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Horseface Harry lived in a pasture sur-
rounded by a rail fence. The pasture was full
of fine green grass and patches of thick clover.
It was a pasture that any horse should have
been proud to spend his last years in, but not
Horseface Harry. Oh! He liked grass and
clover but his fondness for apples was some-
thing more than a mere liking. He was just
plain crazy about apples. During all his life as
a race horse, he had run his races as fast and
as hard as he could because his trainer would
always reward him for winning with a bucket
of beautiful red apples. However, now that
Harry was too old to race and had been put
out to pasture, there were never any races o
win so there were never any apples. Perhaps
Harry would have lived in peace without think-
ing about apples if it hadn’t just happened
that the field next to his pasture was an apple
orchard. The apple trees grew right up to the
fence and for the first few days that Harry
was in the pasture, he had all of the apples he
wanted. But, after the first week, he had
cleaned the trees of all of the apples that
he could reach, and no matter how hard he
stretched his neck, he couldn’t grasp another
one of the thousands of apples that he could
see.

“This is terrible,” Harry said to himself as he
nursed a stiff neck from trying to reach the
distant fruit. “There must be some way for a
highly intelligent horse like me to get some of
those apples.”

Now, being a civilized horse and consid-

ering himself above the wild animals who lived
around the pasture and the nearby woods,
Harry ignored the overtures of friendship
from the wild animals, as he felt it was his
place to do. But now that he was faced with
the problem of getting the apples from across
the fence, he began to think of the wild an-
imals in an attempt to figure out a scheme
that would bring the apples to him.

“Hmmmm? Yes, indeed! Those poor, ig-
norant wild beasties shall bring the apples to
me,” Harry laughed as his evil plot began to
take shape inside his horse’s head.

That evening, Harry waited in the corner
of the pasture where he had seen several of
the wild animals pass by. He didn’t have long
to wait before a big brown bear and a grey
squirrel came out of the woods.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” spoke Harry,
his horse’s teeth spread in his very best race
track manner, “I wonder if you could help me
out?”

The bear and squirrel stopped and came
over to where the grinning horse was.

"Whatcha want, Bud?”’ snarled the bear,
well aware of the way the horse had be-
haved when the animals had tried to make
friends with him.

“I was wondering if you could tell me who
is animal mayor of these woods?” Oh, Harry
was a smart horse.

The squirrel looked at the bear and the
bear looked at the squirrel and then they
both asked:
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IT IS TOUGH ON

OH, BOY !!
A RAIN

I LOVES
MUD
PUDDLES !

g
poPEvVE *31-5852

RAIN PUPDLES IS THE
SWELLEST THING NATURE
DOES !




GOOD HEAVENS ! WHAT'S
THAT PIG DOING IN
THAT PUDPDLE 7

/!T MUST HAVE 4 I BETTER CHECK VHEFEE,
KUN AWAY FROM AND SEE IF TS PIGGY !
'b-..._—-u—/

SOME ga ANY PIG T KNOW! T

ARE YOU
LOST, LITTLE !

Farmer » 1§ 2 PIGGY ?
e

P
WHAT A
POING ?

RE “0OUL )

ARF! ARF
CAN'T YA SEE,
OLIVE Z--- T YAM
PLAYIN' IN THIS
SWELL MUD
PUPDLE !




POPEYE M I WANT TO
TALK TOC yu !

AHOY, OLIVE!

/I WANT TO

SHOW “OoU
SOMETHING
OUT IN THE

WHY, SURE, OLIVE -
BLOW ME DOWN !!
IS SUMPTHIN’

JUST FolLLOW ME! TiL b
N SHOW “oU

W WHAT'S WrRoNG!

DONT You
SEE WHAT'S
WRONG 7

1 S .

OH, MY GORSH 1%

YA MEANS"")———/

- C)f‘ 15 YA SICK 77
X ARE YA HURTED 72!

N\ WHERE DOES YA
: FEEL BAP 7




ARE Y0OUL BLIND ?7?
CAN'T YU SEE
WHAT'S (WRONG 7

I WLL TAKE
ANOTHER

ARF !!
ARF !
I MUSTA
BEEN
BLIND !

WELL! DPONT JusT
STAND THERE #!

DO SOMETHING
ABOUT
1T

WHAT CHA
WANT ME TO

GET AWAY WITH A
THING LIK

THAT IMPORTINK
TR

YOU'RE HIS ADOPTED FATHER!
YOU HAVE TO SCOLD HIM!
IT'S YOUR DUTY !




