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by Amos Arthur Holme's Possum' leaned ' over and
. , whispered into Mrs, Weasel's ear,

Once upon a time (at least I "You have, my dear, the hairiest,
think it was once upon a time). legs in the forest." Mrs. Weasel
there lived a very unhappy Countr gIggled.' ,
weasel. She should have been a " Y -, When they got to the cabbage
very happy young lady: Cromdal.. .' . . patch, Mrs, Weasel hid in the
the mighty spirit of the woods, ., .: bushes while l\fr. Possum started
had given her many fine at- Philosopher· eating cabbage. Mrs. Weasel kept
tributes. Strong, white. teeth, a ..... . ~:.' watching the farmhouse and all of
reasonable bosom, . .and . .the . ,'> : .', . '?Xt{t~l'f1:I; a sudden she saw Far~er Brown,
halrl~s~ legs in the forest. Her -- ·t'· ".~' ~*;p; .':., and a small boy, commg to~ard
unhappiness stemmed from the Amos Arth"r Bolme.}:~>r?' .' ;:',-:. the ,c~bbagt;. patch. Cripes!
fact that her husband was a dirty ..i:.x,' . >]'" .~::' •• ~"':' Wasn t this exciting? .'
dog. Not a dog as in dog, but a dog " Farmer Brown was carrying a
as in rotten. weasel. Sam Weasel ..., ,: ~. "h . ad »v : shotgun and the small boy was .
just didn't give a damn about his fello~s who bv~. the forest and sw:thea:! 01 ar~ you t day ... d 'carrying a large .book.. Mrs. :
w~fe. He preferred shooting pool. she fmally dec.,. ',qn th~ .~ne b1 ~~"d,,;~set simpere 't,·~nll· Weasel.nQtic~d.that ~r. Possum:
with those thugs down at Friendly male who really. t~ec;l her on. ': , ',,' ,. I us he . b Jus came over EO e had rolled over on his back and
B d h . Mr Possum ' i : . '", you ow rave you are. very 1 'k' . iit d d Sh h d :a~.'an e washaving a very . . . . -, !,(. , " ..' ': . '. " . bb . was 00 109qUIe ea. e ear I

open ~ffair with a widOWedskunk ,Yes SIr, she ~o~d:~alt'e' ~ play: .. ~:~~~~ lr~~n,~a!ab~gea~~tc~~ Far~er Brown say, ·'By goll~: J

who lIved near the edge of the for Mr. Pos,sum. He was s~ngle, You kno Farmer Brown carries there s anoth~r dead possum.
woorls. '. had broad shouldersl. and ha~,an w, ' h . She laughed lOwardly (Weasels
Mrs. Weasel ~new. ab~ut th~.' intellectual look about him when f sh~~f!.unfa~~ r,et you aren t t e. never .l~ugh'·: outwardly), and

skurik and,the enhre situatIon was he smoked his pipe. :::t ~ eas It a ral . . " thought how ter'I''ibly smart Mr.
odo~ous to ~er. She had been such " SoMrs. Weasel brushed the hair· "It's simple" replied ··Mr. Possimi was. . . " .
a fal~hfulWife,she kept ~er rotten on. her legs, put on a dab' of ~ip" Possum; "Every time F~rmer B~t as' Farmer Brown was
log Immaculate, and she had stJck, and start~d ~alkll\g Brown catches me in his cabbage turmng away to le~ve.the cabb.age
never once looked at another towards Mr. Possum's hous~. . 'patch, I play dead., It fools him patc,h the small boy tugged at his
man.. . Mr. Possum watched .Mrs. every time. You see; Farmer arm. Then the small boy read
Well, thl~gS. were about to ~eas~l appr~ach and he smacked Brown can't read. It says, ri~ht in something from th~ large book he

change. InfidelIty (a name she hiS hps. She was absolutely the Encyclopedia Brittanica, was carrying.' .,
hated) coulq be'pla~ed by anyone .. delici9us. He,waved to her, .. an.d ,'.'POSS.UMS WILL ,PLAY ,PEAD .. Farmer; Brown JQ9ked.puz?i~d
She started thlJlkmg about the called. "Good .MornIng,.' I WHEN CORNERED." .When for a moment and then raised hiS

, . Farmer Brown finds me in his shotgun and aimed it at Mr.
cabbage patch he always says, Possum. '
"By golly ...there's another dead BAM!
possum." 'So it isn't so much a G~odbye poss':lm. Goodbye love
matter of my being brave as it is a flffalr. Mr. Possum loo~ed very
question ofmy intelligence." dead and he wasn't playmg dead,.
,Mrs .. Weasel battered her' HeWASdead. I

eyelashes a few ,times, and . Mrs. Weasel_watched as Far~
purred, "I would like to come with ll1er ,Bro~n. and....the s~all boy
you sometime and watch you passed wlthm ten paces of her.
make a fool of Farmer Brown." She noticed the large book under
'ILet's go right now" said Mr. the small boy's arm an~ w~th a

Possum. He put his arm around spasm of horror she read ltS title. '
Mrs. Weasel and they started' Ye Gads! The' EN-
toward the cabbage patch. Mr. CYCL9PEDIA BRITANNICA!
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