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MY NAME IS PHILIF FIRRIF, BUT | CALL MYSELF FIP.
EXCEFT FOR MY SISTER, MY FAMILY ARE ALL DEAD.
SOMETIMES | VISIT THEIR GRAVES.

PHILIP PIRRIP
Late of this Parish  Ju

©

Also
GEORGIANA

Keep still, you
little devil, or I'll
cut your throat!

Don't cut my
throat, sir, pray
don’t do it, sirl

A blacksmith, eh? Early
tomorrow morning, you bring

Where's your mother
and father?

In those

graves, sir. | live
with my sister, sir
- Mrs Joe Gargery.
A} Joe is the
blacksmith.

An escaped prisoner!

| must do as he says.

me a file and some food. You
bring 'em to me or I'll have
your heart and liver out.
I have a friend
who'll see to it.




On the

A o e Rampage
= S —/ cans ohe's
very angry. And
DA Tickler's her

L | stick - that
means Il get

a beating!
:*-..
-, \
Mrs Jog's out looking for ‘ ‘
you. She’s on the Rampage, and T~
she's got Tickler with her. bl f’.. : hJ 4

Hark! What was

Come, Fip, stir the i
_ that big gun, Joe?

Christmas pudding.
Tomorrow is

Christmas Day.
1

LATER
THAT R
EVENING... ‘A

Another convict run

away from the prison ship

across the marshes. There
was one last night, too.

EARLY THE
NEXT MORNING
| TOOK A FORK
FIE AND SOME
BRAND'.
| REFLACED
THE BRANDY
WITH TAR
WATER,
A NASTY
MEDICINE.




| CAME
ACROSS A
CONVICT -
BUT NOT MY
CONVICT...

THEN HE RAN OFF INTO
THE MIST, AND | WENT
TO FIND MY CONVICT...

The food has

nearly all gone.
There wont |
be any left [

for him. A

For him?
Who's him?

Cour friend, dressed
like you only with a
hat, and a bruise on
his face. | met him
on the way.

Where is he?
Show me the way
he went. Give us hold
of the file, boy. I'l
pull him down like

* a bloodhound!




Mrs Joe, | have brought you, Mum,
a bottle of port wine and a bottle of sherry,
with the compliments of the season.

gy __

BACK AT HOME,
MR FUMBLECHOOK,
MR WOFSLE AND
OTHER GUESTS
ARRIVED...

" Oh nol There's
no brandy. only nasty '\
tar water that | put )

- in its placel

Thank you,
my dear.

How about a nice JUST IN THE look sharp.
bit of pork pie? I'll NICK OF TIME, =S Kindly repair
just fetch it from A SOLDIEE B these
the larder. : BURST IN... handcuffs.
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Not the

pork piel '
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