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welle, wanderers,
nice to horse your
acquaintance once again!
T'm Fred the porse, and
I intend to be your
humble guide through
the many tales of the
unknown!

Now,
pour yourself a
hydrating glass of
water an sit 'Hg"’l'h
For today’s tale, or
rather tail, is...

- — — e e — .

peep in the unknow But it was clear From the
lived a Family of Felines. [l | start one of the kittens was
And today was a very | destined for difference.
special day, the day the
kittens would First go .
outdoors!

Voo a0y




(mostly)

i



Outside, in the warm Fall
afterncon, the kittens
leaped out to play.




Immediately drawn to the Field of
music, our friend the cat tried to play.

Not to be unsupportive, the cat’s Family encouraged him to play
out in tewn, e could join a band, become a team player.

Far, far away from
their delicate ears.




f
A

cat played his Fiddle happil '
H-l'?ougl- the woods. & \
| -

ne played For every | TP y
creature who Sl . R\
crossed his path. - aathering adorin

fans from throughout
7 the Forest. a
( d i
2 —

He was certain he was
destined For musical
greatness! all he had to
do was join a band.




nello once And I am
more, stranger, our humble guide
and welcome! hrovgh the N\Ang
I'm Fred the tales of the

Horse, unknown!

snuggle vp into
your Favorite chair and
put on your lucky
reading glasses, For
today’s tale is of

VvURKBYS
& 77@09&1)[5?@ S

It was a bright fall day, |eawe¢
Falling gently as turkeys picked
throu he undergrowfe But the
calm was about to be interrupted.




s0 lon | £ I was still living a life of crime, and the
_ egefasfe Highwayman and 1 had just finished a big job.

heads!

He
couldwn't
have gone
too fFar..

- < ' 3 | ¥ _..': e're '
y j\ft wﬁ: :\-M: o | 1! gomw to fFind
Qeer T ' j { “that thief,
e iFf rloci“ el | \ don/t you
ear o A . .
mEucband! | 1l . Wy

The vegetable heads would wnot
be the ones to Find vs.




e couldwn/t Because, on a I suppose
have dotten horse, you can ou're right, I
that Far! get ¥ Just can't help
but worry
that--

ow/

ves, this_time, justice would come
From a new place.
. 2 =

parwned
turkeys! That
was my good
leg!

meet our heroes,

£ f é“l‘;:cmme




Turkeys are kmown to be one of the fg‘“’:it‘ 5
i i - i
most stubborn animals in the woods brigkfeii‘? they

possess a secref
sort of cunning.

A Force to be reckoned
with, to be sure. J




welcome,
tourists to the
unknown, and
now that
we’re properly
alone,. ..

You ma
not kwvow it,
but horses are
Fantastic

peep in the unknown, surrounded by
Fog, was a Fiﬂ- who fished all day long.

.teday’s tale
req,u.rei a bit more
verse, here’s to
hoping I don't
make it worse.

s our tale, and '\ =
without Further |
ado, let's hurr5

vp and try t

get ﬂnrougln
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