story building artfully prefabricated
around what appeared to be a solitary turtle-shell of unbe-
lievable proportions, I bade a good evening to my chaper-
one after she’d forcefully impressed upon me that I was to
meet the Princess Dakkar the next day at noon at her “shark
palace”. Somehow, I'd a feeling I would know this when
I saw it without need for supplementary directions. Once
Luala had departed and left to my own devices I discovered
the most sumptuous bunk I've ever had the fortune to be
offered; an enormous clam-contoured concavity brimming
with silken bedding and a brief note from Her Majesty grac-



ing the pillow stating that one of her crew would bring me
breakfast on the morrow and that she herself looked for-
ward very much to seeing me again. This was signed with
the lady’s customary ‘N’, an emblem better met with on dry
land than glimpsed on an approaching flag during a rough
Atlantic crossing. Thinking hazily about the many other
persons who had set eyes on that ensign in less reassuring
circumstances than myself I drifted without difficulty into
a surprisingly deep and untroubled sleep, apparently less
nervous amidst a healthy, thriving populace of cold-eyed
ne’er-do-wells than in my own apartment. No need here to
slumber with a gun at hand in the night table and, indeed, no
point: the people here are consummate professionals who’d
have your only-just-done scalp tied to their belts before
you’d made your first move for the bedside drawer.

Dowager ruler of these territories, Janni Dakkar has
changed both her island habitat and the essential methodol-
ogy of her criminal enterprise since last we met, in those
tense months before Adenoid Hynkel’s military might in-
vaded Poland, effortlessly crushing the already-tottering
Ubudynasty’s regime and taking over the demoralised green
candle industry. (I can still recall deposed King Stanislaw,
Ubu the Third, and his heartfelt and eloquent denouncement
of the German and Tomanian forces: “They are merdrers!”)
Having eagerly applied herself to plundering and sinking
German vessels in the first years of that conflict, working in
a pincer movement with her son-in-law, sky pirate Armand
Robur and his ruin-raining craft the Zerror; Princess Dakkar
and her lifelong love Broad Arrow Jack found themselves
lured into a slyly-baited death trap at the heart of Hynkel’s
Reich in the Berlin metropolis, a conurbation manifesting
the cheese-dreams of infamous stranger-to-sanity, the hap-
pily defunct Carl Rotwang. Though a clear account of what
occurred there in the German capital has never been made
public, it is said to have involved the violent demise of most
of Germany’s still-active “Twilight Heroes” that remained
from World War I, and there are even rumours that African
monarch Queen Ayesha met her end during the conflagra-
tion, with the current claimant to that title being no more
than another mere pseudo-Ayesha such as have arisen on
at least two previous instances during the self-styled god-
dess’s uncommonly long life. What is a certainty, however,
is that Rotwang’s strange totalitarian city-state was compre-
hensively destroyed by Robur’s Zerror in the aftermath of
those events, as we can also be entirely sure that Princess
Dakkar’s husband and the father of her child, Broad Arrow
Jack, was a fatality of that mysterious episode.

Aﬁer her husband’s death, rather than giving in to
grief the princess became a decidedly black widow, wreak-
ing genuinely horrific vengeance on the Axis cause for the
remainder of the war. It should be said, however, that in
between bloody massacres the Zerror and the Nautilus pro-
vided help and rescue services for many of the conflict’s
traumatised or displaced victims, such as Finland’s rela-
tively harmless and benign troll population after Russia’s
long, hard-fought invasion, or even their more vicious and
belligerent near-relatives in Norway following the Ger-
man and Tomanian conquest during April, 1940, when the
Wehrmacht had been ordered to exterminate all troll-nests
or cave complexes they came across “to the last suckling
pup”. With battle’s end, the pirate queen intelligently man-
aged to guide her piratical endeavour’s smooth transition to
the very different post-war world that was to come, diversi-
fying into an efficient military force that have made several
lucrative and notably successful interventions into global
trouble spots throughout the later 1940s and the East-West

tensions of the1950s. She was famously effective in her
many strikes against the post-war U.S. communist adminis-
tration of Mike Thingmaker (I can get quite nostalgic think-
ing of those years when we saluted the red-white-and-red
and cheered on Capitol Hill purges) and its ally in the ‘Big
Brother” Ingsoc regime which flourished in Great Britain
during the same period. This is not to suggest, of course,
that Princess Dakkar is all through with piracy, but rather
that she seems to have arrived at the conclusion that po-
litical and military machinations are a more sophisticated
and remunerative application of the selfsame buccaneering
trade in which her family has traditionally made its living.
In effect, Her Majesty has made the jump from being what I
once referred to as a warlord debutante to her establishment as
an exponent of alarmingly well-armed rogue statesmanship.

Upon awakening the morning after my airborne arrival
on the island, I was unsurprised to learn that my hostess
had been as good as her considerable word in having a de-
licious breakfast of exotic fruit and kedgeree delivered to
my turtle-shell abode. When this had been consumed in a
voracious manner that would hardly be considered feminine
by any biped, I first showered by means of Lincoln’s vol-
canically-heated running water system, dressed, and then
resolved that I should venture out of doors so that I had
a chance to see by daylight the much-changed blackguard
utopia before I kept my noon appointment with its monarch.
The peculiar structures of the central pirate township, with
their decorative fins and tentacles made now from concrete,
glass and gleaming metal served but to confirm my firstim-
pressions from the night before, namely that Lincoln Island
had embraced the modern world with such ferocity that it
had overtaken everybody else. Its populace were similarly
modified, at least in their appearance, although one suspects
that in their basic nature they remained unchanged across
millennia, like alligators. Only the French ex-patriots who
were attached to the divisions of the absent Robur wore a
uniform, and even that was managed with a certain rakish
informality. The rest of Lincoln’s citizens, descended from
the roughneck crew of Princess Dakkar’s legendary father,
were of an encouragingly improved strain, seemingly less
afflicted by the signs of syphilis or scurvy than their for-
bears and with fewer wooden legs, eye-patches and pros-
thetic hooks upon display, making it all in all much easier to
keep one’s curried fish and kiwi down. It struck me that in
twenty years the progress made in hygiene, health and safe-
ty standards had done much to make the islanders a more
formidable and deadly fighting force while at the same time
making them appear more civilised as individuals. To be
honest, I think I preferred it when a pirate could be read-
ily identified by virtue of his being a monocular multiple
amputee who spoke exclusively in the present imperfect.
While I’'m sure that Blackbeard had his flaws and may at
times have been socially clumsy, at least everyone knew
where they stood, even if they had fewer legs to stand on.

Finding the Shark Palace, as I°d earlier supposed, pre-
sented little difficulty. Once I’d spotted the colossal win-
dow-studded fin that sliced into the balmy sky above all of
the island’s other buildings, it was pretty much plain sailing.
I located the main entrance by the decorously understated
and not even slightly vulgar giant squids which curved
about its archway, and within the soaring lobby area was
once more greeted by the flinty-eyed and muscular Luala
wearing what appeared to be a holstered Luger pistol at her
hip, a detail that I hadn’t noticed in the darkness that at-
tended our first meeting. Somehow both engagingly polite
and yet obscurely threatening, the gold-skinned giantess



accompanied me to glass-sided elevators on which, not to
overdo the maritime motif at all, particularly spiteful-look-
ing lobsters had been etched with acid. It occurred to me
that we were only short an elevator operative dressed as a
flounder, though conceivably I might have called on his day
off. Arriving at the top floor I was shown into an elegant
suite of seemingly endless rooms, with in the furthest such
high-ceilinged chamber Princess Dakkar and her intimates
awaiting my arrival.

Irou-grcy hair bound in a turban and her well-cut emer-
ald military jacket dropping almost to the top of her black
boots, the princess gave a smile of recognition as I entered,
one leathery predator acknowledging another. There were
three younger persons stood about the criminal aristocrat,
with only one of them that after a few moments” scrutiny I
could identify as Princess Dakkar’s daughter Hira, whom
I"d last met on her wedding day when she was twelve years
old. Now an astonishingly beautiful young woman in her
middle thirties, clad in a translucent purple sari with a seven
month-old baby cradled in her arms, the younger princess
asked after my patently precarious health and introduced
me to her infant son, named Jack for her late father. While
near-incandescent with the joys of motherhood after so
many years in the attempt, she nonetheless retained a look
of strained anxiety no doubt occasioned by her frail, ma-
laria-prone husband Armand being presently at risk in the
uncertain heavens of French Indo-China. The other person-
ages present, who’d been offering their birthday salutations
to the elder Dakkar prior to my arrival, tumed out unexpect-
edly to be a brace of Germans. Ursula Mabuse (everyone
calls her Uschi, it would seem) is an attractive woman in
her fifties and apparently the daughter of the late Dr. Ma-
buse, the ruthless mastermind behind the Weimar under-
world who had enjoyed friendly relations with the House
of Nemo since the 1940s. The handsome young man also
in attendance, dressed immaculately in what looked to be
a Prussian variation on the standard Robur uniform, was

man Luft-Pirat who’d had family condemned to labour
camps by Hynkel and was now acting commander of the
still-substantial Robur forces left on Lincoln Island. For-
mal handshakes once exchanged, the trio — or quartet if’
one includes the baby — graciously allowed Luala to escort
them to the elevators leaving me alone in the unnerving
presence of a person voted recently as third in a poll listing
enemies of mankind in the 20th century, immediately after
T.HR.U.S.H. and SPECTRE, armed with nothing save for
rudimentary Pitman’s shorthand. We talked with unprec-
edented informality for perhaps twenty minutes and I was
surprised to find myself greatly enjoying this extraordinary
woman’s company. Eventually, I was permitted a short in-
terview, which I now reproduce below.

Hildy Johnson : So, how would you summarize the
seventy years that you're celebrating?

Princess Dakkar : (LAUGHS) Only with difficulty. Lots
of screams, some of them mine back in the earlier days but
less so later on. Or possibly it is best summed up as a lesson
in how the determination necessary to avoid resembling an
overbearing and fanatical parental figure is precisely that
figure’s unique, defining quality. I have become my father
in all save his beard and his abiding catalogue of grudges
dating from the Indian Mutiny, an incident I cannot feel as
passionate about as he did.

HJ : And do the memories stay with you? I find I forget

’D : Then youw’re a lucky woman. I recall it all. I can
recall the smell of London’s docksides all ablaze, and even
hing of what we di inA The stench

of the decaying giant ape that we transported to Skull Is-
land for a decent (burial is with me still, as are the dreadful
ions of the machi in Berlin.
Beneath this coat there are bums onmy arm caused by the
radioactive exhalations of the huge blpedal saurian with
which the Nautilus engaged some several years ago in wa-
ters o(f Japan and I remember yet amnhllaluw nests of vari-

Mantfred Mors, a grandson of the famous 19th-century Ger-
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mutants that were manifesting in America throughout the
brief Thingmaker government’s regime and afterwards. But
there are memories, too, which are a consolation. I recall
the wheezing chuckle of my former first mate, Mr. Ishmael,
a man more a father to me than my own, and above all I
am unable to forget the precious years I spent with my be-
loved Jack, when we were king and queen of all the planet’s
blood-soaked billows.

HJ : That’s a romantic image. Any memories of your
father you can bear to keep around?

PD : There is his skull, fixed to the fo’c’sle of my Nau-
tilus, which I believe serves adequately to preserve him in
my thoughts. No, that is callous, and dismisses someone of
that stature far too readily. It was the fire in him, for better
or for worse, that forged me, and I have long since come to
acknowledge that. I sometimes talk with him, you know. He
is among my ghosts.

HJ : Your ghosts? Am I to take that in a literal sense?

PD : Unless we have a workable idea of what ghosts
literally are, then who can say? Once Jack and I took Hira
to Spectralia, where there are phantoms of the sort one reads
about in the accounts of Silence or Carnacki. They are not
of the same kind I often have about me now. Perhaps, more
plausibly, the spirits that by tum afflict or entertain me are
but consequences of an ageing mind and memory that slides
into decline. Jack is too seldom with them, or I would not
make complaint.

[J : So does this ghost train mostly haul a freight of
victims? Isn’t that what some of us would call a conscience?

PD : (LAUGHS) No, not at all. I think I recognise my
conscience on those rare occasions when I meet with it. The
apparitions I describe are somewhat different. Not all of
them are what you would refer to as my victims, although
certainly that faction is well-represented.

HJ : What of Queen Ayesha? There were rumours that
the two of you were far from best friends, and I wondered if
she might be in your ghostly entourage of...former combat-
ants, let’s say.
seldom think about her since I killed her in Berlin.

HJ : I’ve certainly heard rumours and reports to that ef-
fect, although with someone of that nature I'd have thought
that there must always be an element of doubt...

PD : Then you are incorrect. I cut her head off, more than
twenty years ago.

HJ : Really? Id not heard that. But what about the cur-
rent claimant to the throne of Kor who says that she’s Aye-
sha? Don’t you think that...?

’D : 1 beheaded her. She’s dead. Now, if you’ll pardon
me I must make preparations for my birthday celebrations
later on this evening, to which you are cordially invited. T
shall summon Mrs. Ishmael to escort you down. It has been
pleasant meeting you again, and I...ah! Here’s Luala now.

And that was that. I nervously attended the princess’s
birthday party later, where I danced with the most courte-
ous Manfred Mors, although I fear his major purpose was
in keeping me away from Princess Dakkar with whom I"d
apparently hit something of a sore spot in my interview.
Later that night Luala walked me, no more than a little tip-
sy, to the landing field where to my great relief she neither
smashed my teeth nor put a Luger round between my eyes
but instead handed me to Guillaume for the zyomp-zyette
zyoumney back to Argentina. Here amongst the dubious
home comforts of Chicago a week later I still find I'm think-
ing of her, not without a certain measure of affection. In that
spirit, here’s to Janni Nemo, seventy years old a week ago
and still by far the world’s most dangerous grandmother.
Long may she sail, but not near any boat that I'm around. o
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