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“WUFFLE

‘THE BIG NICE WOLF YEAR 2

%rz was a year of change, for both myself and Wuffle. The comic
‘switched from a four panel format to full pages with developed story
lings. The font, drawing, and coloring styles have changed as well.
Ive leamned a lot during Year 2 and | hope you enjoy the results.

To my parents, my brother, my sister,
and to all my relatives for their continuing support.

To Gus and Ryuji, for being very good friends of mine
and super-strict editors for the comics.

To Leonard Kirke, for being very patient while proofreading
my weak English, as well as for sharing ideas for many comics,
a special short story for this book, and for the Kermit and
Miss Piggy hand puppets you shipped to me. They keep me smiling!
And to all the guest artists, including Mik Merfiller, Coffgirl,
Chirenbo, Buboo, Shinywaka, PMaitri, PVic, Dal, Wing Yudah,
Galgard, Aunno, Andy, Kappy, Justin Vu, Seth lova, and Ben-Ben,
for taking the time to produce all this wonderful guest art!

Lastly, to all the fans who 5#7 ort me and
spread the word about Wuffie Comics.

Thank you so much, folks!

» o

Piti Yindee, a freelance comic artist
and the creator of Wuffle Coriics.

= wufflecomics @gmail.com

- www.wufflecomics.com
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Sorry, bud. It looks
kinda hard. Can you

[ And that's how you use the

lawnmower,

do it again?

(" Surel Okay, watch
\ me carefully...
o .

And that's it!

Easy, ﬁghtf:{ b

\
)i

But now there's no
grass left for me to cut! .

—_—




This flu stinks. Please do something Bahl | don't want no
to make me feel better.. stinking piece of clothl

Now that's what Im
talking about!




L Hi Joe!
We came to visit Foxxo.

Alclean, (" Ah, thanks for
young master, / \  the gifts, guys!




Hi Foxxo! We have something

]
healthy for you! hlt_ﬁy fo you.




Mrs. Hazel and Aunty Pinky came by
and brought you gifts, sir.

(" Weird.le it just me, or are all )

\ thegifts from our store? J
pum———————s I

Well, they hope that giving you
both money and gifts will
make you feel better, sir.

Your cold's getting worse,

young master?

N-riol It's just_stupa'd
dust in my eyes...*sniffle




Thank you
for coming,
everyone!

| am now fully recovered,
thanks to all the well-wishes and gifts
from all of youl

So, Ive put all of the gifts back in my
store. This way you can buy them again,
and [l be twice as happy!

_Txﬁ/{

1

WHAT?) |

Heyl Come Back! | haven't
finished my speech! W

> ;
/ Well, looks like
he's back to
normal.
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[ Man, you really want those
overalls, don't you?

| don't really
need them, do 1?7 |
These overalls
are still fine.

Wuffle, you've been wearing
those for ages. They can't even
hold themselves togetherl




Yeah, but he still insists J
on fixing the old ones! }
Can you believe it?

| seel So Wuffle needs
new overalls?

i PN
A f\ /\\ "“(’

iy
right?’

These ones, right?
They're not that expensive,
are they?

Wuffle, please
cover your ears
for & minute.




EVERYONE! LET'S

BUY WUFFLE NEW : ”
OVERALLE ACA @ ",
QURPRICE GIFT! (WSS -
IF YOU'RE WITH r f\;k\ s
ME, SAY YAY! ouuttiat BN 2

" What
Youcan put your 7 w.:it here, okay?
hands down now. ; y y  Wellbe right back




Thank you for
your contribution, [ Anything for that
Aunty Pinkyl sweet Wuffle, dear.

e
He sure could,
ma'am.
Thank you!

He could definitely
use a new one.

Hahahal | was looking forward ’
to seeing what theyd become
if hs kept fixing them!
- Imsure theyd
be anything but
overalls!




Well, we were
wondering if vou'd
like to cont Goodbye.

 warT! |

State your
business, please.
*

These are old models. - 1
Are you sure these are | & = OF course! Dude,
what he W-?ﬂfs" _ you know how Wuffle is.
s.f v )7/
7."»




Very well,
perhaps | could
spare some money.

]

C'mon, Foxxo.
He's our friend, right?

Lot

A

In fact, since theyre 1 : /1
50 cheap, why don't you Y \| :
let me pay ali— ! N e

I think it's important that

’ — ‘(;‘2 everyone gets to participate, .

7 young master.

NOTHING!
Here's my share.

“ Thank you.




There he is!

QURPRISE!

Oh, hi everyone!
Looking for me?

The overalls?! IH don't
understand!

We all chipped in and
bought them for you!

2 e
B 8

You've helped us a lot,
Wuffle.

Thank you,
everyone!




Tomorrow?
No need to

*0 ¥ 1
Ciggla” | cant walt wait THAT longl |

to see you in your
new clothes tomorrow,

These new overalls
feel so great!

Thank you
again, folks!



These are the new onesl |
They're so comfy.
Really makes work much easier! {
st
Ml

P d

q "
" HAHAHA! Oh, man. Only one week
and they're old already!
That's Wuffle for yal

?

WHAT?!



Mr. Nathaniell |
Let's play chess|

et

Unm, boss, | don't thirk
thlsisagqodidea,« /
\\ [ Come on,chessis FunJ\‘-‘
\\ . Therel Your turn, /

N\ i

Um... If | move this, b,

you could do that.. | your timel

" Hehe, take

e

But if | move this,
| could lose on the |
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G00D MORNING,
LADIES!

Wow! Look at this big, round,
beautiful eggl Great job!



Today's breakfast
will be special waffles!

Hurry up,
50 you'll be ready
for breakfast!

b2 8



AND TODAY, WELL -

SHOW YOU-ZZZ-H-OW...




Crack three egys, mf prepare

o évANV?A?EE‘ AND A SAW.

Wash the (mui ANV NAILS,

&7/

What kind of recipe |
s this?!

Whisk all dry ingredients together and —
SCAE THE CHOPPEV WOOV -~
ANT CUT OUT THE PATTERN.




1dd milR and melted butter

| AND CUT TWO WING?- 4




" AN THAT'S 1T FOR TOUAYL | [ Great. Now s over.
LEE YOU ABAIN TOMORRZOW, L. What a delightful moming.

*sight
I'm starving.

Hopefully Wuffle
has already finished...

"\ PUIPUI! BREAKFAST IS READY!
HOP IN BEFORE IT GETS COLD! \'.
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/" Nothing beats working \‘-\‘
in the sunshine, |

working up a sweat... /

N— ,—/

GAHHH! WHY THE HECK
AMI DOING THIS?!




3 -:l'h-a nk y;u.-Joe.
What a delightful
breakfast!

vegetables too,
young master.

You should eat some

7" Tomatoes?| Blagh!

e

| hate tomatoes,

_ theytaste terriblel

\\_
il
bos

DELICIOUS TOMATOES
TOGETHERI!!

G




Can you say "personal |/~ Oh, welre shipping
space?l" And what are vegetables to you,
you guys doing here?! like we do every morning. ~ /

Cortie on, growing
tomatoes is fun! =3

Jwil never,
ever do farm-

It's sweaty.
It's tiring.
\__Far from funl

. i

S

Fun?
Are you crazy?!

Man, you look great
in these overalls!

Please handle him
with care..




In the present...

Hashosk
F

looks like the young fox
\_ cant stand the heat.

pant* *pant
Why s it s0 hot
outside..?

What are you trying to say, Hey hey, \
you spikey ball?! \__ calm down now, Foxxo. /

1 b

Oaohh, A
he's angryl

You need to be patient if
you want to grow plants.

It's better to make your
plants grow up happy
and healthy.

—




7" Sowhenwilit be finished?
| When will the tomatoes grow? | TWQMONTHQ’

Tomorrow?

y, ‘ tmout. || WA

v Aw, the fox wants

| togo home, boo hoo!

GET OUT OF
MY WAY, JOE!!!



; z

\ fLL SHOW EVERYONE 1

THAT | CAN GROW TASTY K
TOMATOES ALL BY MYSELF!







What beautiful
tomatoes|

" Yeah! Some of them are bad,

\ but overall they're really nice! Great job,
S young master.




Here, Foxxo, taste t
and tell us what you thinkl |




Here, try this fresh, [ How about this
crunchy cabbagel = stinky onion?!

Sy
& )

BRING IT ON!




Thank you.. 25 You're welcomel

f Joe, I'm full now.
Here's the dish.







( Joe, why do you have that \
\ ?
\)S-shaped scar on yfnlxr forehead? /|




e = S
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Wuffle, thank you for takmg care of my chnldren

 while] go nto town to bring Mr. Peanut home. /T Youreverywelcome,
— “ I/ Mrs, Hazel.

vyeeeem



Im 50 happy that
your new father is moving inl
Soon you'll have
\ someone new to play with! /




What is this,
). apartybanner?

Yes! We're planning
asurprise party for Mr. Peanut/ ~_ZESS

But Mrs, Hazel said - |

Put this on!




WUFFLE!
You're responsible for
the table and chairs!

DAMIEN!

Dinner and desserts!

( ) ALMOND!
Decorations!
3

|
|

Y-YES, MAGGIE!

Let's make
the best surprise
party EVER/

" 2
-
-
4

" 4’7/—\*@\
- e




" Would you taste-test i
\_ mycookies, ma'am?

S
M, | love
tha peanut flavor!

Blue is Mr. Peanut's favorite color,
50 | used blue balloons!

-Ah this table is stable enough.
Thanks for he[ping me, Maggls.



— - —y" Okay, next step. We all need
Phew, this is more tiring | toget into our hiding places
than | thought! \ \ to surprise Mr. Peanut..




| think we should move everything inside..

o

Kids, go Insidel
Il take care of everything!
o




This is not
gooooodddd!ll

We got you, Wufflel
Hang in there!




Mams, mids, |
\ (Thanks, kids.)

Il take
you inside

[ Auright! the

| Stay together houselll

FOLLOW ME,
Kips!







A
" We still have time to clean this
| up before Mom comes back.. -




Hi, Mom.
Hi..Mr. Peanut...

. What's going on? 7\

1 Yes, Mr. Peanut, Y s
. but there was a storm, s0.. | Ok




We wanted to throw
a surprise party, but we failed...
A

Chin uﬁ, Maggie. | AM very surprised!
But the party's missing one thing..

It needs your smiles
to make It perfect.




 Variff sniff* So touching.. touching..

but would you pieass pay the cab fare? i




Ho ho ho, there's nothing better
than playing a game with the old gang!

Andthanks for | OF course, Brittany! Ho ha ho, you should stay with us
visiting us, Pinky. | can't go out foreverl ..ls it my turn yet?
Youfre always ina storm like this : = - e

50 kind to us, anyway, huhuhu!
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Thanks for coming
with me today, Debl

And thanks to Chuck for

letting you leave work earlyl

‘-‘

Yeah, Chuck is a great boes!
He's very understanding, he knows

‘how much today means to me.

Ahbh, donuts!
| can smell
the donutsl /.



I'm g0 excited, I'm really going to meet ) "

HH.D. Foofool And Volume Four of /Lﬁl

"Shellok Houses" is finally being released // g

“—_ today! 5‘i|ds my idol, my favorite detective | DONUTS DONUTS
fogle: ot tieg ) DONUTS DONUTE..

. i But where is the line
You're right, we sflmulldn t For HH.D. Foofoo?
waste any more time! Ive | wonder...
. gotta go meet her now! {

— A

DONUTS DONUTS
DONUTS DONUTS...




It's 50 crowded..
. ftmust behers. 4G

Whoa, so many
people in line..]

Of course,
everybody wants to meet HH.D. Feofoo
and get the new Shellock Houses book!
Im gonna meet her in person,
ask for her autograph,
take a picture, shake her hand..AHHHI




( N-nice to meet you..'m a really
b big f-fan of your novel...

-
What kind of
donut do you
want, ma'am?
‘4 Uh... Mfss‘ / This is a donut shop, and I'm not
\ Foofoo? /| Miss Foofoo,

I you're looking for HH.D.
Foofoo and her new book...

They're on
that floor,




Mr. Foxxo installed a special
I ladder to support all the
people that want to meet
HHD. Foofoo today, ma'am. 69

.




By the way, you're free to order some donuts
to enjoy while you wait in line,
ma'am, hohohoho.

Don't even think about it, you foxes!
| don't need any donuts from you!

\  Whatam I thinking,
| should have got
some donuts.
Ugh.

Come here anytime
if you get hungry
on the way,

Miss Tortoise!




Uwahhh! How long T it
gonna take?!

p—

Gcc to meet you two.

[ Imworking as a mail
é\ carrier in Gingerbread

This is taking
/ foreverlll

B,



So, can | have the rest \}
) of your books? //

And there are
still plenty of
books left, tool
(\ | haven't run out
)) o oF luck after alll

—

/ tmabighan
| of your novel,

C Id ike them allsigned
7faLmych|Idren and . S

‘ |




The book Is now
sold out!
Thank you

for coming,
everyone!

Here are your Thanks!ll
donuts, ma'am./,," -

o —

d S 5

Terrible..day..*om nom nom®.....hate..
*nom*...stupld long lines...

*nom nom*..all Ive got are...

*om nom®..stupid donuts..

L/
4 4 *munch munch¥..to make me
feel better..*om nom nom®.

Thank you, and please
come again, Miss Tortoise!
=

173}



ol | e




/" Oh,|sawa really long line, *om nom nom®* so | figured it was

\ for donuts, *munch munch® But it's just a book. No donuts.

\ *om nom nom®* But | know you love these mystery novels,
By 50 | bought it for you!

{ And there's a signature 5 a‘ ;;':ff; f-'}; f,}’;:}ﬂa_u /

inside the cover, too.










I'm home! With a
frozen fish!

*grumble grumble*
| hate fishing in the
winter...

Your parents!
They're coming here to visit!

What's wrong? Don't you
want to see your parents?

/ e

Vi
On Christmas Eve! You know my parents!
Which is..today. )‘ They're always making fun of me

for being lazy!




I need a favor! If they 'i N S | EEE—

| ask about me, tell them h

I'm diligent, hardworking,
never lazy...

7
‘ | Youwant me to lie?

7] tmbegging you!
\ )

Thank you, Wuff!
You're the best friend
a hedgehog could have!

| Please Wuffle, |

79



Look at you,
50 soft and round!

Wuffle, nice to see you!

Wow, you grew up so fast, and so big and strongl
I bet you work hard all day, unlike my son, hahaha!

Heh heh, well,
thank you.

" Herésyour
coffee, ma'am. |

(
180,




Hmm, g0 strong../ike you!
Thanks, Wuffle.

S0, how is Puipui
doing now?

(\ You're welcome, i
Oh, well, he's...um..very..alert. 1
Always saving his energy..you know,

in case he's needed...stuff. 4

4
e

Saving his energy, huh? \‘ .
| wonder what that means, heehee. |

Thanks for the
coffee, Wuffle,

V4

- You're leaving

already?

No, silly! We're going to go
out and visit the neighbors.

This is gonna be fun, Right, Puipui?




O, don't bother, ma'am!
Tonight ls Christmas Eve, our neighbors

will all be here for dinner soon!

\

1l decorate the house and

\ prepare the food!

You're not
golng to help?

Sgrumble® My aftarnoon nap,
my whole Christmas Eve, rulned..

]
/




Debbita, try the
peanut 'buttsr cookies

[ gosh..
\_ theyreso good!

Thanks for
bringing me, d;&r./f
N

Puipui was cooking?
It's a miracle!

[ The fish and salad \'\J M@

\ are ready! Y =
e

" tm gonna wake up
my parents.

( Surel ) I/
P /

Fowo lor't here,



GREETINGS,
GINGEREREAD

Hey, Foxxol Don't you usually
celebrate with your parents?

Blah! That's always so boring!
I'm trying something new this year!

But this party looks pretty boring too.
Luckily | brought something to spice t up.

Stop complaining, Foxxo!
What'd you bring?

Of course, of course.
Joe, bring it in...

Everyone, | present to you... \)




A marvelous grilled duck, slow cooked,
marinated in freshly prepared honey sauce,

seasoned with Joe's own special blend =
of herbs and spices, and garnished
with vegetables from my

own private garden!

What?! It was surplus at my store!
| just d-didr't wanna w-waste it,
that's alll

Well well well... looks ike you want
to try being “nice” this year, eh,
"Young Master?"

Yeah, yeah, whatever,
heehee. =




Thank you, everyone,
for sharing your food and your company
with us this Christmas.

Id also like to welcome our special [ Nice to meet you alllI'm Puipui's mother,
guests tonight, Mr. and Mrs, Hoggypiel /| and sitting next to my lazy son
—;,\*\ \ is hig father.

/ N
[ Puipui, would you

l.‘ introduce everyone? |
iyl

\




That's Mrs, Hazel, her husband, Mr. Peanut and
their kids, Maggle, Damlen, and Almond.
At the end of the table is... well,
it's just a spoiled fox and his butler, Joe.

 a
WHAT DID YOU
JUsT SAY?1

This sweet old lady s Aunty Pinky.
That's Debbita, and the post office gang,
Matilda, Nathanlel, Chuick, and.wait...

Who's that on your (’( Or. Greyham,
shoulder, Chuck? \ my boyfriend.

{ H )

( Hi, nice to meet you! \
%

7] Everyone in this village is always happy
Wha; dloiir:i:'ef:::: :ﬁ;;:‘ave and healthy.. so | never have anything to do...

Since always...
but you'd never know.

i/ Aw, don't be sad...



Oh well, good to know.. Ummm, oh! And that's fm okay, dear,
Unele Brocgol on the Pinefad. Sadly he can't
be with us today. Sorry, Aunty Pinky...

With this marvelous tablet, we can
still see each other In three dimensions.




Y-you said you couldn't
make it home in time...

( You
i SHOULDN'T LIE!
..l missed you

.

i/ My lovely strawberry shampoo.
[f 1 hadr't fibbed, it wouldn't be
such a groovy surprise, dig it?

.’ | missed you

( Imso happyyou're tool
!\hame again, Brocgoli-chan! s
| Time for tickles! |

1

Alright, alright!
Let the diner party beginl |
&




\ Aunty Pr‘nkgl

/

I know, dear! | have Wuffle
to thank for it!

e

T

Hey, Pulpul, | tried to make that Puipui is always having |
special delivery, but the company pﬁabl ems ke that! |
won't let you return a puzzle cube

if you painted over all the squares.

Puipui? Oh, he's far too
busy to handle things
like this, heeheehee...




Remember when he tried to fix Aunty Pinkys fan,
and ended up smashing it? Or the time he went
fishing, and the fish caught him?!

Oh, oh! My turn! \
Remember when he \
blew up my house?!

But then he spent all With Wuffie's

night rebuilding it...

*{

help, 'm sure!




| remember... he also played with
the kids on Easter Day, wearing They thought | was a

an egg costume! It was funny! real agcz and tried to
crack me DPEI‘L.

Yeah, and you wrote her
about a million letters!

Puipui and | work together a lot, too.
He also gave me the idea to write
my mom a letter for Mother's Day.

Even | have to admit..

Pulpul Is very good at fishing.

\_This fish is so delicious...
—

= a,
#.5%



Puipui might be lazy, sleeping all J But that's Pulpui, and we
day and eating all night... love him just the way he is.

[ our friend, the laziest :
hedgehog in the world!
/




Thank you everyone, | No need to say

and Foxxo... anything.

04
i



Thanks for getting up so
| early to see us off, son!

- -
| ia? It's an iceberg fish.
\ What ls thie? J ( Pulpui caught it yesterday, ma'am,




He was preparing this breakfast
all night... it's his gift for you.

| wanted to show you that | can take care
of myself... fm a grown man now..

Oh, we know that...

\f
\ © /
WIS o o

All that joking, teasing, that's
Just our way of showing you
that we love you.. But... kld anymore...

I guess we shouidve thought

about how you Fee! before

we started making those jokes. #f
y

You‘re nota

/ : \

‘ou big, round, spikey balll

Welll You're not too old for hugs!
(o i )




[ loveyou! ) " lioveyoutos,
{# \ mo...

I Love you
|

too, dad!
l‘; 2

Shall we have
breakfast now?’

‘ ’+
$u.







HAPPY
NEW YEAR 2044




100}



This soup should be
finished by evening...







E-ECLAIRE?! ) | _] Eclaire! Long time no seel

b, W o

| Youmustbecold | 'y »
v
| I give you a \

v
| bigwarm hug! vy "ﬂ’

sz, that's enough |

—
9 hugglng! \ =
— & Musth e
QoW L™ ()




So what brings
you here, 5is?

Dad?

b 7

He's traveling, t

\

like always.
I'm not sure where
heis right now.

What about

I'm still on winter break for a
few more days. Mom wants me:
to check up on you from
time to time.

Mom and | like the city,
but you and Dad prefer
to be close to nature.

Well It can' be helped, right?

Still wearing
the old overalls Mom
bought for you?

| wish we could
all get together

Oh, theyre new, everyone
bought them for me last year.

tm gonna
share this photo
with Mom!

)



There's no Wi-Fi here? The Internet? You know,
Not even 3G? the world wide web?

[

" Pretty much the whole town is gons,
er

He went back home .
Can you they all visit their families af
ask Pulpul with his parents | |, New Year's Day.
for a few days. — . —
d (it

about this?

|" Come on, you might
\ cateh a cold|

Yayl found t&t
theWi-Fil ¢ ‘w/

It must be coming
from the chicken coop.

where?

Theyve all gone
toa concert, | think..




| can't believe it...you're always

[ Otaayyiso. [ Ludorit know, I | low tech, even w
| whatsthe | |  Idon't speak sot:w ::“ ;lv’g:enz}‘ee
paseword? chicken language. an Lhe cic!

What do you even
do around here.
without the intemet?!

g Here, M\
Well, | help repair 4 \ warm you upl |

stuff that gets

/Do farm work..
deliver vegetables
to Foxxo...
share food with
my friends...

| sald that's
enough hugging!

N
Wanna help
| meshovel |
. the snow?

\

| never! (




Why has it come to this..
why must | do this...

( 'Cause shoveling

\_ snow i fun!
And you're I'm finel /" Geriously, why didr't you " I wouldrt feel
not cold?! . just go with Puipui? No need | comfortable.
S 5 to stay here all by yourself, It's his family.

& 2

[ Working all day
makes me strong!

We all want 4 Sometimes you
to x h“’:'zlv ) | Justwant to be with
l bl your family.




~

5o, lll stay here
and take care

. of things..

comes back..

Until everyone ‘

VYou haver't
| changedatall.. |

i Always
worrying about
other people..

Im gonna tell Mom
that you're scoo0 |
loogooonely!

Iy

T
| It'snot like that!







Hahahal

3 4 va‘glng your big bro i
That was fun!

is a great way
. to warm upl

vl

But gettinga
statl shock lsn't!
Ne more hugging!

110]



Hello, Puipull How are you?! Oh? You're staying
Wuffle Wewuff  Having fun at your & bit longer? Sure, spending
speaking... parents’ house? time with family is the best...

0Oh come on, Say hello to
I'm the one who Mr. and Mrs. Hoggypie
takes care of you! xd — for me too! Bye!

Nobody's
coming back
until the
weekend.

Yeah, he's not .
going to be back

for a while... I guess Il be

alone for a few
more days..



| until sveryone cormes

i "f ( i stay with you

————————— Butwhatabout |
\ winter break?

| wanna spend
it with you...

/| don't want my
. big brother to =
feel lonely. /

\

L‘,/Warm warm

warm warm...




Oh, | almost forgot! |
It must be ready!




Hey, thisis
mon's old soup |
recipe.
7 Tastes
[ike home... |







UFFL,
: Um Le

BIG NICE WOLF _




There...your
lucky bandage.

What's wrong? You're always saying Okay, then...Im off..

You look sad... I look sad, silly. have : ;o:ﬁ day,




You want me to do WHAT?!

Please, Mr, Wuffle!
Be my boyfriend's patient,
Just for one day!

He looks s0 sad
and lonely... no one here ever
gets sick, so he doesr't feel
appreciated..

B-but... | don't know
about this...
| don't wanna lie
to the doctor...

Sl

* But If Mr. Puipui or
| think you'd better

Mr. Foxxo did this,
he'd just think they were
ask someone else... trying to get out of work!
maybe Puipu.




Pm sorry, but you're
the only one he'd believe...
everyone trusts you,

U7 Welmaybe just for e day..
A iFit'll make him happy.

REALLY?!
Thank you Mr. Wuffle,
thank you so much!

All right!
Let's gol

Wufflel Where's
my breakfast?!




\) Alright!
%\@ﬁ ‘ Hold this thermometer |

under your tongue A N\
and do not bitel | B MMM-MMM! |

I'm gonna check
your pulse,




\ Your heart rate
is much too

It sounds like
a drum solo!

Let's check your
temperature now,
shallwe? /)

=

i
5 g

QOuch! Ouch! 1
| HotlHotlHot!

Youfve got a terrible ;
fever! You're very sickl

= Mineedtokeep |
you here overnight. |

) NURSE!

(That's okay, Im finel) i

AT'S ('AY, AHM PNE! [E]



Give him a wash, a change f

of clothes, and then
put him in Room 237!

A
b ] % . ’ “"j
g@%@@ et
?ﬁ’:ﬁ"é'g‘iiﬂ’éfr‘: ) " o, youre

of you, Wuffle.

z

still here? |

Heh heh..well, |, uh...
Jjust wanted to make sure |
. that Mr. Wuffig's okay. /






Eat all the food and welll
«come back and check on you J
again in an hour. A

R

-

[ ——

Gee, | hope Puipui Y
can handle todays work
all by himself...

—= &
!







WUFFLEl | 1 sl
Iheard (B Oc ws!l_saon! | lhopeit's 3 Mysonmads: |
yoresickl | % | notserious! | acooklefor |_
e y B you!

. Eatsome |
healthy
carrots!

aa ": -
Fq

thanks, guys.. Ugh! ;

" Hore, takelt,
and get well (<

| | Thankyou,

aaymm
o S S v e =
/' Forbringing all "\ x |

| this food, and for | \ a
\_ visitingme... { )




2 : 4 You can make up for it
q T ﬁ::d;::; L by working at myP bakery T |
you'nsk y \ for a few days.

Don'tlisten
to him, Wuffle! y

Welltake
care of it!

Someone cook
Debbitalll Aunty Pinkye. this fish for me,
ANYBODYI! Im hungryyy!l!




Sorry for what happened
today, Mr. Wuffle.

| didr't expect it to
get 50 out of hand...

It's alright,
but | feel really bad for
lying to everyone...

Just hang in there,
it'll be over soon...

S0, how are you
feeling, Wuffle?

now. Thanks to you.



Hahaha, |..think | can |
take care of myself
from now on.

There's just one thing left ‘.

L before discharge you..

N-no nu;i—f;\ b
any injection,
hahahal _/

THANKS FOR
EVERYTHING,
DOCTOR!

N wel. )
8

Looks like he's
completely fine now...

Heh heh heh, yep,
he looks great...



Don't worry, it's ™
justa to;.vy;am wr  Let that bea lesson
qun, not a real to you. Never lie

needle. to me again...

I-m sorry...H just
wanted to make you
happy...

But you should have
asked Puipul, Wuffie s
avery bad liar.
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was fun..
Thank you. $

| ¥pant pant* |




¥, *
pant pant «~Puipui...
Im...home!

How was
your day?

132 THE ENp






IFWUFFLE DOESN'T WAKE UP TONIGHT
HE WILL WAKE UP TOMORROW MORNING

d
n







WUFFLE THEATER
PRESENTS

ON (.Zl’;/’:’mml_{mn
STREET







The one with the guy wearing a
clawed glove and a hockey mask
trying to catch you?

| don't know why, but the
nightmare felt so real..

Let me show you
sormething..
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Look at my pajamas! See?
He tried to cut my arm!

Wuffle, your dothes are
tearing apart like this
all the time...

Heehee, you're a big guy! 2 f
Don' b scared by some ﬁ
silly dream! X 4

Alright! Let's get to work and
forget the bad dreams!




Watch out for the killer from your
Working is really making dream! Hm;:haeé u

me feel better.

Told ya, man. Are you
gonna take a bath? j=

Oh, come on! That's not
funnyl I'm going now!

Yeah, I'm sweating
like a pig!
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What's taking so long?! | car't hold it anymore!

Wuff- Ahhhhh
Ahhh.. Too late...
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« Singe when do you |

S0 you brought this hat Fred Qalcksrm have a computer, Deb?

out of the dream, eh? "

The author gave it
tome just for this
episode, heshee.

‘es!

Ye "And his target
That's him!

is Wuffle"

"Fred Quacker is a special
character who appears in
Wuffle's Halloween eplsode..."

| don't know, maybe because you're the main 1 dor't un
character. But it says that the only way to

derstand!
stop him is to defeat him in the dream! .8
1 f‘ﬁr




Oh well, at least he's sleeping.
Let's take care of him until he
wakes up, shall we?
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COME ON, QUACKER!
I'M TIRED OF THIS!
COME OUT AND
LET'S END THIS

NIGHTMARE!!!

T2 D ey
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There! It's done. No more
leaking steam, Mr. Quack-




51



Wuffle?! Are you alright?! Did you have the
nightmare?! Are you hurt?! Did you defeat him?!




The nightmare is over, guys..
L R |

p Debbital What is this?!
really Why do you have -
think 507 = 7 5

Puipul, stop it right now! *tsk tok tak* Poor Wuffle. Don't be
You're scaring mel scared, we just want to introduce you...
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‘| mmnlmh:;;;:;;w_lm
there was a kingdom called,

I'm gonna
bust a move at
the Royal Dance
Competition!

I'm away,
use this money
to set up the
annual arihery i f’ Yes, your majestyl

coritask: | will use this money to create
the most successful archery
contest ever!




Wear this crown,
U“t”ﬁr;z:y; ack, and with it, spread

the good vibes to
jou can take the throne, 3
y Prince Fowo, \\ everybodyl Dig it?

There!
That should
doit!

you, your
highness!




Why should | use all this
money on the archery contest?!
Im the princel
| can use it however | want!

They should pay

for their . A .

s aithery e that gives me

e IS ; E i an idea...




Got'chal Your aim is still
The'last one! perfect..Robin Wuff.

I'm just doing my job,
Friar Pull How's the soup
coming along?

It's great, if you like
boiled apple soup.
Because apples are
all we got.

At least the peaple
in the village wor't be
hungry today.



Thank you so much
for making this
soup for us,

The new taxes make it
impossible to afford any food..




&
It's )
Sheriff Joel N

@ WHAT BRINGS
YOU HERE?!

What do you want
from us, Sheriff?

No, [ have a
message from
the prince.



Attention! Prince Foxxo has decreed

that

take place in three days! This year,
participation is MANDATORY. Every
home must send at least one person
to compete. Anyone may compete on
another's behalf. Also, each competitor |
must pay a registration fee up front.

The

Must be I8

the

of entrants. Competitors agrea that their image or likeness may
be used in promotional material Winnings subject to a 9% tax.
By entering, coniestants agrae to hold the Gingerbread Kingdom,

affiliates, lcenseas, heirs and acquaintances legally Iesponsible
for the autcome of this contast. Acceptance of these terms
constitutes a legal affirmation that you did't actualy read them,
because nobody has the time to read these things. Side effects
may include headache, nausea, dizziness, an arow to the kne, and
Disco Fever, Must bring your own arrows, safety not guaranteed;
wéve only dons this once before. Contast void in Guebec.

the yearly archery contest shall

winner shall receive a generous
cash prize, as always.

or older to enter. Odds of winning depend on the number

read Royal Family, especially Princs Foxxa, and their

Robin Wuff
is not eligible!
This contest is for
amateurs only.

This is
nonsense!

The tournament is
supposed to earn

not the prince!

*—

Ahmysoupl
S
=

This i Prince Foxxo's order.
You have to do it or be punished.

money for the citizens,



Don't worry.
Iwon't let them get
away with this.

What should
we do now?! Ow, ow, owl
That sou

was hot!

50 unfairl

Welcome to the mandatory,
over-priced archery tournament! Pay upfront to register!
One shot per entry feel

The winner gets
these money bags!




Okay,
archers, step up!

Matilda the turtle, Chuck the stallion,
and Mrs, Hazel the squirrell

Stay calm,
you can do it}

And the last archer is..
surprise! It's Prince Fowxo!

That's right!
The winner
is herel




We have guards everywhere!

Y Quiet!
S0 thnrdsh?;e w;y Rohr: Wuff Or else you'll be charged
can om us! the Complaining Tax!

ALRIGHT, LET
THE GAME BEGIN!

Or... something
like that!




FIRST ROUND,
MATILDA LOSES!
NEXT IS CHUCK
THE STALLION!

Keep your eye
on the arrow,
stay focused..

On the count
of three..
one..two..




THREEN!

| YOU CAN'T
Oh o, I'm 50 sorry! USE A HAMSTER
Someone call the doctorl = INSTEAD OF
N AN ARROW!
YOU LOSE!




CHOO CHOO CHOO!

YOU ARE
WEDIDIT, CHEATING!

YAY! & . YOU ALL LoSEN!

i —

Let me show you h |

all how it's done!

What a brilliant plan!
Ml keep the king's money,
the registration fees,
AND the prize money!



@PCC g

5 (® 2 §&
Eﬁ 7 s
) "”l'?'/(.;,

e

This is s0
exhausting...
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Don't even think about it!
Robin Wuff is not allowed!
Amateurs only!

1 didn't bring
Robin Wuff here...

| brought
Debbital

Oh well,
that's fine, | guess...

S0 where's
Robin Wuff?

Oh, woe is mel
My archery talents
are being wasted|

| shall win the

money for ya,
Deb- | mean,
Robin Wuffl



I'm tired of this.

Oh, no!
Since you're late, you must i
How shall | ever hit
hit EVERY target to win! o 5o many targets?

You can do it, Deb!
. (Youre such a terrible liar) 4




She i really good,
young prince.

Bah, just a

Another shot!

lucky shot!
L' ™ 'Fjﬁ THIS 1S
2 = ”~
X =

NOT 600D/

Joe!
Do something!

Only one left,
Debbital Gol Go!
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Just one hit!




Hey,
watch it!




1 finally did it!

We are the
chartipions|




1

Robin Wuff! But | won for Debbita!
4 | should have known! You sald anyone could
~ #, o compete on another's behalf!
L)

| S0, how about
that prize money?!

performance as
Robin Wuff?

Prince Foxxo,

you must keep your promises.
.ft s time to walk the A-and.th-this
righteous path, my son. money bag—



I for us!

Yes,
young prince.

Stay back!
| don't want
to fight!



If you want to arrest
him, arrest us first!

 Stopit!
You spolled fox! ' That's an ordert




Help me! |

The peasants
have revolted!




Prince Foxxo, you've put together a really
groovy tournament. But you shouldn't
be taxing the people this much!

They don't even have
enough bread to buy bread!
Mr. Robin

Wuff!

Yes, your
majesty.. highness...



{ This is the money

the king won at the dance
competition.

It rightfully belongs
to the villagers!

Thank you, your majesties.
But we just need enough

to keep food on the table
and roofs over our heads.

Please keep the rest
of it safe, until
it's really needed!



Yes! Exactly right! Allow me... Alright,

11l take good care of it! whatever ya want,
Mr. Robin Wuff.

Let's go home,




HOORAY FOR
ROBIN WUFF!
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THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT FOXXO

“

F ive more minutes...” the young fox whined, pulling the
covers over his head. The sunlight had burst through his window,
yanking him away from sleep, as the shades were drawn with that
familiar and unwelcome swishing noise.

“There’s no time to delay, young master,” replied the
enormous polar bear, “you have an appointment within the hour.
You set aside the entire day for it. Besides, you've already slept in
quite late. It's past noon.”

“Can't it wait...?” Foxxo mumbled, now burying his head
underneath a pillow to block out the voice of his butler. Before Joe
had drawn the shades, Foxxo had been having a really fun dream
that he'd already forgotten. He did his best to try to remember it.
It seemed like it might have involved a pool filled with gold coins...

“I do believe this is a particularly important meeting.
You wrote down in the schedule that it involves negotiations for
the watermill.”

“That's nice..let me just..let me just rest a bit, so I'm
prepared for...I need to make sure I have lots of energy...before I
have to deal with..."

Suddenly, Foxxo jumped out of bed.

“THE MILL?!" he cried. “That's today?!"

“According to your schedule...”

“AHHH! Where's my suit?! Everything has to be perfect!”
Foxxo, draped in pajamas, rushed to his closet and began hastily
examining different outfits, looking for just the right one.

Joe, behind him, picked up a suit he'd selected the night
before and cleared his throat.
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“That’s it, just the right one! Thank you, Joe!" A hint of a
smile crept across Joe's face for a moment.

“Very good, young master. I'll go downstairs and prepare
your breakfast while you dress.”

As his butler closed the door behind him, Foxxo began
grooming like his life depended on it. While he finished up his
morning routine, he made sure not to wrinkle his suit, and that
every hair on his head was combed perfectly in its place. When he
was satisfied, he headed d irs to a late breakfast, though he
was more nervous than hungry.

“How much time is left?" Foxxo asked nervously, sitting at
the kitchen table, staring down at a half-eaten pancake.
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wp di hednl

to your young master,” Joe replied
while flipping a ke for himself, “your intment isn't due
for another fifteen minutes.”

“Fifteen mi only fifteen mi hey, Joe, is my hair
okay?"

Setting the skillet back down onto the stove, Joe reached
into his pocket for a magnifying glass and examined the top
of Foxxo's head.

“It looks perfect,” Joe said after a thorough scalp examina-
tion, “I do not see a single stray hair.”

“And my suit? Is it clean? I didn't get any orange juice or
syrup on it, did I? And I don't want to repeat my mistake from
afew weeks ago, leaving a leaky fountain pen in my shirt pocket...”

Foxxo nervously nibbled on a piece of toast.

“Your suit is fine, young master,” Joe said reassuringly.

“Thank you, Joe,” Foxxo smiled. His friends were support-
ive, but nobody could give him confidence like Joe.

“It's all in the line of duty, sir,” Joe replied casually, as he
picked up the now-empty dish covered in toast crumbs and
brought it to the sink.

“Imean it! I don't know what I'd do without you..."

“I'm certain you would do quite well, master Foxxo.”

“I wouldn't have woken up in time for my appointment,
that's for sure.”

Foxxo stared out the kitchen window, trying to calm his
nerves. Joe sighed.
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“You underestimate yourself. True, there's still much to
be learned. But you don't give yourself enough credit. You are
capable of much more than you know.”

“I'hope you're right. Especially today...”

“Might I inquire as to exactly why youre so anxious?”
Joe had found that nudging Foxxo to talk about his problems often
helped to relax him a bit.

“This is a really big deal,” Foxxo replied. “No, this is THE big
deal. Remember that town meeting last month?"

“Ah, yes, I do seem to recall..you sent me to prepare pastries
for all the villagers while you spoke with them about your water-
mill idea.”

“That’s the one! I stumbled onto a really unique busi-
ness opportunity. At one of the holiday parties I attended with
my parents last winter, I heard about the owner of a brick
factory who was interested in investing in Gingerbread Village.
It gave me an idea...I thought that maybe he could provide bricks,
maybe even other building materials, in return for owning a share
in the business. It would save the village, and me, a lot of money,
and the watermill will be great for everyone.”

“Did the villagers agree?”

“Not at first,” Foxxo lazily examined a huge chunk of
pancake dripping with syrup, “that's what the town meeting was
for.”

“I'take it you did a good job of convincing them, then?”

“Oh, yes yes yes!" Foxxo beamed. "It was one of my finest
hours as a salesman! Everyone was concerned that the mill would

cause Gingerbread Village to turn into Gingerbread City over
night. Nobody wants to lose our sense of community here.”
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“Of course not, young master,” Joe, dousing his plate of
pancakes in syrup, raised a suspicious eyebrow at his young
friend.

“I explained to them that, according to the plans I'd drawn
up, the watermill would be built on the river in the forest.
The forest wouldn't be harmed, of course!” Foxxo added quick-
ly, noticing the hint of disapproval in Joe's eyes. “The whole de-
sign is very nature-friendly. And being built just outside of the
village limits will keep everything just the same. Nobody will have
to change anything, or have their current businesses disrupted.
I don't want a repeat of the mall incident...”

Foxxo shuddered.
“That's quite reassuring.”

“The villagers thought so too! By the end of my presenta-
tion, they all voted unanimously to approve the construction
of the mill. As long as the village maintains an equal, majority
share in the business, they're all for it!"

“A majority share in the business?” Joe sounded surprised.

“Well...after me, of course. But after all..I'm part of the
village too,” Foxxo grinned slyly.

“Certainly, young master...”

“My friends even gave me some good luck charms, for my
meeting with the owner of the brick company today! Take a look
in that basket over on the counter.”

Joe approached the basket Foxxo had pointed to and opened
it. Inside, he found a plate with a waffle on it, and the smiling face
of Wuffle was drawn in maple syrup. Next to it was a fresh fish
wrapped up in paper, with a note in Puipui's handwriting that just
said “Don't mess it up, you spoiled fox!” Next to that was ahuge car-
rot, Debbita's favorite good luck charm. There were cookies from
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Mrs. Hazel's family, a piece of chocolate from Matilda, a loaf of
bread from Dr. Greyham and Chuck, and a candy statue of some
kind of video game character from Aunty Pinky.

“They certainly do support your efforts, young master.”

“Of course! Afier all, the watermill will double production
of some of the village's most important resources. The bakery will
be able to make twice as much bread with the extra flour, and that
means twice as many donuts, which made Debbita especially hap-
py," Foxxo eagerly explained. “But I'm still nervous...from what
I've heard, the owner of this brick company is a tough negotiator.
His whole family is supposed to be tough. All three siblings run
competing businesses! You'd have to be tough to compete with
your own family like that.”

“It would make family di rather awk d, I ine,”
Joe mused.

“I met one of the two sisters, and, well..to be honest, she
kinda...scared me.” His ears drooped with embar “I'm
glad I'm not negotiating with her, at least, other than to arrange a
shipment of wood for the water wheel.”

“The sister's business produces timber, and her brother's
company produces bricks?”

“Yeah..like I said, they're very competitive.”

“Curious.”

“Even though I don't have to deal with her, I'm still a nerv-
ous wreck..." Foxxo sighed. “This is my first real solo business ne-
gotiation. There's so much at stake today!”

“I'm certain that you'll do just fine, sir. No one in Ginger-

bread Village is half the businessman you are, and your parents
will be very proud, too.”
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“Th-thank you again, Joe." If it was anybody else, Foxxo
would have taken the compliment in stride. But somehow,
hearing it from Joe made him feel almost embarrassed as
flattered. “I'm really glad you'll be here with me..."

Joe's confidence meant more to him than he would like to
admit.

“Hey. it's been almost fifieen minutes, hasn't it? Why isn't
he here yet?”

“You still have five minutes to wait, sir.”
Foxxo's nervous frown returned.

“Well, that..that's..that is SO unprofessional!” Foxxo's
usual blustery personality had returned. Joe was all too familiar
with this; it was Foxxo's way of getting psyched up for a big task.
“You should ALWAYS arrive early for an important mee-"

Before he could continue his rant about business etiquette,
Foxxo's ears perked up at the sound of an approaching car. He
stuck his head out the window, and his face went pale. Down the
street, a large limousine was heading towards his mansion.

“HE'S HERE!" he shouted, and rushed to the mirror to make
sure that his hair was still neatly combed, and that his bow-tie
was still perfectly straight. “Do I look okay, Joe?"

“You look fine, young master.” Joe said with a sigh, “just as
you did ten minutes ago.”

“Everything has to be perfect! This will be the most
important business deal I've made since I opened the bakery...
maybe the most important one I've ever made!”

Joe suppressed another smile. He could remember a time

when all Foxxo worried about was sharing his toys. Now he was
carrying the weight of the whole village on his shoulders.
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In many ways, though, Joe knew that Foxxo was still a
child.

Outside, they could hear the door of the limousine slam.
Foxxo rushed downstairs, waiting at the door, and Joe followed at
his usual, steady pace. Flinging open the door, Foxxo stepped out
ontothe front steps and raised his hand m greetmg He was having
ahard time maintaining his profi like e
while his stomach felt like it was full of butterflies. Joe appeared
behind him and placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder.

The limousine’s driver, a stone-faced chameleon in a black
business suit, had already run to the back of the car to open
the door for her employer. Shielding his eyes from the midday
sunlight, Foxxo tried to see the figure sitting inside the car, but
found the interior shrouded in darkness. The driver, standing
next to the open door, saluted and began to speak in a loud, royal
tone of voice which startled some neighbors walking by.

“Presenting...the honorable General K. Bacon!”

Usually the calmest person in the village, Joe suddenly
flinched, his eyes becoming wide. It wasn't his custom to bother
with the details of Foxxo's meetings; his ]ob was simply to give
remind of intments and sched This time,
however, he wished hed asked more about the details of this

particular meeting, and who exactly Foxxo was going to meet.

“It can't be...” he whispered to himself as he slowly backed
up towards the door. “Young master, I'm afraid I must..." Foxxo,
however, was too awestruck to hear him.

Foxxo's eyes grew wide, too, at the imposing figure that
slowly emerged from the car. General Bacon was nearly as big
as Joe! Dressed in a perfectly pressed uniform that could barely
contain his muscles, and revealing a slight, reserved smile, the
gigantic boar leaned down to shake Foxxo's hand. Foxxo felt
very small standing next to him, even more than he usually did
standing next to Joe.
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“P-p-pleased to meet you, G-General..."

“Pleased to meet you as well, Mr. Foxxo.”

“And this is my butler, Jo...oh?"” Foxxo was startled to realize
that Joe was no longer standing behind him. He looked all around
and saw no trace of his loyal butler.

“WHAT?! Where's Joe?! He knows I can't face a negotiation
all alone!” The thoughts came rushing through Foxxo's mind as
panic quickly set in.

“Is there a problem, Mr. Foxxo?" asked General Bacon.

“I..no, not exactly, it's just..l seem to have misplaced
my butler...”

“Perhaps that note on the door will offer some explana-
tion.”

Foxxo turned around and saw exactly what the General
was talking about. It was a small note, written in Joe's handwriting
and with his usual stationary, pinned to the front door of the
house. Foxxo grabbed the paper and read it as quickly as he could,
hoping for something reassuring.

“Dear Young Master,

I've decided to take a day off. I'm certain that you'll handle
this situation with good judgment. I trust that you've learned to
do the right thing. I have full confidence in you.

Sincerely,
Joe"

Foxxo stared at the note, his face frozen in shock.

“A DAY OFF?! He couldn't believe it. Joe hasn't taken a day
offin...in...forever! Can he even do that?"
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He turned the note over and found something written on
the back.

“Dear Young Master,

Please be aware that I'm allotted ten days of vacation per
year, and fifieen days off in case of sickness, as specified in my
contract. So yes, I can do this. Please write down in my official
record that I have used one of thirty vacation days accumulated
over the last three years.

Sincerely,
Joe”

Foxxo slapped himself in the face. Sometimes, he thought,
Joe was too organized for his own good.

“So, Mr. Foxxo, may we go inside and discuss the terms of
our deal? Or is there a problem?” The words of General Bacon
snapped Foxxo back to the present.

“Oh, no problem, it's just..my butler had to..take care of
something. Nothing to worry about! Right this way, sir..” Foxxo
motioned towards his mansion. The General raised a skepti-
cal eyebrow towards Foxxo, who looked nervously up at him,
and then followed his gaze back to the closed door. The driver,
standing behind the General, made a quiet, disapproving
“tsk tsk” sound as her eyes roved around the mansion,
inspecting everything.

“Oh, sorry, let me get that for you..." the young fox added
apologetically. He was so used to Joe getting the door for him that
he didn't even think about opening it himself.

Once inside, the General surveyed the perfectly maintained
sitting room.

“I must say, you do an excellent job keeping house, young
fellow,” the boar mused.
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“Thank you! I do try to keep things looking clean and neat.”
As he spoke, Foxxo couldn't help but recall more times than he
could count when he'd made some huge mess that Joe had cleaned
up. Not having Joe with him would totally throw off his concen-
tration during the meeting, he realized. He had to be at his best if
he was going to negotiate a deal that would benefit Gingerbread
Village, not to mention his own bank account.

“What a great time for Joe to take a vacation...” Foxxo
grumbled to himself.

“Wilhelmina,” the General spoke to his assistant, the
chameleon who had driven the limousine, “fetch the building
plans.”

“Roger, sir!” came the excited reply. Foxxo couldn't help but
be reminded of the voice of a soldier being called to attention.

Just as quickly as she was called, Wilhelmina followed
Foxxo and General Bacon inside, carrying a huge black briefcase.
She sat it down upon Foxxo's coffee table and opened it. She picked
up a folder filled with papers and handed them to the General.

“Shall we begin discussing the building plans, then?"
“Oh, sure thing! I mean...um, certainly.”

“Isay, Mr. Foxxo, would it be a great bother if I troubled you
for some refreshments? A glass of chilled grape juice would be fine
for me, and Wilhelmina here prefers cola, if you have any. Oh, and
I would love to sample a pastry or two from that famous Ginger-
bread Bakery of yours.”

“I...uh..yes, just a...just a moment..." Foxxo's face went pale.
He had no idea where Joe stored any of the food. Feeling totally
lost, he hurried into the kitchen and began searching. For once, he
wished he didn't have so much stuff, and such a big house...it made
finding anything nearly impossible. Joe, of course, had his own
organizational system..which Foxxo had never bothered to learn.
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He opened one cupboard and found nothing but different
kinds of crackers. He tried another, only to see a huge selection
of neatly labeled spices. In the refrigerator, there were so many
fancy imported bottles, jugs, and cups full of different drinks that
it made his head spin. Desperately, he searched the labels, only
to realize that their names were written in other languages, and
Joe had used only code words to mark each one.

It didn't take Foxxo long to realize that he had very little
hope of figuring this out and conducting the negotiations at the
same time. Without Joe, he was lost. At the very least, he thought,
he needed some kind of back up, someone dependable, and that's
when he had anidea...

Rushing to the huge, ornate telephone, Foxxo began looking
through the address list Joe kept next to it. Lucky for him, the
names on this list weren't written in any kind of code, and it was
arranged alphabetically.

“Why couldn't he have organized everything like this..?"
he muttered to himself as he found the correct number and began
dialing. Soon, a familiar voice was speaking on the other end of the
line.

“Hello?"

“Puipui! I need to talk to Wuffle!”

“Well, well, well! What have we done to earn a phone call
from His Royal Majesty, eh?” asked the hedgehog.

“No time for jokes! I need to talk to Wuffle!”
“I don't think Wuffle would want to chat with someone
who's so rude...” Puipui spoke with a yawn. “You didn't even use

the Magic Word!"

Foxxo felt like steam was about to shoot from his ears.



“Fine...Puipui, may I PLEASE speak to Wuffle?!" he asked
through gritted teeth.

“Well, since you asked so politely, why not?" Puipui
chuckled, handing the phone to his friend.

Soon, the welcome voice of Wuffle was on the line.

“Hello? Foxxo? What's up? Is the big meeting going okay?
Everyone in town is talking about it!"

“Wuffle, this is an emergency! I need your help!”

“Oh no!” Wuffle spoke with sudden concern. “What
happened?!”

“Ineed you to be my butler today!”
There was a pause.

“You need me to do WHAT?!" Wuffle couldn't believe what
he had heard.

“Joe took the day off without warning me first, and now the
General is here, and he wants refreshments, and I can't negotiate
and serve food all at once, and I don't know where Joe stores any
of the food, and the General is going to be offended, and the deal's
going to fall through, and everyone is going to -"

“Slow down, Foxxo! I don't know anything about being
abutler, but I wouldn't leave you hanging!”

“So you'lldoit?!"

“Sure! Just for today, though!" Wuffle didn't want this to
aregular arr

“Thank you! Now get here as soon as you can!”



“You're wel-" but before Wuffle could finish, Foxxo had
already hung up.

Heran to Joe's wardrobe closet and began eagerly searching
for a particular outfit. Of course, nearly all of Joe's clothes were
identical, but Foxxo knew that there was at least one particular
outfit that would be of use today.

“Ahal Here it is! It's perfect! I knew saving this would come
in handy...”

“EXCUSE ME!" boomed the voice of General Bacon. Foxxo
rushed back to the sitting room to find the General looking a bit
less calm than before, and Wilhelmina appeared even more disap-
proving.

“Yes, sir?”

“I don't mean to trouble you, young man,” the General's
voice was restrained, yet there was a hint of irritation in it that
wasn't well-hidden, “but exactly how long does it take to prepare a
few snacks?”

“Oh, [m terribly SOrTY, sir. My usual butler had to leave
y for. My other servant should be

herein justa  moment.”

“One would hope so,” said the General, “as it doesn't inspire
much confidence in a business leader who can’t even manage his
own household.”

“I.can assure you, General, that this is just a minor setback,
we can get back to discussing your proposa.l over refreshments in
just a few minutes. Any moment now...

Suddenly, there was a rapid knocking at the door.

“There he is! Just a moment, sir!”
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Foxxo rushed back down the hall, to the front door.
Flinging it open, his hopeful smile quickly turned into a frown of
disappointment.

“Wuffle, what were you thinking?!” he wailed.

“What?" Wuffle asked, confused.

“Just look at you!"

Wuffle looked down. There were patches of dirt all over his
body, bits of grass were lodged in his fur, and briars stuck to his
worn-out overalls.

“I can't have a butler that looks like this! It looks like you
just got finished working on a farm!”

“Um...I did just finish working on a farm.”

Foxxo slapped himself in the face again.

“Why didn't you clean off first?"

“You told me to come over here as soon as I could..."
Foxxo sighed.

“Fine, fine, just hurry upstairs and clean yourself up a bit in
one of the guest rooms. I'll bring you a suit.”

“Oh, sure, Foxxo..."
Wauffle stood there a moment, looking confused.

“Um, which way? I can never figure out where anything
is in your house, it's so big...”

“Great..a butler that doesn't know his way around the
house. What could possibly go wrong?”
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Foxxo led Wuffle to one of the guest rooms upstairs.
While Wuffle was busy cleaning up in the wasl , Foxxo
remembered the suit, and rushed back downstairs to brmg it to
his new, temporary butler. As he approached the wardrobe closet,
he could hear aloud “"HARUMPH!" as the General was clearing his

throat. Briefly he popped back into the sitting room.

“Just a moment more, General!” The General stared at him,
saying nothing, but looking decidedly less patient than before.
Wilhelmina mirrored her employer’s mood, and was surveying the
room with a shifty, suspicious look in her eyes.

Foxxo grabbed the suit and brought it back upstairs,
only to find Wuffle, wearing a towel and grinning sheepishly, his
fur puffed out, looking like a giant ball of fluff.

“What..?"

“I think I...over-did it a little, using your electric hair dryer.
I'm not used to all these high-tech gadgets..."”

Foxxo slapped himself in the face again.
“Never mind. Just get the suit on, the General is waiting.”

Foxxo went back out into the hall and shut the door. After
a moment, he heard Wuffle’s voice calling out to him, but it
sounded as if his friend was having some trouble breathing.

“Foxxo...I've got alittle...problem...”

He opened the door and looked inside, and there was Wuffle,
wearing the suit. The problem, Foxxo could see at once, was that
the outfit was about two sizes too small for the big wolf. It seemed
like it might rip apart at any moment. In the back, his fluffy tail
was poking out through the top of the trousers, and he struggled
to curl it back down into place like a tightly wound spring.
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“Don’t you..have anything..bigger?” Wuffle asked, in
between gasps for air.

“I'm sorry, Wuffle, but that's the only suit I have close to
your size. Joe's suits are way too big for you. That one was shrunk
in the wash. Joe was...trying to teach me to do laundry one day..."
Foxxo's cheeks reddened with embar “Anyway, I didn't
want it to go to waste so I kept it around just in case someone

ded it. And that sc is you!"

“Okay...I'll...try to wear it...just for today.”

“Excellent. Now, your first job is to bring refreshments.
I need to go begin the negotiations with the General, so head to
the kitchen and prepare the food. The General wants chilled grape
juice, Wilhelmina, his assistant, wants soda. Oh, and bring the
General two pastries from the bakery."

Wuffle began counting out the items on his fingers, trying
to keep it all straight.

“Don't tell me you can't manage just a few simple snacks!”

“I'm sorry, Foxxo! I'm just not used to all this butler stuff.
I'm not Joe."

“No,” Foxxo said with a sigh, “youre not Joe. But you are
here, so let's make this work.” He clapped his hands together.
“Chop chop!”

Jumping to attention, Wuffle ran downstairs to the kitchen,
and Foxxo, running after him, headed for the sitting room. Eager
not to waste another moment, Foxxo all but dived back onto his
chair, and faced the irritated General with what he hoped was
a calm, nonchalant smile. He didn't want to show any weak-
ness during a negotiation, and he'd already lost too much of his
composure.
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“My apologies, once again, General. My butler will be here
with the snacks in no time.”

“I certainly hope so. Now, let's get down to business.”

“Yes, please, I'd like to look over the updated plans you've
prepared, based on my proposal.”

The General arranged the various documents Wilhelmina
had retrieved from the briefcase so that all of them were visible
at once. There were building permits, estimated costs of building
materials, and contracts to sign. Foxxo, using all of his business
training to the best of his ability, studied each document carefully.
Though he wasn't an expert when it came to things like doing laun-
dry, fishing, and growing tomatoes, Foxxo could certainly hold his
own when it came to business deals. He took his time, scrutinizing
every detail.

“This all looks to be in good order. I would like to discuss
the major points of our deal, if you don't mind.”

"By all means.”

“The mill will be built outside of the village, in the forest,
to avoid disrupting the normal activities of the villagers, correct?
The villagers at the town meeting were very adamant about this.”

“You're correct, Mr. Foxxo.”

“Good. Now, the townspeople have asked, in exchange for
granting permission to have the mill built, for a 25 percent stake in
the business. You agree to this?"

“It seems quite fair to me.”

“In turn, for providing your building services and bricks,
you'll be getting another 25 percent stake. Is this acceptable?”



“Actually, Mr. Foxxo, it appears that our initial estimates
were a bit low..."

“Oh?" Foxxo raised an eyebrow.

“Yes. You see, considering the costs of transportation,
coupled with the expenses of producing the bricks, in order
to make this arrangement profitable for my company, I believe
a 40 percent stake would be required..” The General's voice was
cool, steady, and very self-assured. But Foxxo had prepared for
this. He couldn’t let himself be intimidated.

“General, as you know, I have great respect for you, and for
your company...”

“Most reassuring...”

“However, surely you must be aware that giving up a 40
percent stake would be impossible. The villagers would not be
happy with anyone who doesn't actually live here having a greater
stake in the business.”

“This doesn't apply to you, then, Mr. Foxxo?" The General
didn't look happy, though this, too, came as no surprise.

“Sir, Imay be a private business owner, but I'm also a citizen
of Gingerbread Village.”

“Isee.”

The General glared at Foxxo, and Foxxo glared back. Neither
of them wanted to back down.

“It would seem we've come to an impasse, then.”

“The best I could do,” Foxxo spoke cautiously, “is to offer
you 30 percent.”
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“That would be acceptable,” Foxxo began to breathe a sigh
of relief before the General continued, “if you fund the building
yourself. I can still offer you the bricks, but I'm afraid a 30 percent
cut wouldn't cover the costs of construction.”

Foxxo winced. The whole deal was supposed to save the
town the expenses of having the mill built..not to mention save
himself from funding it. If he had to use his own money, he'd look
like a weak negotiator...and he couldn't allow the General to own
a greater stake in the new busi than the to people, either.
That would mean paying more out of his own pocket and giving up
at least another 5 percent of his own share, to make up the differ-
ence to the village. He needed time to think. Normally, Joe would
provide him with some sort of distraction and time to gather his
thoughts. But Joe wasn't here this time...

Just then, the meeting was interrupted by an odd, steady
shuffling sound. All three of them looked towards the kitchen. The
sound got closer, and closer, until finally the kitchen door opened
and Wuffle wobbled into the room. The tight suit was causing him
to walk like a robot, and the fabric was rubbing together each time
he took an awkward step, producing that shuffling noise. Wuffle
was carefully balancing a couple of Gingerbread Bakery donuts on
aplate on one hand, and two glasses in the other.

“Here's your snacks!" the big wolf announced cheerfully.
He sat the plate down in front of the General, right on top of one
of the pages of the building contract, and as he bent over the table
the collar of his shirt popped out and smacked Wilhelmina in the
face with aloud WHACK!

“I'm sorry, let me get that!” he apologized and reached for
the collar stuck on Wilhelmina's nose, but she grabbed his wrist as
it got near her face.

“NO," she commanded, suddenly, giving Wuffle a stare that
made his skin crawl. Her grip was like a vice. “I will get it,” she
added, and then calmly removed the collar and placed it in Wuffle's
hand.
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“Um...um, thank you,” he stammered, not sure of what else
tosay.

“Be more careful next time."” She continued to glare, as if
looking right through him. Wuffle tried to shake off his terror and
get back to work. He plopped down the two drinks, and nearly
spilled them.

“Oh, I almost forgot!" he exclaimed as he reached into his
jacket pocket. “Here's a cookie for you, Foxxo. I didn't want you to
go hungry! Sorry there isn't a plate, I couldn't carry it all.”

Wuffle smiled sheepishly as Foxxo gave him an angry stare.

“Your butler addresses you by your first name?”
the General mused. “How very...informal.”

“He's, uh...new.”

Foxxo felt like he was losing even more ground in this
negotiation.

“General, Miss Wilhelmina, enjoy your refreshments,
and please excuse me. Wuffle, may I speak with you for amoment?"

“Sure!”

“I mean ALONE!" Foxxo spoke as he dragged Wuffle back
to the kitchen.

“Please return soon,” the General called after them,
“Ireally MUST insist that we finish our discussion presently.”

“Certainly, General!” Foxxo called back. Once inside
the kitchen, he slammed the door behind him.

“Okay, first of all, why the heck did you call me Foxxo out
there?!”
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“Um...because that’s your name. I always call you Foxxo..."
Wouffle replied. confused.

“A butler doesn’t refer to his employer by his first name!
Call me “master” or “sir,” not just plain old Foxxo!"

“But I'm not really your butler...” Wuffle spoke apologeti-
cally, “that feels too weird. Can't I just call you Foxxo?"

“Ugh, fine...can you call me Mister Foxxo, at least?”

“Okay, Foxxo. Uh, I mean...Mister Foxxo. Do I have to call
you that the whole time the General’s here? Maybe I could just
try to avoid calling you anything; I could try to be silent like Joe.
How about L..."

“Great, now YOU'RE trying to out-negotiate me too!”
Foxxo pressed his face against the wall.

“Negotiate..? I wasn't trying to..I just meant that..."
Foxxo began quietly slamming his head against the wall.

“What's wrong? Isn't the meeting going well?" Wuffle was
quick to be concerned for his friend.

“He wants a 40 percent stake in the business.”
Wuffle's eyes bugged out.

“40 PERCENT? But that's almost double the town's stake!
That's almost as much as your stake!”

“I KNOW! Of course I know...but he’s the only one that can
offer us a deal like this. He owns one of the highest quality brick
manufacturers around, and by giving him a stake, we'd be getting
the mill built for practically nothing. But I already promised
the villagers that the mill would always be as much theirs as
anyone else's. Well, except for me, of course..."
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“Didn’t you try to, you know, convince him? Isn't that what

you're dtodoinb

PP

“I offered him 30 percent, but he said that would only cover
the bricks, not the construction costs...so I'd have to pay for those
myself. And I'd have to give up 5 percent of my share to the village,
tomake it all even.”

“That’s not too bad...”
“Maybe not, but I can’t give up even one of my shares!”
Wauffle frowned.

“But Foxxo, you'll still be the majority owner! You're already
incharge of the major businesses in Gingerbread Village, giving up
5 percent of this watermill business isn't going to do you any harm.
Besides, you promised the villagers they'd be equal shareholders
after you. I know you, Foxxo, and you're not nearly as greedy as
Puipui says. You care about your friends.”

“But I am greedy! I have to be! If I give up even a little,
it'll make me look weak..in front of my family, in front of my
friends..in front of.." Foxxo stuck out his tongue in disgust,
“..in front of Puipui.”

“Gee, Foxxo, I don't think anyone will think you're weak...
they'll just think you're doing what's best for Gingerbread
Village. I know it's a tough decision, but everyone is counting on
you to make tough decisions like this, to do the right thing for
everybody.”

Foxxo sighed, feeling hopeless. He wasn't sure that he was
the right person for the job anymore. How, he wondered, could he
be any good in business if he froze up in an important meeting like
this? Try as he might to improvise, he was out of ideas.
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“I don't know, Wuffle. Maybe I'm not cut out for this kind
of work after all. Maybe I should try to be a farmer like you and
the Spikey Ball..."

“Er, I don't know about that.”

Wouffle tried to be delicate. Foxxo wasn't exactly a natural
when it came to farming.

“You did a good job with the tomatoes and everything, but
business seems more your style. Let me think..” He rubbed his
chin, lost in thought. “My sister takes some business classes. May-
be I can remember something she told me that could help you.”

Suddenly, Foxxo's ears perked up.

“Did you say your...sister?”

“Yeah, my sister Eclaire. Why, WHA?!" Suddenly Foxxo was
shaking Wuffle's hand so hard it was making the big wolf dizzy. A
new determination was shining in Foxxo's face.

“Wuffle, you're a genius!”

“Iam?"

“You've just given me a brilliant idea. Really, I should've
thought of it earlier...it's so obvious. Negotiations 101! Leverage!”

“Huh? What leverage?”

“Never youmind, Wuffle! Just stay in here until I call for you!
And...can you call me “Sir,” at least, when the General's around?”

Wauffle crossed his arms awkwardly and mumbled.
“I guess so...if it helps.”
“Thanks!"
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Wauffle watched him go out the door, and then rubbed his
neck.

“I wonder what I said that made him so happy all of
asudden...?”

“General,” Foxxo called out, “how are you enjoying the
pastries?”

“They are quite delicious, I'll admit. You may not run a very
tight ship around the house, but it would seem that you do a good
enough job managing the bakery.”

Foxxo smiled.

“Glad to hearit."

The General gently wiped a few crumbs from his lips us-
ing a small handkerchief and looked at Foxxo. The young fox sim-
ply smiled at him and said nothing. General Bacon's gaze shifted
to Wilhelmina, who was nervously sipping her soda, and darting
her eyes between Foxxo and her employer. The sudden cheery
silence unsettled the General somehow.

“Well then, shall we, er...get back to business?”

“Actually, General, I was wondering if we might discuss
mily."

“Family?!" The General was taken off-guard. “That’s hardly
appropriate for-"

“I believe you know my family."
“Oh, yes, I know your parents, they're very-"

“And I know your family, Generall”
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“Wha..my family?!" Wilhelmina's eyes followed each of
them as they spoke. Something about this change in tone was very
interesting to her. After all, it wasn't often she saw anyone get the
best of the General, even by a little.

“Some time ago I attended a holiday party, and I met a
fascinating person. Your sister.”

Wilhelmina spat out her soda, and the General's eyes nearly
popped out of his head. He gestured to Wilhelmina to clean up the
briefcase, which had absorbed the soda. Then, distracted by the
commotion, she spilled the rest of her drink into the case as well.

Foxxo motioned for them to stop, however, and called
Wouffle, who was instructed to take it into the kitchen for a quick
cleaning. As he left the sitting room, Wuffle noted with a smile that
Foxxo seemed to have taken control of the situation. Whatever
he had suggested to his friend, he thought, it must've worked...
even though he still had no idea what it was.

“So, you..you've met my sister.” The General tried to regain
his composure. “I wasn't aware that you..that you were aware
of her.”

“Oh, yes. She and I got along rather well."

Foxxo smiled even wider.

“You...don't say.”

“I do! And I seem to recall hearing that she has her own
construction business, am I correct?”

The General gritted his teeth.
“Yes..yes, that's correct. And I know what you're driving at.

And yes, she COULD have the mill built cheaper. But Mr. Foxxo,
you would be making quite a big mistake. Her timber company

216



could never provide you with materials possessing the strength
and durability of my bricks. A watermill built by her compa-
ny wouldn't last you nearly as long as a sturdy, brick building,
and to maintain it, you'd pay more in the long run...”

“That may be true,” Foxxo replied calmly, “but I believe the
additional income the mill will generate should more than cover
the maintenance and repair costs. It should pay for itself.”

“I.

“Besides, her company is ideal for providing the wood for
the wheel. So we'll already be doing business with her anyway.
I'm sure she'd jump at the chance for a lucrative contract, expand-
ing her operation from building the watermill wheel, to construct-
ing the entire building, and sharing a stake in the profits...”

“Fine!” The General bellowed. “Very welll I'll take the 30
percent!”

“General, pardon me,” Foxxo spoke with a little too much
innocence, “but given the potential deal I could make with your
sister, I don't think it would be in my, or the village’s best interest
to offer 30 percent. It would have to be the original 25."

“You can't seriously expect me..."

“Of course I'll pay for the construction costs out of my own
pocket, as we discussed.”

“To provide this many bricks for 25 percent..I
simply can't...”

“Oh, of course I won't offer you only 25 percent of the
business!” Foxxo reassured the General.

“You won't?!” the boar asked with some hope in his voice,
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“Certainly not. You, and all of your employees, will be
receiving coupons for one free donut a day from Gingerbread
Bakery, good for the duration of the project.”

The General's face froze. Wilhelmina's eyes continued
to dart between the two negotiators, noting the look of tri-
umph on Foxxo's face. Finally, the General returned to his earlier,
stone-faced demeanor.

“Very well, Mr. Foxxo. Very well. I can see that despite
your age, you certainly know a thing or two about business.”

“Iappreciate the compliment, sir.”
“I suppose you'll want to sign the contracts now.”
The General spat the words out, as if they tasted sour.

“Certainly, though I would like to check over the blue-
prints and building information first. I owe it to the village to be
thorough.”

“Wilhelmina, give him the building plans,” the General
gestured to his assistant. The chameleon gathered up the
appropriate papers and handed them to Foxxo. He studied them
closely, making sure not to overlook a single detail. At last,
he began checking the final pages, the maps and photos of the
construction site.

“These are the exact locations where the mill will be built?"
he asked.

“Of course, of course..." replied the irritated General.
“This all looks good, then...wait..." Foxxo suddenly noticed
something in the pictures that he hadn't seen before. In one of the

photos, there was a massive tree. The General noted with some
confusion that Foxxo appeared to be hypnotized by it.
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“Is there a problem, Mr. Foxxo?" the boar asked.
“This...this is where you're building? Next to this oak tree?”

“Oh, yes. I'm afraid that will have to be torn down. Actually,
perhaps the wood could be used for construction purposes.”

“Isn't there another spot you could build the mill?"

“Our surveyors have determined that the ideal spot
for the mill is the one we've chosen. Anywhere else, and we won't
be able to maximize the mill's efficiency. It could potentially ruin
the whole venture. As a stakeholder, of course, I must insist that
we build in the most effective spot.”

“Certainly there must be some other place we can find,
which would allow for the same level of productivity..."

“I'm sorry, Mr. Foxxo, but you can't expect us to change
all of our plans at this stage. The location has been decided, and
the villagers approved of it. There was no objection.”

“But I really must insist, there has to be-"
“Mr. Foxxo! You've already had all of your demands met, and

[ve come away from this dea] with substantially less than I had
ded...there is absolutely no way that this can be changed.”

Foxxo looked at the General, and it was clear that the boar
wasn't going to budge. He looked once again at the picture, and a
rush of memories went through his mind. It had been a long time
since he'd seen that oak tree, he recalled. Once upon a time, though,
he'd seen it every afternoon. It always filled him with a sense of
safety, knowing it would be there, day after day. He couldn't let
that area be torn down. Just like the General, he wasn't going to
budge, either.

“Then I.I'm afraid we don't have a deal. I'll require a
greater share. An additional 10 percent.”
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“WHAT?!" The General boomed. “Of all the impudent,
insolent...!"

“Excuse me!” Wuffle's voice suddenly cut in. “I tried my best
to get all the soda out of this briefcase, but there might still be
some stuck in the..."

“HOW CAN YOU ASK ME TO GIVE UP ANOTHER 10 PER-
CENT?"

“Wha..another 10 percent?” Wuffle, shocked by the
outburst, slipped on some of the cola that had dripped onto the
floor. He landed on Wilhelmina's lap. Despite being much small-
er than Wuffle, she somehow managed to carry him in her arms
as she stood up, walked a short distance away from her chair,
and dropped him with a loud thud on the floor. Without a word,
she returned to her seat.

As he began to stand up, there was a loud rrrrrrrrip!
His pants had split. Wuffle's face went red with embarrassment.

“Oh, dear..."

While he spoke, his tail finally poked out of the tear in his
pants with a sproing!

“I guess I...need a tailor...” he grinned, embarrassed. He was
doing his best to cover up the tear with the briefcase.

Foxxo and the General were too focused on their negotia-
tion to notice any of this, however.

“I'm sorry, General, but those are my terms. Take it or
leaveit.”

The General's eyes were wide and red, and he was huffing
and puffing, as if he were about to charge right at Foxxo. But then
his breathing slowed down, even though the look in his eyes didn't
change.
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“Mr. Foxxo, I had come to believe that you were a better
negotiator than I'd first assumed, that you were more mature
than your age would indicate. However, I now see that I was
wrong. You're nothing more than a spoiled brat. My offer was most
generous, and this...this is an insult. You may negotiate with my
sister, if that is what you want. Not that even she is foolish
enough to make a deal with someone like you. Our business here is
finished. Best of luck to you. You'll need it, when you have to
explain to all of Gingerbread Village how you cost them one of the
most lucrative development offers they've ever seen. Now, I must
be going. Thank you for the pastries. Good day.”

Foxxo flinched a little at the General's harsh words, but he
kept his cool.

“Very well, General. I'm sorry that things didn't work out.
Good day.”

“Wilhelmina!" At his call, the chameleon snapped to at-
tention, gathered up the papers, and then grabbed the briefcase
from Wuffle. His big fluffy tail popped back into view once again.
She gazed into his eyes with an icy stare.

“You..."
‘Wuffle gulped.
“You require more training.”

She continued her work without another word,
leaving Wuffle frozen in place. After neatly organizing all of the
papers inside the briefcase, she snapped the case shut and began
carrying it to the door. As she walked, cola began leaking from in-
side it. The General noticed, rolled his eyes, and walked outside.
Wilhelmina slammed the door behind him.

“What happened?!” Wuffle asked, totally lost, as Foxxo went

to the window to watch his guests drive away. “Weren't you able to
make a deal?! Couldn't you convince him to take 30 percent?”
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“I convinced him to take 25. It seemed like we might have
adeal after all, for a while...” Foxxo sounded as if his thoughts were
far away. “But we just couldn’t work it out.”

“Ithought I heard you asking him for an extra 10 percent.”

“That's right.." Foxxo's voice trailed off as he watched
through the window as General Bacon's limousine disappeared
down the street. OQutside, the villagers, excited by the prospect
of the new mill, were also watching the stranger drive away.
Evening was approaching, and the sun shone orange over the hori-
zon. The village looked calm in the light.

“But Foxxo, you couldn’t really expect him to take only a15
percent stake, when he's supplying all those bricks!”

“That’s too bad...” suddenly, Foxxo began sounding like his
old self again, as if he was waking from a trance, “that’s just too
bad!" He turned to face Wuffle. “ made him an offer and he refused
it! If I can’t get a 60 percent share, then I'm certainly not paying
a dime to build a dumb old mill! Besides, I could get a better deal
on bricks somewhere else. I don't want to work with that sour old
boar anyway.”
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Wouffle crossed his arms, worried. Something didn't seem
quite right to him.

“Foxxo...is there some other reason you didn't take the Gen-
eral’s offer?”

“What other reason could there be?!” Foxxo asked. “I just
wanted more money. That’s all.”

“It just...seems like you had something else on your mind.”

Foxxo turned up his nose.

“Hmph! What else could possibly be on my mind? This was a
business negotiation, after all. Getting the best deal was the whole
point.”

“I guess so, I just thought that maybe...never mind. Sorry,
Foxxo. I guess I'll let myself out, as soon as I change clothes...”
He headed up to the guest room, disappointed that the meeting
had turned out so badly, both for the villagers and for Foxxo. He
wished there was something he could do to make it better.

“Hey, Wuffle?" Foxxo's voice had changed again. He sound-
ed more serious than before, almost nervous.

“Yes?” Wuffle turned back to his friend.

“Do you...do you own anything that you'd never sell, no mat-
ter what?”

“Huh?"

“I mean, do you own anything that's...so special to you, you
wouldn't give it up for almost any price?”

“Sure. My sister drew a picture for me when we were kids.

She’s never been much of an artist, but she made it for me, so it
means a lot. I've always kept it with me. I doubt anyone would
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want to buy it anyway, though,” Wuffle chuckled.

“Imagine someone did. And then...imagine that if you sold
it, it would make a lot of people happy. Would you sell it?"

“No..Idon't think so.”

“You don't think that's...selfish?” Foxxo sounded almost
guilty, Wuffle noticed, like something was weighing on his
conscience.

“There are a lot of nice things you can do for people, to
make them happy. But when you share something with someone
you care about, or when someone shares something with you..you
can't replace it. It's special. I don't think that's selfish at all. Like I
said, you can find a million ways to make people happy. But some
things are one-of-a-kind, and it's okay to hang onto them.”

For the first time in a while, Foxxo really smiled.
“Thanks, Wuffle."

Whuffle smiled back. He was still curious about exactly what
had caused the meeting to turn out so badly, but for now, it seemed
like Foxxo wanted to be alone with his thoughts. He gave his friend
aquick hug and headed back upstairs.

“It will be nice to get out of this tight suit..I can barely
breathe in this thing. All day it's felt like it's going to explo-"

As he reached the first step of the staircase, the suit
exploded. With only the tattered remains of his already ripped
pants, Wuffle blushed and began creeping his way upstairs.

“Oh great,” murmured Foxxo, once again his old self, “what
agrand finale for this day...”






Moments later, Wuffle was back down the stairs in his
overalls.

“Sorry again that things didn't turn out well..and sorry
Iwasn't a better butler.”

“That reminds me!” Foxxo exclaimed. “You did serve as
my butler for the day, so I owe you a day's wages! But I'm afraid
I'll have to take the expenses for the suit out of your paycheck.”
He grinned. Wuffle smiled back.

“You're a tough negotiator, Foxxol”

“Tough but fair! You still deserve something for helping me
today...” He ran into the kitchen and handed Wuffle a cookie.

“Hmm, thanks! See ya later, Foxxo! Er.I mean..
Mister Foxxo!”

As Wuffle walked down the street back to his house, he was
still wondering about Foxxo's strange behavior. Sure, Foxxo could
be greedy sometimes, Wuffle knew that. But he also knew that
underneath the greedy, tough guy routine, Foxxo really cared
about his friends and about Gingerbread Village. It must've been
something really important for him to give up on his chance to
make such a great deal, Wuffle thought.

As he pondered it while walking through the last rays of
evening sunlight, he found his friends gathered around ahead
of him.

“S0?!" asked Puipui eagerly. “Did they make a deal?!”

“Is the bakery going to be able to double their donut
production?!” asked Debbita, looking hungrier than ever.

“With all the money this will bring in," said Aunty Pinky,

“why, who knows what else we could build here in Gingerbread
Village!”
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“So, tell us!” demanded Maggie.

“Yeah! Did Foxxo make a great deal for the village?”
asked Almond.

“I'm...really sorry, everyone.." Wuffle's ears drooped.
“But...things...didn’t work out.”

“WHAT?!" Puipui's voice rose louder than everyone else’s,
as all of the villagers expressed their disbelief and disappoint-
ment. Wuffle raised his hands to calm the crowd.

“I know it's not what we were hoping for, but..it'’s just..
sometimes, negotiations are difficult...”

“So what was the problem?” asked Debbita. “Did the
General ask for too much?”

“Wouldn't he agree to supply the bricks, like he said?"
asked Aunty Pinky.

“That wasn't the problem...it's just..uh..Foxxo wanted an
extra10 percent, and General Bacon wouldn't accept only15,and...”

“OF COURSE he wouldn't accept only 15! Is Foxxo CRAZY?!"
Puipui demanded to know. “I mean, I know he's a spoiled fox,
but even I didn't think he was THAT spoiled! This is a new low!
He's costing the village a huge amount of money!”

“Just THINK of all the good that mill would've done for this
village...” Mrs. Hazel whined.

“And..and..and just think of all the precious donuts
we could've had!” Debbita wailed.

“That's it!” said Puipui. “I'm going to go in there and
give that greedy fox a piece of my mind!"
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Just as he began to storm towards Foxxo's yard, Wuffle
put a hand on his shoulder.

“Puipui, everyone, listen...I know Foxxo seems greedy...and
yeah, sometimes he can be really selfish, but...he’s still our friend.
And I don't really believe he'd do something like this without
agood reason.”

“A good reason?!” Matilda chimed in. “What reason could he
possibly have to demand more money?! How can that be anything
but selfish?”

“I know it looks bad. I was upset too, at first. But some-
thing tells me that this is one of those times when we just have to
trust Foxxo. He might not always do the right thing, but I know he
cares about us. I'm sure he'll find another way to help the village
grow. Maybe this just wasn't the right project. And maybe General
Bacon wasn't the right person to do business with."”



Puipui crossed his arms and leaned against a fence post,
frowning.

“Maybe, but I still don't like it. And I don’t see HOW he could
have a good reason to ask for more money.”

“Idon't think it was about the money.”

Puipui stuck his tongue out.

“With Foxxo, it's ALWAYS about money!"

“That’s what he likes us to think. But he's under a lot of
pressure. His family has high expectations for him. He feels like
he always has to be the best.”

“It does seem like he’s stressed out a lot...” Debbita mused.

“Of course. He doesn't want to feel like a failure. We need to
be there for him, and show him that we care about him no matter
what happens.”

“Wuffle's right,” said Aunty Pinky, “all of us have family and
friends close by. Poor Foxxo is all alone in that big mansion of his,

except for Joe keeping him company.”

“We should all invite Foxxo to hang out with us!”
Maggie suggested enthusiastically. Wuffle grinned.

“That’s a great idea. But maybe we should wait a while.
Foxxo's had a tough day, I'm sure he'll want to be alone this
evening..how about we have a cookout tomorrow?”

“Yeah!" everyone cheered.

“For now, though, let's have some dinner at my place.
Puipui caught some great fish today. I'll cook!”



Though Puipui wasn't the only one who was unsatisfied
with the way things had turned out, everyone trusted Wuffle. If
he said that they ought to give Foxxo the benefit of the doubt, they
were willing to at least put aside their disappointment and wait to
deal with the problem another day. And right now, the prospect of
anice dinner seemed like a more urgent concern anyway.

As they walked together down the road, each lost in their
own thoughts, Debbita broke the silence.

“Hey!"

“What is it, Deb?" asked Wuffle.

“That guy's name was General K. Bacon, right?"
“Yeah, why?"

“Well...I was just wondering. What's the K stand for? Does
anyone know?"

Everyone looked around at one another, and at first it
seemed as if nobody knew the answer.

“I bet it's Krusher," said Maggie. “It has to be a tough name
like that.”

“I think it's probably Krash," said Matilda. “He looks like a
Krash to me.”

“Mayhbe it's Kruel,” said Chuck.

“Or maybe...Kalamity,"” said Almond.
Then Aunty Pinky spoke up.
“Iknow his first name.”

“Oh? What is it, Aunty Pinky?" Wuffle asked her.
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“Kevin."

Wuffle fell over, and everyone else tripped on him and
tumbled like dominos.

Back in his room upstairs, Foxxo watched his friends make
their way down the road. He didn't look forward to facing them,
but from what he could see, it seemed like Wuffle had calmed
everyone down. In time, he thought, everything would blow
over. Of course, he'd have to think of a new plan to help
Gingerbread Village, something that could replace the mill project
to help the village grow. But for now, he thought, it would be best
to relax and enjoy the quiet country evening.

As he turned around, about to take a much needed rest on
his bed, he saw Joe standing in the hallway, knocking on the half-
open door.

“Excuse me, young master, do you need anything?”

“Joe!” Foxxo couldn't contain his relief at seeing his butler
again, before remembering how Joe had suddenly disappeared
when he'd needed him most. “WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?!"

“I took a vacation day. Did you get my note?"

“Yes, I read your note. Next time, give me some warning be-
fore you do that! Do you know what kind of a difficult situation
you put me? I had to call Wuffle to fill in as my butler for the day!
What a disaster!”

“I do apologize, young master. It won't happen again.” Joe
couldn't help but smile a bit at the thought of Wuffle trying to
serve as a butler. He could only imagine how the wolf must have
managed all day.

“See that it doesn’t! What got into you, anyway?"

“Ijust felt that I..wouldn't be of much help to you today.”
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Foxxo sighed.

“Whatever."

“So, may I ask, how did your meeting go?"

“Awful. We couldn't come to an agreement.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. May I ask why?"”

“He..wasn't willing to pay what I asked. I demanded a
60 percent share, and he demanded at least 25, and the village

asked 25 as well, so it didn't work.”

“That is...unfortunate. By the way, I found some papers left
on the floor by the sofa. Your guest must've dropped them.”

Joe handed some papers to Foxxo. They contained the
highlighted section of the map, where the mill was supposed to be
built, and the pictures of the spot, showing the big oak tree by the
river.

“Did you...did you look at these, Joe?"

“I did catch a glimpse of them.”

Foxxo became very silent and stared at his feet.

“I'm honored that you still remember,” Joe spoke with an
unusual gentle tone in his rough voice, “and just as I knew you
would..you did the right thing.”

Foxxo smiled up at Joe.

“There was just no way I could've let them tear down that

tree, or clear out that part of the forest. Even if the whole project
was nature-friendly, some things just...can't be replaced.”
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“You did spend a great deal of your childhood there.”

“It's not just because that place reminds me of being a
kid. It's...it’s just that, growing up, everything was always hand-
ed to me. Nobody ever thought I could do anything on my own.
My parents meant well, but I never felt like they really believed
in me. But then..in that forest, for the first time... I really felt
like I could take care of myself. Even after all the trouble I got
into, and needing so much help, I still felt so much better know-
ing that somebody believed in me for once. No matter how much I
messed up.”

“Mistakes are stepping stones to learning, young master..."
Joe mused.

“I guess so. But I'd never have learned that if it wasn't
for you. And I'd never have met you if it hadn't been for that tree,
and that river..."”

To everyone else, Joe might have seemed like a butler
and nothing more, but Foxxo knew that beneath all the formal
language and protocol, Joe was one of the best friends he could
ask for.

“The forest is a great teacher. I know this as well as you.”

“Could we..I mean, would you like to visit there again
soon?”

“I'm surprised that you would want to go back there, sir.
I thought that you would feel too grown up for such things.”

Joe's voice sounded almost sad.
“Of course not! There's nothing wrong with revisiting the
old days once in a while, is there? You should never get so grown

up that you forget where you came from, right?"

Joe smiled.
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ppose not, young We can make a little trip out
to the river tomorrow, you'll have some free time in the afternoon.
But it’s getting rather late,” Joe changed the subject, “we're behind
schedule for dinner time.”

“Yes! I'm so hungry!"

As Foxxo and Joe went downstairs to the kitchen,
they heard the doorbell ring. Foxxo's heart sank...it was probably
one of his friends, there to complain about losing out on the mill,
he thought. Luckily, though, now that Joe was back, he wouldn't
have to face them alone.

Joe was at the door in a flash. As he opened it, his usu-
ally i ive face was replaced by an expression of total shock.
General Bacon was standing on the front step.

“Why, hello there, Joe,” said the General.
“Hello...General," Joe replied uneasily.

“You..you two know each other?!” asked Foxxo, following
Joe to the door.

“You might say that," the General replied with a smile.
Joe appeared frozen in place.

“Pardon me, General, but why are you back? I thought
we'd finished our business.”

“I'm afraid I forgot some papers. And you seem to have
them in your hands.”

Foxxo stared at the papers, with the pictures of the
oak tree and the building site, still in his grasp. He locked up at
the General and grinned sheepishly. As he handed them back,
the General spoke again, this time with an unexpectedly calm,
reassuring tone,
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“Mr. Foxxo, I fear perhaps I may have been a bit... short-tem-
pered, earlier. Youare young and ambitious, after all. Iwas that way
myself once. I can't fault you for it, even if it does lead one to make
the odd mistake now and then. One might even say that such
over-eagerness and ambition are noble traits, in their way..."

“Forgive me, General, but what is it you're trying to say?”

“I'm willing to make a concession. I'll go as low as 20
percent. Do we have a deal?”

“Iasked for 15 percent, General Bacon. Those are my terms.”

General Bacon's face became strained again, like before. His
eyes began to look red.

“You..you drive a VERY hard bargain, Mr. Foxxo. Fine.
I'll take 15 percent.”

Foxxo stared at the General, unable to believe his own ears.
“Did you...did you just say you'll take 15 percent?”

“Don’t rub it in!" the General snapped back. “Do we have
adeal?!”

..." Foxxo looked up, and saw Joe's  eyes suddenly on
him. Im sorry, General. I'm very sorry. But no.”

“WHAT?! How can you possibly say no to that? After I've
conceded nearly my entire stake in the venture? What else can you
possibly ask for? 70 percent? 75? What more could you want? Free
bricks? Free construction?! Mr. Foxxo, it would be a grave insult
for you to turn down this deal after I've agreed to concede such
ahuge part of my -"

“General,” Joe's steely voice suddenly cut in, “young master

Foxxo said no. It's his dinner time, so I'm afraid I must ask you to
leave.”
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General Bacon stared at Joe. Their eyes locked, both were
nearly the same height, and from Foxxo's perspective it was as
if two giants were about to do battle. Finally, the General gave
aquick, curt nod, turned around, and headed for his limousine.

“Goodnight, gentlemen,” he said as he turned away.
Within a moment he was in his car and Wilhelmina was driving
him out of town once more.

“Wh..what was that all about? You know him?"
asked Foxxo.

“It's very late. You need to eat your dinner soon, young
master.” And without another word, Joe was on his way to the
kitchen.

Foxxo stood in the doorway, alone, and wondered.
He was no stranger to keeping secrets. Being a bit sneaky was
in his nature. There could always be something his friends, even
Wauffle, didn't know about him. But it never occurred to him before
how much he didn't know about his friends...even Joe.

As the dust on the road settled, and the limousine
disappeared into the sunset, Foxxo snapped back to the
present when he detected the scent of stew cooking. He joined Joe
in the kitchen, where his loyal butler was busy preparing their
evening meal. The scent was making his mouth water.

“Can I help?” he asked quietly. Joe turned to him, surprised.

“You..want to help me cook, young master?”

“Do you mind?"

“No, not at all.."” Joe was obviously having a hard time
believing what he was hearing.

“What's the matter?”
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“It's quite unlike you, young master. You rarely show
interest in domestic duties. Don't you feel that it is work best
suited to servants?”

“Yeah..I guess I do feel that way..usually. But today,
I feel like maybe I'd better learn some skills in other areas besides
business. It's not like there's anything wrong with being a butler,
anyway. It's honest work. One of my best friends in the world is a
butler.”

Foxxo smiled.

“I appreciate the sentiment, master Foxxo,” Joe replied
with a hint of satisfaction in his voice.

“And I appreciate all you do for me, too. I know I'm not
always easy to work for, and I'm sorry if sometimes it seems like
I'm not grateful for all that you...”

“No need to say any more." Joe put a hand on Foxxo's
shoulder. “You can be..difficult, but there's much more to you than
meets the eye. Today may not have gone as planned, but you acted
with good judgment and principle. That's something to be proud
of. I'm certainly proud of you.”

Joe turned back to his stew, as Foxxo tried to hide a tear in
his eye. He pretended it was from a chopped onion on the counter
next to him.

“You will have other negotiations. You'll have more failures,
and more successes. Don't let yourself be discouraged.”

Moments passed in silence as he stirred the pot.
“Of course,” he continued, “there are always more things to
learn. You did an excellent job growing tomatoes some time ago.

Now would be an excellent time to learn to cook them. There are
afew in the bottom drawer of the refrigerator.”
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Putting away his handkerchief, his eyes now dry again,
Foxxo found the tomatoes Joe was talking about. He handed them
to his butler to cut.

“You wanted to learn to cook, so you must learn all the steps.
Place them here, on this cutting board, and I'll show you how to
prepare them for the stew...”

“I don't know about this..maybe I need to start with
something simpler. I'll probably mess this up and the whole thing
will taste terrible.”

“Perhaps,” Joe spoke slowly, “but this is only one meal.
This one might taste terrible, and so may the one you prepare
tomorrow night. But someday, young master, you'll learn how
to make each one taste perfect. You just have to keep practicing.
The rule is always the same. Never give up.”

“Istill don't know..."

“Keep trying, young master. I know you can do it.”

Foxxo remembered the sound of a river, the warmth of
an afternoon sun, and the strength of an old oak tree. Back then,
he didn't believe himself capable of even the most basic things,
and it took the confidence of a friend to make him realize just how
much potential he really had. Standing there in the kitchen, gently
being directed to dice and mince vegetables and measure spices,
Foxxo felt like some things never change. He hoped that they
never would.

THEEND
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After this episode, the comic's format
changed. Il show you how the comic is
created in the current format!




~—y

ROUGH SKETCH

i - -

First, | drew a rough sketch based on an idea
by my editor, Gus, my proofreader, Leo, and |,
with a script written by Leo. This stage helps me
see the whole layout and fix any errors.

Fix this,
change that!



=

DETAILED SKETCH

Time to do the detailed sketch!
| fixed one panel because it was
too focused on the character
instead of what he's doing.

| mostly draw this part of the
process on comic paper since
it's faster and more fun.



~—

CLEAN-UP

Wow, | look like f'm
in a black and white
comic!

The next step is clean-up.
Sometimes | use a Wacom pen
tablet and sometimes | use a
Pigma Micron pen.

Drawing directly on paper s faster
but some details look better when
you clean up with a digital pen.



COLORING

Now it's time for coloring!
This pracess is done on a
computer.



Okay, now the comic is
almost donel | painted some
backgrounds and other objects
separately.

Heh heh, very

h x Sote panels don't need
interesting.. a proper background,
Just the effects or plain

color work fine.



—
EFFECTS

> Let's move to the next |
And finally, once the extra craptsleriene
backgrounds and effects like 7
smoke and light are painted,
we're done!

W-where are
you going?!
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This is the original comic for Valentine's Pay 2013. Too many things

are happening in each panel, so the reader doesn't know where to

focus. 5o | changed everything, cut the worm part, and made the
first three panels look the same. This makes it easier to read.




I actually like this one, but ourteam realized that there are
too many things happening and the jokes are not clear.
It became the comic about Wuffle's lawn mower instead,




This comic is tmﬁn—s it . | didn't show my editor first
but when | posted it he pointed olt that it is too harsh on Puipul.
The chickens throw their eggs at him just because he's not Wuffle.
I'tookit off the website immediately after my editor pointed out

the problem. | still feel bad for what | did without thinking
clearly and making fun of my character in this way.
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Good morning
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This comic was supposed to be the final comic of Year 2
on April Fools Day. But my editor and | agreed that Joe is acting out of

character, and making fun of Foxxe like this is too harsh for him too.




So in the end | didn't post it anywhere.
Again, this is a mistake due to not thinking clearly enough.




-
The final scenes o axxo. We made Foxxo feel happy

after he tasted the tomatoes, then Puipui made fun of him, saying
"oh, | thought you didn't like it." But Foxxo shows that he can now eat
vegetables and work hard and ete. The problem is that it's too cliche.
Yes, Foxxo can grow a tomato, but that doesr't mean he's gonna like it.
S0 we changed the moral in this one; he still might not like it,
but he now knows the value of it.




The original ending of Farming Foxxo.

Debbita shows a carrot to him and Foxxa runs away scared
as a parody of the painting "THE SCREAM' by Edvard Munch.
But we see that it's too much of an overreaction and the joke

feels forced. So we cut it and changed the ending.




You're growing up..

Once we changed the moral, we felt that this page is dragging
on the story that should have ended on the previous page.
While | agree, | still love the look and feel of it.

S0 | kept the final panel and put it in the comic as an extra page.
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Copyright Notices
:: Wuffle Comics =

Wauffle Comics are licensed under a CCO (Creative Commons
Zero) waiver, free of copyright, directly into the public domain.

All parts of this book, with the exception of illustration in the
‘Guest Artists Gallery’ section, may be reproduced, stored in
a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means,
including mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recordings,
or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the
author.

For more information on CCO0, please visit
http://creativecommons.org/publicdomain/zero/1.0/

«: Mllustrations in the Guest Artists Gallery Section ::
All illustrations in the ‘Guest Artists Gallery’ section are
properties of their respective owners, unless otherwise noted.

Tllustrations by the following artists are released

under the CCO waiver.:

(1) Mik_Merfiller, (2) Coffgirl, (3) Buboo, (4) Shinywaka,
(5) Maitri Boonkijrungpaisan, (6) Wanchana Intrasombat,
(7) Wing Yudha, (8) Galgard, (9) Aunno, (10) Chirenbo, (11)
Kappy, (12) Justin Vu, (13) Seth Iova, (14) Ben-Ben, (15) An-
drew J. Scherman

Tlustration by the following artist IS NOT under the CCO
waiver, and all rights of these illustrations go to their
respective owners:

(1) Dai









