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POINT ESCUMINAC (BPI) tirty feet frum da shore. Dis ting
Several local residentsreported. cum out, went on da beach, den
the sighting of a large dark ob- went back again.”
ject along the coast last week. A freelance scientist
The local police force investi- working with the Coast Guard,
gated the matter, and offered no and specializing in things that get
comment other that to say that wet, said “It could have been a
the case has been turned overto Wwhale, a fish, a guppy with a
the Canadian Coast Guard. gland condition, or something.
Witnesses described the ob- We can’t say until we get more
ject as being “big, really big, information. But for right now,
eh?” Fisherperson Yvon De- we’re labelling it as an UFO...an
Bunc described the incidentby unidentifiedfloating
saying, “Da ting came to bout object..HA!"

the cold January sﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ?ﬁﬂﬁﬁt battle
with the almost frozen mist forming on the Atlantic
Ocean somewheres along the coast of New Brunswick,
I turned and waved to the crew on the HMCS le Thun-
derpoodle. : :

It was a fine ship, the eptitome of modern technol-
ogy, the most advance submarine in the world and just
part of Canada’s new secret naval fleet. A pity its still
being kept hidden from the Canadian public, but, I sup-
pose our government has no choice, what with that
clause in the Free Trade Deal. . ,

I had developed some strong friendships among
the crew during the remarkably short trip from when
they picked me up off the coast of west Africa. I had

wanted to go to Miami, but they said the couldn’t quite

do that since they had rather urgent matters to attend
to at the North Pole. Something about a tavern that
good ole Saint Nick runs in the off season. Imade a note
of its location, and promised to check it out sometime
soon.

Using the pay mobile phone on the sub, I had
called ahead to arrange to have one of my new toys
waiting for me. I still wanted to get to Miami... and fast.

Once in the air, I suddenly realized that tomorrow
was inauguration day in the states. I figured that I
might as well stop in Washington and pay my respects
to George Bush. I still had some fond memories of him
when he worked for me as Director of the CIA. This
would give me a chance to say hello to him and see how
things were going.

Whenllanded onthe lawn of the White House, the
Secret Service became quite annoyed. Not because I
landed on the lawn, but because I had almost landed on
Quayle, but I swear I never saw him standing there. I
appeased them by giving them back the F-111 I had
beenflying. 1 had a pleasant chat with Bush and despite
what had happened on the lawn, Quayle and I became
fast friends.

Suddenly, I realized that I had forgotten to bring
my present for Ron. Almost in shock, I asked George if
Ron had left yet. Not yet he told me, the pilot for the
plane had gotten sick and they were still looking for a
replacement. In an instant, I knew what I was going to
give to Ron. :
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MR. JONES - by Brian Linkletter
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by Chels Boope
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"1/ GOOD EVENING. I'M

SARAH FORD. WELCOAE

™ BACk To THE SIX
\_0"CLOCK REFORT.

1T AL BEGAN WHEN A LONE
WOMAV BROKE INTO FUTUR-
TRONICS' LABORATORY EBARLY
B HIS AORNING. SEARGANT

"] DAVENPORT WAS ON THE

[ PURSUTT TEAM DISPATCHED \.
gl 0 THE SITE WHEN THE WOMAW

I\ RIGGERED THE SILENT ALARM.J]

DAVENPORT WAS SHOT DOWN |
EARLTER TODAY , IN THE FODD)
PROCESS IN6 DISTRICT OF
FREEDOM CITY. SEARGANT 8
DAVENPORT WAS A FIF -
TEEN YEAR VETERAN OF THE
FCPD. HE WAs THIRTY- FIVE
YEARS OLD.

Poucs CEARGANT CAMROY

THANK You, SARAH. I'M
HERE SPEAKING WITH _
D0cTOR MHARVEY TURNER,
ONE OF THE SCIENTISTS
HERE AT FUTUR- TR

—

ﬁf SUBSEQUENT PURSUIT OF ) [/WE wow TAKE Yol LIVE
THE WOMAN ENDED IN  FUTUR- TRONICS, WHERE
TRAGEDY FoR SEARGANT LIMA BARNES HAS AN
DAVENPORT, WHO HWAD ON-THE - SCENE REPORT.
RECEIVED THREE
0TSTINGUISHED SERVICE
COMMENDATIONS DURING
HIS CAREER.
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How SHE MANAGED To t-‘E;”l
PAST ALL OF OUR SECURTTY
MECAUTIONS T6 STTlL 7
Sgsm IWESTTGATED, /] ]

FUTIR o s;;//
/

D0CToR TURNER , WouLD ﬂr APPROX TMATELY  SIX
Yoo PLEASE TELL Us WHAT) | 0'CLOCK THIS MORNING,
HAPPENED HERE THIS A SINGLE TNTRUDER

MORNING ? STOLE SOME VERY VALUABLE
ITEMS FROM ONE OF THE
RESEARGH LAES.
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