These are
dark days we live
in, Poicey.

Howy could
she do this to us,

Grumpy?r

Wiy would
chie do thistY

I-I can't
believe it"s happening
again/ It's only been
what, a week?
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And there's
only ome Ehing
humans like more than
ratioring our
treats..

Swoopin
up our shed fur
with a vacuirm




Look at the gntg.,t
cing around to its
PrTortr:.?mua turne...
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Arryway, I'm
for a nice,
peaceful walk.

Oh no. Clearing that

contraption’s howling

from my head requires

sOome serious alone
Eime.




I bake it back. The
dog does not make
b you seem smart.

el Yoy u ean't just
¥ wameﬁ aluﬂt:‘%hu

Y kmda 'atl Kind of
Hger is lurki
1?:{ theres e t

" There might
{ beamab of vacuum
cleaners running

loose..!

C'mon, Grumpy! I need
your soothing company

Eo [iFt my Spirits/
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Foowait-I' N

trade an hour of

your time for my

L new sleepin .
A ba-skzg.-‘g =

The comfy basket™ The ane
you saver't yet chewed
into sharp, prodding
firewood...?




And what exactly
are we doing
here...”

/ Nonsense! ™~

You can't beak |

hide-and- :
segk,

for one minute
then come look
far me

But how
will you claim
my treats if I'm
hiding®




Oubwitted by
my brainless brother.
Not exactly my
finest hour.
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It's nat
like he's a master
of disguise...

It's I:'lmé to
head home/




