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Is that
really her,

I do believe
s0, Monty.

Ain’t she
beautiful?

Thig’ll
carry what
your pockets

Plenty of room
for all the stories
you’ll bring back,




Why, you’ll come home
a regular J. V. Bellford,
you will!

Will you ging me the
old jigamaree shanty
one more time?
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And then you can
tell us some tales
for a change.

You ¢an think of
it every time you
see our good old

just in case

you ever feel
a touch of

homesickness.

You must take
Bellford’s bestiary
with you!

You used to know
the parts about the
jigamaree by heart.

Less luggage,
more singing,
dear.




This is the song
of the jigamaree:

and the sea boils
all the time!

w/m lives off the map
1h a smoky-fog sea,

+/s how we met
Id jigamaree:

And tha
the 0

Took us all home
for soufflés
and teaaaa...




Always does feel like
that song ought to
be longer...




Is...is that
her, Papa?

Yes, that’s her,
m’boy. Ain’t she...




Should there
be smoke?

Are you sure

about this,
Monty?

‘Course he’s sure!
No Navy ship’ll take a
cub with no voyages
under his belt.

You want to
be a proper sailor,
you’ve got to start
somepla—




Getting on
for mealtime,
2 isn’t it?

/ I could do
¢ | withaspotof |
3\ something, yes. —




Cargo of
bat guano,

 Everso Y}
flammable! A

Never set paw

on a death trap y
like that. And yet she does

manage some very
impressive feats...

How she’s
still afloat
T just can’t—




Nice bowl
of chowder,
that’s what

you need,

Does this mean
I’m not going to
sea after all?

I’'m no expert on
boats, my love,
but it seems to
| me that if they’re
burning, it’s a

bad sign.




About all that
commotion in
the harbor—

Begging your
pardon, sirs.
Ed

o,




I‘m waitin’ for
your salutes,
mateys!

What just
happened,
PapaZ?
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Ah! Well. There’s a ship in
the harbor seems to be
having...difficulties.

Now, sir, when you
say “ship”—

I’m asking the
questions here,
you mangy,
overgrown
guinea pig!

When you say “ship,”

you mean a proper ship.
Three masts, fully rigged.
Nothing small like
a brig or—

a schooner?

I don’t know
about all that.
I meant a boat.




Who’s wearing
the big hat, you
miserable swab?z!

Sir, when
you say
“boat’'—

Best respects, sirs,
but Captain insisted
you be underway by
five bells.

Well, the ship’s
on fire, sir. You
know how it is.

But Miss Mortar
sent a message!

I say,
Mr. Miller...

are you
quite all right?




“Don’t worry
about it.”

Shall we
go, sirs?

to be late.

Captain’s meeting
us there for the
appointment, and she
said you weren’t

Not by a
minute.

Begging your
pardon...

but are you all gailors
aboard the Rodentia?

My son was
to report there
this afternoon.




T say, Miller,
sounds like the lady’s
trying to ask if the
barky’s still afloat!

/s the barky still
afloat, Miller?

She was when
I left her, sir!

She was when
T left...her?

Nothing for it.
The Rodentia will have to
sink or burn without us.
We have an appointment,
Let’s be underw—

I'MCALLING
THE MANELIVERS,
YOU MOLPERING
BILGE RAT!
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Hell’s bells, that Mr. Millerz
hour went by fast.

The Office of the
Admiralty of Jigamaria
is on Spirketting
Streeft, sir.

Spirk-whatting? Couldn’t say, sir.
Never heard of it.
Where is it? The map room
sustained some
damage.

T know where

that is, sirs.

If it would be
helpful...
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And you’re meant
to be shipping with us
today, Mister...?

Most helpful,
Mr. Mellivore.

M-Monty
Mellivore, sir.

Mr. Miller,
kindly settle
our bill and
come along.

Miss Corbell, send
someone to convey
the lad’s dunnage
to whatever’s left
of the Rodentia.




W

o

Do try to remember
your dignity.
THH
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Will no one stop the
Nuisance 74 Noyance?

Merest ppi '
} Uit S Gui

for Caplure

r ttformat;on
theretqn 1
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It's right
up here,
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Thank you, {}_;:‘1‘\
Mr. Mellivore. L
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we are, sirs. ]

The Admiralty e a8
Office. . .

[ h\? Here O
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LV Bellford |
£ Historian, Storyteller,

Poree of the Navy
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Mr. Jonathan Spruce,
first mate of the
schooner Rodentia.

I believe we
are expected?
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The Rodentia
is a pirate
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Was that not ¢clear
from all these stiffs
calling us pirates
over and over?

Or from us
in general?

Sure, fifty percent
of the time we’re a
slightly more subtle
sort of pirate.

I’'m confused about
$0 many things
right now.

We have a unique
situation aboard
the Rodentia.
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from a naval family
that goes way back.

But they’re of
equal experience
and training...

Mr. Spruce is ex-Navy,

\‘-i)
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And Mr. Slapdash
is basically purebred
buccaneer.

all things
considered.

They take turns being the

first mate, the captain’s
second in command.

I keep the time
and tell them
when to switeh.

I'm Lettice
Corbell.
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Lettuce?
As in the salad
stuffz

Lettice, as in:

the critter who keeps
chaos around here just

barely in check, thank you

very much, Mr. Mellivore.

T had no idea
T was shipping out
with buccaneers.
Life’s full of
surprises.

Mr. Undersecretary
Underhouse?

30

May I present
the...gentlemen from
the Rodentia.




Captain Rackingbend.

Mr. Undersecretary.

And, er, Your
Under-excellency.

AhOYl
Captain!

The undersecretary
was just about to tell me
why he can’t issue the
Rodentia the letters of
marque I requested.

No letters?!
Thank Davy Jones,
WE'RE SAVED!

No blasted
red tape
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Letters of what?
Who’s Mark?

Not Mark, marque.
Properly, letters of
marque and reprisal.

They’re like a license
to pirate. 1t’s the main
difference between

pirates and privateers.

What does the
license get youz

If a pirate crew’s
captured by an enemy,
they’re pretty much
guaranteed to get

hanged.

But if you're a
privateer, they just
throw you in prison for
a buncha years.

You’re protected,
see? Officially.

And, you know,
when you’re a pirate,
other sailors call
you hames.

Like
“pirate.”




But privateers...privateers
are different.
Privateers do pirate stuff for
their country. It’s all very noble.
Mr. Spruce is wild about it.

That makes
sense.

/ And the Nemesis, our very
worst personal foe, happens to be a
privateering vessel for Noyance, so
the captain takes it a bit personal
that we’re not officially pirating
for Jigamaria.

What about
Mr. Slapdash?
He doesn’t seem
too keen.

He’s not, but if another sailor
calls you a pirate, you can punch him in
the face, ‘cause you’re not a pirate,
see—you're a privateer. Mr. Slapdash
might like that part.

But he might just
figure he can do
that part anyway.
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Mr. Underhouse.
May we know why
your office is
refusing us?

Well, it comes
down to this: Jg

What have
you done?

I need to see
amazing exploits of
some sort from
the Rodentia’

Something
impressive,
something,
dare T say,
awesome!

Something representing the \
glorious naval tradition of
Jigamaria!

Now, just
hold on
there!

34



We've taken, sunk,
or burned at least ten :
Noyancian ships that were
causing trouble off
the coast!

I make it fifteen,
actually.

Not to mention the
time we captured that

massive cargo of guano
d for making saltpeter.

And the bat poop mission!
Tell him about the bat poop
gunpowder mission’!

THAT WAS
LAST WEEK, |
GENTLEMEN! [

That’s what
I was just—

What has the
Rodentia done
today?
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Been downright
explosive today,

But it’s not the end
of the world, my dear
buccaneers!

GRRRRRR

If you could do
something really
impressive...

' something
absgolutely,
truly epic...

R@a//)’/
don’t say
it.

something
worthy of
Bellford!

Always.

Always.
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After all, we ¢an’t go around
licensing every crew of seacritters just

because they’ve worked out where all the
bits of canvas and rope 9o, ha ha’

Cordage, you
landlubbing—

It is called

a sail plan.

Neither was
Bellford.

So which part of his
illustrious career were you
hoping we could replicate
for you, sir ?

Because as faras I
can recall, he just wrote
a load of claptrap about

sailing, despite never
having been to sea...

Whatever.
I’m not a sailor.

and then
disappeared on his
very first voyage
like an absolute
lubber.

I'm sure the
crew behind the
famous guano caper
¢an come up with
something to prove
their worth.




Until then, you must
understand that I'm
very, very busy.

All of you report
back to the Rodentia
immediately.

I feel like blowing
something up, and if
we don’t get to sea,

it’ll be this blasted

bulilding.

Way ahead of
you, Captain.
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Which way’s
bloody harbor?

I think if we keep
heading away from the
smoke behind us...

and toward
that...

Mr. Slapdash,
that bunch . please tell me you
of smoke, |\ haven’t blown up the
um, ahead Speaking of undersecretary.




Nothing but fireworks,
Captain. They’ll have it
put out right quick.

1=
Thaf’ll help
5

our case.

There is no case!
We’re done with this
stupid privateering
idea now!

Why would we be

d hitz i All we need to do is
one with it?2 \

something more epic
than the bat guano
gunpowder caper!

NOTHING WILL EVER BE
MORE EPIC THAN THE BAT

GUANO GLUNPOWDER CAPER,
SPRUCE, YOU SWAB!

41



The Nemesis is still out
there with her blasted
letters of marque.

Abgolutely first thing T want once
we’re back aboard ship is an idea
from each of you for anything that
stuffed-shirt undersecretary might
consider to be “truly epic.”

And the
second
thing is—

Understood?

s my ship
on fire again?
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The absolutely
first thing I’mdoing is
figuring out how to foist
this hourglass job
onto you.
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{ Yougonna
be okay there, |
Mellivore?

46






'S okay, Mellivore.
/
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Why am
I coming?

Let’s go,
Monty!

Council in
the captain’s
quarters!

If you’re going
to take over with the
hourglass, you'll need to
know how everything 4

ever since you
left the upstairs
deck—

But
Lettice...

The
weather
deck,
lubber.

. you’ve been
Ever since == carrying that
you left the [ glass sidew—
weather
deck...




If all T was doing was
marking time, any hand
could do it.

Listen, Monty.
| There’s more to this job
than meets the eye.

But that’s
not my job.

Subtly manipulate time so you
can adjust who’s first mate at
any given moment depending on
what the situation requires and
who’s best suited to run things
at that point? )

I may be a
lubber, but
I'm not
stupid.

Just don’t sit
on the captain’s
furniture.

I did fall in,
though.




