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peaceful land of good intent,
! where families grow old.

Ne'er a threat, nor grim
intent, nor cureée nor
broken bone.

Purnswick is but just
a word. Ite meaning?
Home sweet home.

PRED HAVE WANTED
W,
SHH, IT'S A SURPRISE. A
LIL BONUS FOR THE EXTRA ILEOR ALET:
SHIFT AT THE CANNERY.

"BOUNCWG OFF THE BEAMS. |
BUT GOOD AS GOoLD" 1
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OH AH-AH,
fl;gl"l?mEL goy-of NADDA. NOT
« B9 N T WANNA YET.
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[ A sSH-sHIP!
THAT YOU, OKIE? FLYWNG
WE'VE GOT A ' BANNERS OF...

OF PARK!
FISH HERE! WHAT'S
A THIS RUCKUS?

NSNA?\?'I-‘::‘T"G IT'S FINE... BAD
OKIE HOLLERING WEATHER'S ALL. NASTY
AT NOW? STORM. YES. BETTER HOLE
e UP, JUST FOR A PP,

POPPA, NO. . BETTER 6TAY

THERE'S EIGHT- JAY. THEN.
LEGGERS DOWN il g AR

WATCH OUT




0o you
SEE ANYTHING?
ISIT GETTING
BAD ouT
THERE?

"QUIET? DAGOUM,
WH-\WHAT'S THAT
YELLING? THAT
ISN'T OKIE."

DON'T
BE 6CARED,
MOMMAIT'S UST
WEATHER.
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RAW-HA-HA!
TAKE YER FILL, BOYS!

COMPLIMENTS OF BARON ) 3™

BUGABOOY




WOT'S 'S, THEN?
STOWAWAYS?







{ RURRY! WE'RE
A ALMOsT.. J

P aggum stood
along the
shore, no answey
to be found.

eril
Plccrcd
behind as
Burnewick
smouldered
to the
ground...




5533322} ,}‘5 ?:"o" ---Daggum's throat grew lumpy A VALIANT EFEORT, I ADMIT,

& when the horrid pirate epoke. GOOD SIR. I CAN SEE YOU'RE
ABova the smoke... 4 L QUITE THE FAMILY MAN.

WORRY...
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I WON'T
LET ANYTHING ¥

1 TOLD YA! 1 TOLD YA THIS OKIE! PIPE DOWN
WAS A-COMIN' AN' NONE OF NOW, YOU'LL ONLY
YA LISTENED! 7 ¢ MAKE THINGS...




IT'S A CAME,
NADDA. QUICK, TELL
ME YOUR FAVORITE

SUPPER -~ IF YOU
COULD HAVE ANYTHING
N THE WHOLE WIDE
WORLD.

HELP! HELP ME, FER
PETE'S SAKE! DAGGUM,
DO SOMETHN'!

TANYTHNG?
COULD I PICK
MOMMA'S
SNIPPY HAM?

WHAT -- WHEN
WE SORT ALL
THIS OUT, YOU
CAN HAVE JUST
THAT.




OF BUGABOO! DEVOUR TO YOUR
BUQ?\'SV\’!E’K 1S HEART'S CONTENT!
OURS! DISOBEY AND
DESTROY,
THAT'S OUR
MoTTOo!

HOH THERE, FLOATY FigH THEN SO ' FRIED! BAKED! SMOKED!
GO00 BARON/ BY THE BARROWS/! | T SMALL BE, PUREED/! SAUTEED!
THIS I6LE WHY, WE'LL GORGE Ul AFLOATY FISH  SCHWENKERED! BOILED
16 RIFE é\’lf:i FOR YEARS! FEAST OF )\ AND BRAISED!
MORSELS! i [ 2

SHOULD WE N\
RATION SOME VITTLES |
FOR THE PRISONERS,

A7)
\

“THEY'LL NEED THEIR ENERCY
ONCE I PUT 'EM TO WORK..."

fe

“...THE BARE MNIMUM OF
MORSELS! JUST ENOUGH TO
STAVE THE OREAT DARKNESS.”




MY BRAVE
BOY. HE'S AGLEEP,
POOR FELLA. 6TILL

TREMBLING.

BITT AND
BOBB, TOO.
THEY DON'T
UNDERSTAND

ALL THIS,
DAGGUM.

WHO ARE THEY?
WHY ARE THEY DOING
THIS TO US?

I SURELY
DON'T KNOW,
SUGAR. PIRATES,
I 'POSE.

LIKE ANY
SCOUNDREL, I
RECKON THEY'RE
DOING IT BECAUSE
THEY CAN.

THIS I OUR { BURNSWICK 16

HOME! MY OREAT- EVERYTHING WE'VE

GREAT-GREAT- ALL EVER KNOWN, |
ena.ugssr’sks | GNIPPY.
WAS N IN GOODNESS |
BURNSWICKS GRAZIOUS TO HIGH
HEAVENS -- WHY,
I NEVER THOUGHT
I'D 6EE THE
DAY...

WE'RE TOGETHER,
FOR NOW. AND THAT'S
WHAT COUNTS.




