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Introduction

- “We can’t go on meeting like this’; ‘Darling, theyre play-
ing our tune’; ‘And this is my husband’s little den.’ Three
remarks which don’t at first seem to have much in com-
mon; yet — at least to those of us who have watched the
antics of cartoonists over a decade or two — they fit snugly
together into a single, clearly defined compartment. Each
of them is a caption cliché. Each of them, by some pecul-
iar accident, is a phrase to which cartoonists have fixed
umpteen different scenarios, umpteen variations. The
drawing is fresh, the caption remains the same.

A fourth candidate for inclusion in that compartment
would certainly be ‘“Take me to your leader.” That one is
perhaps the daddy of them all, a caption which has
spawned a multifarious and mind-boggling array of situa-
tions, even in the end becoming a free-standing catch-
phrase in its own right. I suppose initially it harked back to
those exploration, adventure stories in the Rider Haggard
mould, so it was a certain cartoonist’s back-reference to
this source that gave the phrase an altogether fresh lease of
life when he produced the first Martian/Flying Saucer car-
toon. That cartoonist was Alex Graham, and I hope you
won'’t accuse me of cheating when I reveal that Graham’s
caption was not ‘Take me to your leader’. but “Take us to

your President.” His drawing in the New Yorker showed a
flying-saucer in a field and two bug-eyed Martians talking
to a horse. Afterwards, jokesmiths everywhere hurried to
getinon the act, and President gave way to leader, perhaps
as a way through to a wider audience.

Robot Martians said it to petrol pumps, gnomic Mar-
tians said it to Harold Macmillan on a grouse moor (a neat
one, that — Macmillan was the British leader at the time),
and yet another Martian rang the bell at Franz Schubert’s
door and demanded to be taken to the composer’s lieder.
And no doubt —though [ haven’t yet come across it—a car-
toon exists somewhere which gathers together a pop-eyed
Venusian, a smirking swan and a recently ravished Leda.
All in all, ‘“Take me to your leader’ has had a pretty good
run for its money.

That’s not the full story, though — cartoonists, once they
have latched on to a productive theme, will shanghai it to-
wards fresh locations and push it into new alignments.
The Unidentified Flying Object and its crew of little green
men are therefore liable to turn up anywhere and every-
where, and in all kinds of shapes, in order to act out
another humorous situation; Noel Ford has a child-
Martian playing with little slabs of stone and the result is






“Sorry, ground control, could you repeat that? I was miles away.”









“Hello! The plot thickens!”






“l am Igsprx from the planet Thynog — take me to your toilet.”






“It's another of those flying saucer things.”

“Calling Jupiter. Calling Jupiter. . . Reporting from lifeless asteroid.
Over to you —over.”
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“President or no president, I feel pretty ridiculous in this get-up”

“Sure, I love you, but what kind of
neighbourhood is this to bring up kids?"






" CHELM OF TRYG2 by Bil Tidy

THE NEW CONTROLLER HAS COMPLETED
HIS FIRST DAY IN HARNESS

AS I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP X 4
Vsl A 1 41 | | PROTECTALL SPACELNGS INTHE DEEPR, Ji-
Vin. | | N\ | BLESS TRYG 2 WITHME AT THE HELM, /o
| { g Y d ~ YOURS SINCERELY, 3R

HAROLD CHEIM 3

P 2
£ N

PHEW! WHAT A JOB! BUSY SPACEPORT IS THAT CHELM? LOVELL W&
SUFFERING FROM YEARS OF LABOUR HERE -WHAT THE HELL NOTA VERY AUSAICIUS N

START-FLAG UPSIDE
l DowN — GAD, THEYRE
QUAK AT JODRELL

DO YOU THINK YOURE
DOING, MAN? FOR

GOVERNMENT NEGLECT. WHAT'S
NEEDED IS PLENTY OF BRITISH
SPIT AND POLISH. TLL SHAKE EM
UP! L THINK ILLSTART
TOMORROW WITH THE ...







“I've done all I can but I think he's getting too old for this game”
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“Earthlings are now attacking our landing supports . . .repeat . . . Earthlings are now ..
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- ",_GQId-—ff's gold.”






““Woman's World" magazine, sir—would you describe yourself as
Eau-de-Nil or Spring Fern?"'






CHELM OF TRYG-Q b.y Bill Tidy

CHELM SPEAKING.THIS IS AN \ Bpaceport cleared ...
EXERCISE! STATE OF Fire-crew alerted. ..
SPACEPORT READINESS "’Lllftary band tunm‘a
FOR EMERGENCY LANDING £ |
BY ROYAL ROCKET/YOUVE GOT
EXACTLY 3 MINUTES!/

Guard of Honour Y Flowers arranged

forming.. Flagsellers TV, Radip, and Press
moving g8hout ... 4 Ccoverage assured...

2 MINUTES <J& |
AND 20 SECS... 1

b

F \

“T'M NOT ENTIRELY HAPPY
ABOUT THIS RED WILTON
ANTI-GRAVITY CARPET.

Bar open. V;I.Pluunge_ )
dshtrays emptied. Civic
notables natified...







“Now, for goodness sake try to keep a straight face —
remember we are ambassadors of our planet.”



























CHELM OF TRYG 2 by Bill Tidy

" ARE YOU AWARE SIR, OF THIS AMAZING
FREE OFFER., WHICH CAN ENABLE YOU TO

MASTER ONE OF THE MOST DIFFICULT
LANGUAGES IN THE GALAXY7 =

Ch)

TRYGVIAN, THE UNIQUEVOCALY THE ADVANTAGES OF ‘
SOUND, MASTERED BY NO OTHER| SPEAKING FLUENT TRYG

EARTHMAN, CAN BEYOURS  /CANNOT BE OVEREMPHASISED
FOR ONLY 1000 DINARS/ / TO A MAN IN YOUR POSITION/

LOOK,OLD CHAP
I'M NOT REALLY
INTERESTED -
UNDERSTAND? 4

BUT THIS FREE OFFER IS ONLY NOW LISTEN YOU/

AVAILABLE FOR TWO WEEKS! > T'VE PICKED UP A BIT
AND YOU ALSO RECEIVE THIS [ OF TEYG\/!AN FROM THE

" HANDSOME, INITIALLED... § . CROUND STAFF...

SO ‘VYHeKL EYV/' <
‘ |

FIRST WORDS OF ENGLISH T PIcKED up/
___[7]






















“They appear to be having a whip-round for the driver!”



“And how much has that bloody thing cost the ratepayers?”’ “D’you think there's anything in this astrology
business?”’






“Nice try, Mr Stupendo, but magicians are ten-a-penny these days'”
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“It's adamn sight better than the weather we've been having lately, I can tell you



CHELM OF TRYG 2, British Space Station of the Future by Bill Tidy

MOBNMAN-
R TALE OF LUST |
INTHE DUST |

'C GETALLBOO OF/eM
men in my ¢ OUTSIDE AND BURN
THE LOT/

llg've intercepted a consignment f——we
oF books,sir. Theyre all on our _f| PERFUMIED
obscene publications embargo. PLANET

e e

& _\ :

“( my eroTIC =\
L v UFERS A oo
| A RS | PLANTOID | VR
e /’% S ‘&' 2§ _\/ P :
| A P e ~ \ [ LRDY CHATTERLEYS
ij ' <R =N\ PRESSURE 5UIT " |=

" / ~~ A BOOK IS MISSING / T/LLGIVE s S _
HOLD IT....798...7|93..’ THE THIEF A CHANCE TO HAND [T T don't know what came puer
THERE'S ONE MISSING . BACK. IN MY OFFICE, AND WE'LL me. sir . -

[




“Sunshine or not I'll be damn’d glad when this
observation stint’s over and we can get back to Mars”’

“Listen! — the sound of the roaring of the depths!”



“Actually, we're not weightless. He's on Valium.’

“It says here we should beware of
, local pickpockets.”

B






“That’s the way it is down here— they're either ugly or they don’t
know how to cook.’
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“Here are your rations for the trip— tomato  soup, boiled beef
: and carrots, home-made apple pie, and the one on the end is
toothpaste!’

“I name you Pilkington’s Comet!”






“Take us
to your lieder.”’

“Look here, this Universe you sold me — it's expanding!”



“I don’t like the look of this at all”
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CHELM OF TRYG2,

British Space Station of the Future '

by Bill Tidy

_ ~ Thevisiting M.Ps
gre here, Mr Chelm/

|-

—_—

FRINSTANCE, LIKE. HOW MUCH
DOES IT COST TO RUN ONE OF

WELL SIR. THEYRE RATHER

e

I'M NEVILLE PREACH, TORY, HUYTON, LEADER OF CUT THE PLEASA Nmm\gy@'
1 / '
DING TEAM M’W L (" LETS GETDOWN TO BUSINESS AND

"R FIND OUT WHERE T TAXPA

YERS'

EARLY MODELS, AND EXPENSIVE |
TO MAINTAIN AND OPERATE,
BUT WE HOPE TO BE RID OF
THEM BY NEXT YEAR AND
BE USING THE MOST
UP-TO-DATE... &

L. ONCE AGAIN, THE <
UGLYSPECTRE OF

: o ‘ ‘ o '. 2'1
B . reDUNDANCY...




“According to the theory, a spaceship landed there 20,000 years ago.”



“We were rather hoping for a deep insight into trans-galactic space drive technology — we already have glass beads.”



“Take us to your leader!’
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“All right. I'll allow you to play the stroke again.

“Sorry, no coloureds.”



“We're very disappointed in you,

Xglurgox— six months on Earth,

and you still haven’t established
diplomatic contact”’

“Holy Jupiter! I hope we don’t meet any of their butterflies.”









“—And our message to you humans is, grow up;, settle your silly little wars; trust vour fellow
men; clean up the social inequities on this planet, the hunger, the disease; study,; mature; apply
for membership in the Galactic League of All Bipeds,; make yourself worthy to join the larger
planetary community and help us wipe out the damned tripedal Betelgeusians!™
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“Author! Author!”’

“Uh~uh! Her attention’s wandered — this is costing precious points.’






CHELM OF TRYG 2,\ Britisﬁ Spaée Station of the Future |

by Bill Tidy ‘

—
NEARLY A NASTY ACCIDENT,
PTAIN / ‘

..........

PILOTS ARE BEGINNING TO HATE DOCKING HERE, \ ®%{ (=FY
MR CHELM. THESE BLASTED FLYING GRONKS ARE| j—{- =

A MENACE. THEY BLOCK UP THE AIR INTAKES, /C
FOUL UP RADAR APPROACH. CAN'T YOu GET

SHUT OF THE DAM’ THINGS ?

2 ﬁ\.
AN “é}ﬁﬁ@ RECORDINGS OF GRONK
I Ryl SYAPDISTRESS CRIES, EVEN THE
AGN DT A/ ATTACKING BELLOW -OF ﬂj
N S .SCALY NURTLE - WITH NO
EFFECT, I'M AFRAID/

F:E;- £~ F

NOTHING SEEMS TO FRIGHTEN THESE
LEVIATHANS OF THE AIR/ NOW You
MUST EXCUSE ME, TVE GOT SOME
DISTINGUISHED VISITORS.

RIS ]
_—;gEEEEEEEEEEE-Eéj

Z?E "EEEE T

WOW./ LOOK AT THAT GRONK GO -
™ \\_ WEVE FOUNDTHE ANSWER / / €
/\ : -
e s

ST =< |




“_..and this is one of the whole family taken by FFrank Borman”
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“Just think, ZXYXIL, in a very short time we will have
conquered Earth!”’
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“It seems only yesterday that you walked through that wall and said,
‘Greetings, Earthling!”

......



“How we doing, Otog?"









CHELM OF TRYG 2, British Space Station of the Future R :by'E'-;ill Ti‘_d:y

I CAN ACCEPT MOST OF THE STRANGE CREATURES
“WHO PASS THROUGH TRYG ON THEIR GALACTIC =
JOURNEYS THEY'RE ODD BUT INTERESTING.
THE ONE THING THAT I'M NOT
LOOKING FORWARD TO, IS...

... BEING PRESENTED TO SLIMO
OF NAXTIA, WHEN HE STOPS OFF
HERE. A MOUNTAIN OF HEAVING,

SMELLY JELLY-AND IVE GOTTO
). SHAKE HANDS WITH HIM!
: UGH! OH NO _l

OH BULKY ONE THIS IS THE
CONTROLLER OF TRYG 2,
MR. CHELM.

A GREAT PLEASURE
TO MEETYOU, SIR.



















“There’s no doubt creatures of a higher intelligence
are trying to communicate with us — the question is,

what are they trying to say?”

“I'll need your signatures on this. It's just a
routine form— releasing us from any legal
responsibility for your safety while aboard

our craft”’









poverty, disease,
democracy.”

religious and racial intolerance, and a contempt for

“I'm afraid you'll find us rather backward. We have wars.




“Watch it - it looks as if they're going to be hostile”
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CHELM OF TRYG 2, British Space Station of the Future ' " by Bill Tidy

WHY AREN'T THESE CARGO HAND@ They want an extension /
QWORK? [ totheir tea breaks, sir | | || temporary strike just now,

J - orelse...j sir; there are B Freighters

s (TEA BREAKS AGANY)| 12 1N Eoda and. ..
) =

f;&» T KNOW, DAMMIT/
® Y ALLRIGHT —TEA

S S

Wwe ;:;1: aFford puen g

*
. e}

S AATRS

/4 \ﬁ@? ' PR 10 MINUTES:

3 (msvwr DRINK IT OUT OF
\’. : / : 6 --‘ *-‘1_"| e

THATS ONE BRITISH @
INSTITUTION I WISHWE '\

HADN/T INTRODUCED INTO

OUTER SPACE. THEY VE GONE
MAD ON TEA/ 70000 GALLONS /.
| AWEEK-TI DONT KNOW WHY.... /:
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“You reached Earth, then?"









; » » 2 1
“You think we’re something — you should see our menfolk!



“Here we go again — conquest — subjection— insurrection — independence . . ”
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“OK, twenty-six dollars, and that's two dollars more than we paid for Manhattan.”
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CHELM OF TRYG 2, British Space Station of the Future by Bill Tidy

—

BY JOVE, THAT'S THE FIRST TIME MY LUCKY
GARGONS FOOT EVER LET ME DOWN/ y—

—

Comein,Mr. Chelm,
come in/

==—\. ps = = = .
y <~/ COMPUTOR'S GONE - MANUAL . | V) .. fio
™ Oz CONTROLS DICKEY- HEADING INTO, e —— WL
' =" , / THE DEEP BLACK-IM BALING OUT.
\ it . ‘

i
P ! F

SUPERSTITIOUS NONSENSE
ANYWAY. GOOD RIDDANCE 7

HOLD ON THOUGH /A RESCUE
SHIP/ PERHAPS I WAS A
LITTLE HASTY...




“That settles it — they're hostile!”

“I suppose they didn't want to risk their first-class citizens’
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“Well, this certainly buggers our plan to conquer the Universe”

“Third floor, A5
Servo motors 3 PO%
and liquid
Suel injection’”

'''''







. get back into the rocket!”

“Home at last! Okay, you guys . .



























CHELM OF TRYG 2, Br

WELL, CHAPS, MY TOUR OF DUTY 15
ALMOST OVER. T'LL BE RETURNING TO
EARTH WHEN I'VE HANDED OVER TO
YOUR NEW CONTROLLER...

itish Space Station of the Future ° | by Bill Tidy

THAT JUST ABOUT TIES IT UP. JOCK./ SIGN HERE AND
YOU'RE IN THE DRIVING SEAT OF TRYG 2/

_ - A
-« MR. MCINTOSH. I WANT YOU

THANKS,HARRY., I'M JUST
A WEE BIT NERYOUS/

" THAT YOU'VE GIVEN ME. THANKS
H\__ FOR EVERYTHING/

DONT WORRY, Tock! TRYG TAKES A LITTLE ... CURIOUS FOLK/
GETTING USED TO. DEEP DOWN, THE

DLY...

TRYGVIANS ARE JUST SIMPLE, KIN

I
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“First expedition five miles out but no sign of life yet.”



“Oh - about here, I should think.”












