Day 4 .‘“Q

Dear Spy Jourval,

Tt's the first day of school, aud vo ove
suspects a thing. The stu-dents are busy
learving new faces, vew classrooms, and
new teachers. Tt's a day of coufusion,
thaos and disorganization. Tt's the
perfect day for a pair of spies +o blend v,

They have vo idea we're wot like them.,



Vikki Fox

PoweERFUL

VAL, SENSE OF
fok STYLE SMELL FoR
FINDNG CWES

That's wme, Vikki. T'm an expert spy on
a mission, To study humans and answer
the duestion: Why are they so aunoying?



Headauarters decided the best way
to answer this question would be +o
observe the humaus v their simallest,
least threatening forms.

DUN...I HAVE
FouR LIMRBS BuT
3
SJUVENILLE '

That's why we're here at North Bend
Elementary. Our goal: To pose as an
averaoe fifth grade studewt and aaiv
nsight into the human mind. The first
day went well..antil lunchtime.



We started our day by observivg

the mivi-humans in the classroowm.
Supposedly they come to these schools +o
learn, but T've seen vio evidence of this.
So far T've only seen them

discussing useless, boring things like

math, reading and history,

Not once did +he teacher show

these kids how to locate and enter a
chickew coop, digy throngh a +rash can,
or avoid anqone who looks like they may
have rabies. T+'s no wounder the
education system is failing|

BLAW, BLAH BLAW MATH.
BLAH, BLAH GRAMMAR.

Y




After sitting through math we wewt to
the lunchroom. This is where the trouble
beaan. One of these “stu-dewts” approached
us. He must have suspected somethivg,
becanse he started askivg tough duestiows.
Questions like “Are you new here?” and
“What's your name?”

His line of questioning was auite clever, but
did we crack under the pressure? Of course
not. T kept my cool and he didw'+ suspect

a thing.



L JuST TRANSFERRED FROM A NORMAL
qcHooL FoR NoRMAL CHILDREN,

(x A VERY NORMAL!)

L told him that we had a very wormal
human vame, but we were uable to
remember i+ at the moment (IT+'s my
nderstanding that humans are very
simple creatures, and often forget things



like car keys, homework, and their owu
names.) We were almost in the clear, when
my spy-partuer came close +o blowing

DU COVEr,

DID...You JuST PUT TRASH
DOWN YOUR PANTS?




Rocco Raccoon

\ LiL CLAW FEET

Roceo's role is to be the bottom-half of
our clever humav disguise. Unfortuvately,
his won-stop hunger has gotten us into a
few close-calls.



Fortunately, most humans don'+t ask

many duestions. So when T launched into a
duickly-thounghht explanation of why someone
might put trash in their pants, the
suspicions student simply said:

You'RE WE\R@

Phew!



These humaus have vo idea we're

actually a fox and raccoow sharing a

tlever disguise. They'd never suspect that
we're here to observe the haman children
ond learn the answer +o the question that
has plagued avimals for centuries — when
does it all 9o wrong?

YOURE. LUCKY THE HUMANS
AREN'T VERY OBSERVANT.




