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Ve still have
mm I’%’*”/ kerosene lamps

The wires went

down in the storm "\ quests
» and our electricity ) here for
s off, Skeeziv. /Christmas
|| :"“---...._I

| N
/

And 14 T Maybe wed "X Heavens,no!
better all clear
out of here,
Father Clock!

Wow!

Il never forget the .~
time Grandfather Clocks
whiskers caught fire!

1 & for light.

We wouldn't «
| hear of 'n;!

But, qolly!
Hew about
the tree?

_ (Same to you, Cork |

Christmas, | you sleepyhead !

By the way, you've
been elected !

Half of the gang ™
has eaten, but vou're
tlipping flapjacks for
the cecond shift !/

You remove the bulbs, T
Skeezix, and [l fix that!

\f!i_ne. Pudge.

The old woed
cookstove works

theres just
one thing,

d Christmas was | all year long!

While the candles are
burning, we must be /
very careful, children!

| always

thought 15 what we do

3 holiday !

LIL AB

Demor and
Put/iEs —

7AL CAPP

FAMODS [y
AND
FEARED
INSPECTOR \
BLUGSTONE
OF

SCOTLAND
YARD
RPETURNS
TOHIS
LITTLE
HOME
ATI3
SEEPAGE.
GARDENS,
LONDGON.

|

AND HOW ARE
YOU . THIS GOOD
EVENING, MRS,

ARMOSTRONG =

WORRIED —
THAT'S "OWIT
WORRIED

HapouT YOU,

HINSPECTOR/F

(' SYOUVE BEEN A
WIDOWER, 25
YEARS P | ONG
HENOUGH 1O
SAVIEL MOURNEDR ™
THE MEMORM
OF THE LYTE
MRS, B. JF

SIGHIKICKED
0 DEATH,
POOR. DEAR,
BN A
JEALOLS
HORZEL"

IT WAS
HARDLY A
CHEERFLUIL
SIGHTS,

YOU HARE HiN
THE PRIME OF
STOUT HENGLISH
MAN'QOD, SIR—
AND YET!Q.

NOU'VE NEVER LOOKED
MWAT HANOTHER. FEMALE.~
HEACEPT ME=HAND THAT
L' DON'T COUNT, Qi+, WHAT

DO YOU PO, THESE
LONG, LONELY
HEVENINGS ?

HHWS - MAYBE | COULD
CREATE ONE,IF | DID
EVERYTHING IN THIS

JUST-TOOAY | BYCHED LIP AN ANCIENT \
DN HAOW TO DRIVE ARAY LEMOvs? &)
ITS VOLUME R OF A SERFS —

UNFORTUNATELY, NOWRUIME T —
T CREATE DiEMONSY 15 NO

"HOW
LONGER IN EXISTENCESI — |
AT CANNT I NG
ENVENING, MRS ARMSTRONG
F

ANTICIPATE A A

<0 THAT'S How To DRIVE

DEMONS AwaY I — v SURE
| COULD DO IT=IF | HAD
ONE HERE [

{ THERE'S A HODD BLUE

LIGHT IN THE HINSPECTOR'S
STUDY —NOW HITS PURPLE=
NOW HIT'S BLOOD-RED S~ /
AND THERE'S WEIRD
MORIENTAL MUgIC

TR ek T

R
EGAD.’:’-— I'VE DONE
ITI —AND NOW TO PRIVE
IT AWAY /= WHERE'S

MY BOOK P




