" THERE ISNT A MITE OF USE., '~

{ JUST LOOKING AND GUESSING ABOUT \

THE WEATHER. IF THIS OLD WRECKS |

STILL MERE IN THE MORNING, WELL

KNOW THERE WAS NOTHING
TO WORRY ABOUTw

WELL, THE FORWARD BUNKS ARE HIGH
AN' DRY . You AND THE \,’ouMGSTER
CAN TURN IN«w I'LL STAND WATCH AN
WAKE You,IF THERES ANY

DANGER ’/

I GET SCARED
AN' THINK. MAYBE |
THE BIG ROPE THATS
HOLDIN' US TIED TO
THE SHORE WLk
BREAK AN THEA THE
SHip WILL BE A
GONER?

ir" “BUT AT NIGHT, WHEN TS §
/ 3] DARK., THE WIND STARTS To
GRE 3 HOWL AN THE WAVES ACT
LIKE THEY WAS MAD AT US
AN’ THE BIG ROPE LOOKS §
LIKE A TINY PIECE
OF STRING AN’:»

THE WATER
LOOKED NICE AND
BLUE - JUST LIKE A
FRIENDLY LITTLE

POND ALL DAy-Now IT
ACTS SORTA LIKE IT
WAS MAD AT SOME-
BODy«w~

i

I GUESS IM A TERRIBLE
l SCAREDY CAT, ZERO, CAUSE
B EVERY TIME A BIG WAVE.
A COMES ROLLING IN, THE
SHIP STARTS TO SHAKE £2

THE ROPE LOOKS
TERRIBLE BIG AN' STRONG
IN THE DAY TIME, WHEN THE
LITTLE WAVES LOOK LIKE
THEY WAS JUST PLAYIN'
A GAME OF TAG:

NO, YOUNGSTER- YOURE. A
REAL SAILOR WHO FORGETS
TO REMEMBER
YESTERDAY'S

STORMS

GLORYOSKY’
I HAVE TO LAFF
WHEN I THINK LAST
NIGHT I WAS SCARED OF 4
N THE OCEAN-TI MUST
T _BE GOOFY-+
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