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CHAPTER 1 SOMETHING ROTTEN

“First one out of bed is a rotten egg!”

Mmm, rotten egg. I licked my lips. Rotten eggs are the slimiest. And the yummiest!

My nose wiggled as I imagined the deliciously stinky stench of a rotten egg. My whiskers twitched as I almost tasted its gooey greenness.

But then I was jolted awake by the sound of paws racing all around me.

“I win!” my older sister shouted as she leaped out of bed. Her name is Marg. (That’s short for Margherita.)

“Aww, I wanted to be the rotten egg,” whined my other sister, Anchovy.
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My brothers, Pepperoni and Veggie, both stepped on me as they woke up and scampered out of the room.

You might have guessed by our names, paws, and whiskery noses that we are pizza rats. Why were we named after pizza toppings? Because we live in an old pizza parlor.
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More on that later. First, you need to meet me! My full name is Extra Cheese Scratchy Paws Sniffs-a-Lot. But everyone just calls me—

“Ratnip! You’ll be late for breakfast!”

“Coming, Cookie!” I said as I dragged myself out of bed… which is an old sock.

I love old socks. They are stinky and cozy. They have a hole at the top for your head and a smaller hole at the bottom where your tail pokes out. Ah, perfect!
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As I stepped onto the perfectly dirty floor of our bedroom, a gray-and-black-haired fuzzball popped her head into the room.

“How many times do I have to call you for breakfast, Ratnip?” Cookie asked as she gave me a good morning nuzzle.

You might be thinking, Cookie doesn’t look like a rat.

That’s because she’s not.

Cookie is a raccoon who has lived in the pizza parlor since way before my siblings and I showed up. Ever since we got here, she has taken really good care of us.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go while the sun’s still down.”

I followed Cookie outside onto the busy sidewalk.
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We live in The City, where there are bright lights and loud noises everywhere.

I love it here. There is always something new to explore, different critters to meet, and PLENTY of garbage cans filled with good food!

The closest trash can was on the corner by the pizza parlor. My siblings were already there, digging around for breakfast.
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But Cookie and I walked to the small playground at the other end of our street. It is always empty at night, which is when I’m awake.

Even though the playground was farther away, the food was so much better. I’m talking peanut butter sandwich crusts, chocolate chip cookie crumbs, and juice boxes with half the juice still left inside!
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My siblings never understood why any critter would walk so far to eat, but Cookie knew what was up.

“Ratnip, you’ve got some raccoon-level smarts,” she said as she pulled out half a pizza slice and tossed it to me.

I knew she was just joking about me having raccoon smarts, but it still made me feel warm and fuzzy inside.

And the pizza was still warm too. Yum!
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CHAPTER 2 ONE OF THOSE HUMANS

The pizza was tasty, but now I needed dessert.

I dug deeper in the garbage. Sometimes sweet treats like candy can fall all the way to the bottom.

Then I saw something shiny.

“SCORE!” I yelled. “It’s a One-Bite Delight wrapper!”
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I held up the gleaming piece of paper like a prize. It sparkled under the streetlights.

“Don’t you already have a hundred of those?” Cookie said.

“I wish,” I replied. “But this is only my tenth. It’s extra shiny, though!”

Cookie took a big gulp from a juice box. “You are one very odd rat. You like wrappers without the food. You collect shiny coins and plastic buttons. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were trying to be like one of those… humans.”
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“Cookie!” I gasped. “You just said the H word!”

RAT FACT: If you just say the word “human,” a human will show up. It’s true! The City has humans everywhere! Sometimes it feels like there are almost as many humans as rats.
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Have you seen a human before? They have big feet that could step on our tails! There are all kinds of them too. Humans with loud, clackity feet. Humans with feet that light up. Humans on wheels. And humans with the weirdest-looking paws.

Most humans come out during the day, while we rats are asleep. But there are always a few that stay out at night too. Like the one that was now coming our way!

Cookie and I dove into the trash can and watched.
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ANOTHER RAT FACT: Humans are strange.
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This human wore some kind of crown on its head and had whiskers growing from its ears. It began jumping up and down, waving its arms, and running around the playground in circles.
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“What is that human doing?” I asked.

“Maybe it has fleas?” said Cookie. “That’s what I do when I have fleas. They’re so itchy.”

“Should we help?” I asked.

“Nah,” said Cookie. “It’s best to stay away. Humans live in their part of the world, and we live in ours.”

We watched as the running human finally left the park. Then we went back to eating.

“Besides,” said Cookie after she took a big bite of an apple core, “we don’t want to catch fleas from a human. Yuck!”
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CHAPTER 3 MY FAVORITE THINGS

When we got home, I ran to the very back of the parlor, where a big, human-size broom leaned against the wall.

I scurried up the broom handle, just like I do every night. I leaped off, sailing through the air, before landing inside… my treasure room!

Cookie once said that back when our home was a pizza parlor, this round room was called the “pizza oven.” The humans used it to bake their pizzas.
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But now I have the space all to myself, and I use it to display my treasures. The curved walls of my room are decorated with a wallpaper collage of my wrappers and paper scraps. And now I had a new one to add to it!

I found my juiciest wad of A-B-C gum. (That stands for “already been chewed.”) I bit off a little piece for hanging up my newest One-Bite Delight wrapper. Standing on my hind legs to reach up high, I pressed down with my front paws.
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There. I stood back to admire my work.
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I’ve been treasure hunting for as long as I can remember. I like to pick up anything that looks interesting, even if I don’t know exactly what it is.

Searching for new treasures is most of the fun, but I take care of my treasures at home too. Especially because everything I collect belongs to me, and not to anyone else. When you have a lot of siblings, that doesn’t happen often.
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Speaking of siblings… just then, Veggie leaped into the room. “It’s so hard to get up here,” he complained.

“That’s the whole point,” I said. “The journey is part of the experience!”

“Enough about that,” Veggie said. “I found some Bubble Pop! You wanna play?”
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“When do I NOT want to play?” I replied, giving him a high five.

Cookie thought Bubble Pop was way too noisy, so we went outside to play. I brought out a coin from my collection too.

The rule was, as long as the coin kept spinning, Veggie and I could jump around and pop the bubbles. Whoever popped more bubbles won!

Marg was the best at spinning coins, so she spun for us.

“Ready, set, GO!” she yelled.

Pop-pop-pop-pop-pop-pop! Veggie and I jumped on our bubble mats like there was no tomorrow!
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“STOP!” Marg shouted. Veggie and I stood in place on our mats, trying to catch our breath. Meanwhile, our siblings counted each of our popped bubbles.

“Fourteen to eight. Veggie wins by six bubbles!” Pepperoni said.
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I wanted a rematch, but Veggie shook his head. “Winner’s the winner!” he said, grinning. “Besides, we don’t have any more bubbles to pop.”
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“If I go find some, THEN will you give me a rematch before bed?” I asked.

“Okay, fine,” Veggie agreed. “But don’t expect me to go easy on you!”
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CHAPTER 4 AT THE BO-DAY-GA

I made my way down the street, poking my snout into every nook and cranny.

Near a crack in the sidewalk, I spotted one… no, two coins.

“Neat!” I said. It was no Bubble Pop, but I picked them up anyway. I was always looking for more coins.

Farther ahead, I saw something glinting in the beam of a streetlight. I crept closer to get a better look.

It was a metal hoop with a sparkly rock attached to it. But it was just a boring, clear rock. So I pushed it to the side and kept going.
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“Hiya, Ratnip!” a small voice said. I looked down to see Rochelle waving her antennae at me.
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Rochelle is my buddy, and one of the friendliest cockroaches in this neighborhood.

“Doing your daily rounds?” she asked.

“Actually, I’m looking for something specific,” I replied. “Have you seen any Bubble Pop around?”

Rochelle scratched her head with one of her legs, thinking. “I might have seen some near the bodega,” she said.

“Bo-day-ga? What is that?” I asked.

“Let me show you.” Rochelle led me down the block to a building with all its lights on.

“Oh, I know this place!” I said.

Like I mentioned, most humans sleep at night, so their buildings are dark and quiet.
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But the bodega is different. It’s always open. The rare humans that stay awake at night are always walking out with bags of food.
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Outside the bodega, some cardboard boxes rested on the curb. I dove into one of them… and found myself in a sea of Bubble Pop!

“I hit the JACKPOT!” I squeaked, stuffing as much Bubble Pop as I could fit into my bag. “Thanks, Rochelle!”

When my bag was close to bursting, I jumped out onto the sidewalk again.

And that’s when I saw it.
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The Brand New, Totally Interesting, Super Special Thing I’d Never Seen Before.

It was a black rectangle, and almost as long as I was. I reached out with a paw, and The Thing felt smooth and cold.
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Next, I sniffed. It smelled like human. But then again, almost everything in The City smells like human.

My heart started beating faster, but in a good way. It wasn’t every day that I found something totally new on the streets!

“What is it?” Rochelle asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But… I KNOW I want to take it home!”

There was only one question: How?
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CHAPTER 5 THE PIGEONS

I grabbed on to The Thing with my front paws and started dragging it along the sidewalk.

But I wasn’t so good at balancing on my hind legs. Plus, The Thing’s body was so slippery that it kept falling through my paws.

Time for another idea.

I began nudging The Thing along the sidewalk with my snout. That quickly grew tiring, though.

As I was rubbing my sore nose, someone called out, “Hi, Ratnip. Hi, Rochelle.”
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First, I looked left. Nothing. Then I looked right, but no one was there, either.

Then I looked up. Two pigeons came flying down from the sky.

It was Jinny and Ian!

“What do you have there?” Ian asked.

“I’m not sure what it is,” I said, “but I’m going to add it to my collection.”

The two pigeons looked at each other. “Would you take a mysterious Thing home?” Jinny asked Ian.

“I would not,” Ian answered.
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They flapped their wings and pecked at The Thing, when it suddenly started flopping around and buzzing!

Jinny and Ian took off in fright. When they were safely perched on a fence, they shouted, “That Thing is ALIVE!”

I gently sniffed it again. “It doesn’t smell like it’s alive.”

When it stopped flopping around, I picked up The Thing with my teeth and continued dragging it along the sidewalk. That’s when The Thing buzzed again!

It lit up as bright as any streetlight and displayed a picture of a
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