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…while visions of
sugar plums…
turned into dread!

noooo!
it caaan’t

beeeee……
meeee?

yes,
you,
half-
mast!

Twas the night
before christmas…
no creature was
stirring…
all were abed…
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you left your
papers stacked
against your

computer’s vents

then you left a paper
cup of soda next to

your keyboard. it was
knocked over and

your keyboard is full
of diet cola!

the fan burned out
and your circuits

are fried!

you’ve been too lax
on pm lately, half-
mast. tonight three
more specters will
haunt your dreams

to bring you to your
senses.

give heed to
their words 

or your waking
days will be
worse than
this evening’s
nightmares.

{phew!}
what a
night-
mare…

ouch! I shoulda
treated this
netting with
permethrin.

half-
mast… 

half-
mast!

haaalf-
maaast!

sfc
blade!

yes, msg
half-mast,

I’m the
first of
your night
specters!

last week you
visited specialist

hickman at the avum
shop. do you recall
where you placed

your feet while you
talked to him?

you
stand

on one!

you dropped a pen
on the tarmac and
didn’t pick it up!

you’d better wake
up, half-mast!

somebody’s going
to get hurt.

it’s
starting to
rain. what

now?

how many times
do we tell

pilots not to
overstuff their
bags so their

helmets won’t be
damaged? and

what do you do?

…what’s gotten into
you? you know the

dangers of fod! but
what did you do?
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half-mast!

a-a-are y-
yuh-you the
n-n-next suh-

specter?

you’re
losing

your grip,
half-mast!

what do you think
you’re doing leaving
a tent with no fire
guard when you’ve
got a personnel
heater going?

there’s your
tent, half-

mast… going up
in smoke… like
a bad dream!

that humvee…
I gotta get

outta this rain!

when are
you going
to wake up
and listen

to us?

I…I
made

it…

and I’m
dripping
wet!

well, if it
isn’t master
sergeant
half-mast!

y-yuh-
you… are th-
th-the last s-
suh-specter?

I am!

drive,
half-mast.

there’s
something

you
should

see.
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wh-where
are we g-

going, suh-
specter?

you’ll
find out.

meanwhile,
check your

gauges.

I can’t
see… bad
wipers.

fuel’s
low…

uh, oh.

so, half-
mast, you
can’t see,

you’re out of
fuel… we’re
miles from
anywhere.

and do
you know

who didn’t
pull pm?

look!
lack of
pm can
cause…

…this!

ugh!

time for
us to

take off,
fellow

specters.

you
think he’s
learned

his
lesson?

sounds like half-
mast is having a

nightmare, blade.

should we
wake him up,

bonnie?

yes, connie…
let’s do it.

I’m
sure

he
has.
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what did
you try
to do,

work all
night?

you
look ex-
hausted!

we told
you, you
needed
sleep.

huh?

ugh.
what

night-
mares!

I think
I’ll log

off…

for half-
mast, bad pm

is just a
nightmare.

we hope it’s
not a reality

for you!

must’ve
fallen
asleep.


