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DEDICATION


For my dear sisters,
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Prologue

The Final Straw Pile


[image: image]

There I stood, atop a huge mound of sticks, stones, crumpled newspapers, and leaves, waiting to die. Or at least be seriously uncomfortable.

For weeks I’d been Director DeMew’s stunt cat on a series of educational videos:
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This stunt was the worst yet. Fire + toxic smoke + pointy things = big-time ouchies. We’d shot the scene over and over. The fireproof goop applied earlier by Maybelline the makeup cat was wearing thin. Plus my nose itched. How I wished I were elsewhere, sipping a cool glass of lemonade. But I wasn’t elsewhere.

I was a stunt cat.

She was a director with a megaphone. “Somebody light that huge mound on fire! Now!”

“Please to wait!” said a voice I knew only too well. My trainer, Bruiser, appeared from out of nowhere and raced over to Director DeMew.

[image: image]

“CUT!” hissed Director DeMew. “Will somebody tell me why this giant beefcake is in my face?”

One of the crew whispered to Director DeMew (and into her megaphone).


       CREW CAT: Bruiser feels we’re endangering Mr. Puffball with reckless incendiary practices.

       DIRECTOR DEMEW: And I should care why?

       CREW CAT: Mr. Puffball could get injured. Maybe even fatally. Smoke inhalation, lacerations, palpitations, etc.

       DIRECTOR DEMEW: And I should care why?



This could go on forever. Yes, Danger was threatening to become my middle name, even though I’d prefer Burt. Or Victor. But I’d signed on the dotted line:
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So I took a deep breath. “Let’s do this thing!”

“Puffyball, you tuff like Bruiser,” said Bruiser.

“Mr. Puffball, what really matters,” said Maybelline, “is you look great.”

Maybelline was right. With my extra-black bow tie, I looked like a tough-guy celebrity full of derring-do.

“Quiet on the set!” said Director DeMew. “Take fifty-two! And . . . action!”

The fire blazed. I blinked against smoke that made my eyeballs go watery, then dry, and then scorching. I wriggled free of the ropes and said, “Kids, don’t try this at home.” Then I made my body hard, squeezed my eyes shut, and rolled downhill through the licking flames, over every last poky bit, to safety at last.

[image: image]

Two crew cats doused me with cold water. My heart skipped a beat as my flesh went from fiery to freezing in zero seconds flat. I ached all over. “Enough with the ouchy stuff,” my brain told my body. “Have you considered law school?”

“Puffy,” said Bruiser, slapping me on the back (ow), “you true stunt cat hero guy.”

I looked up, way up, into his kind, muscular eyes, and said, “Thanks, Bruiser.” But what I thought was, No. Not anymore.

I made a wobbly beeline over to Director DeMew to announce my life-changing news, no matter how it might devastate her.

She raised her megaphone and said, “That’s a wrap on Cautionary Tails Video #7: Blazing Fire Mounds and You!” I shivered before her. “And somebody get this kid a towel.”

Time to speak my truth. “Director, being a stunt cat has put me in touch with my manhood. But it’s not touching the deepest part of me: my inner movie star. I must follow my bliss. Plus my tail got scorched again. So I’ve made an important decision: I will stunt no more forever.”

“But Mr. Puffball, tomorrow we’re filming Cautionary Tails Video #8: Electrical Outlets and Metal Utensils: Friends or Foes?”

“Sorry, but I’m through. And no amount of cajoling, begging, or offers of huge sums of cash—” Before I could finish my sentence, Director DeMew raised her megaphone once more.
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And so ended my days of being Mr. Puffball, Stunt Cat to the Stars

Or did it?
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My Journey Thus Far


Let me take you back to the days when a New Jersey kitten dreamed of something more. Something more glamorous. Something more bright lights and limos. Something more sequins, paparazzi, and bow ties.

That kitten, who was me, Mr. Puffball, left his ancestral home and traveled clear across the map to become a famous Hollywood movie star. Along the way he narrowly escaped tornadoes, aliens, condors, and hobo initiation by the hobos of Hobowood.

When he finally reached Hollywood, he got a Feline Divine makeover by Ms. Lola and was united with his signature bow tie. He strode over to an MGM audition only to find he’d missed it. Then he discovered something better than stardom—the kind of legendary cats you read about, like you’re doing right here:
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CHESTER P. GRUMPUS III A.K.A CHET

Famed director of The Karate Kit, Titanicat, and Night at the Meowseum
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KITTY LaRUE

Charming chanteuse
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BRUISER

Stunt cat trainer to the stars!
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WHISKERS

Dancer extraordinaire!
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ROSIE

Adorable best friend!

[image: image]

EL GATO

Mega–movie star and former frenemy. Currently: friend

With their help, I was transformed from meh to fabulous:
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And now El Gato has asked me to costar in his upcoming buddy movie. That he’s starring in! With the excellent working title Mac & Cheesy’s Excellent Adventure.

Costar! With El Gato! Me! I know!!

Have you ever seen a buddy movie? They look something like this:
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This would be my “star vehicle,” as we call it in the biz. A star vehicle is a blockbuster movie that transforms an ordinary cat (moi) into a superstar (future moi!).


QUESTION: Was the buddy movie a go?

ANSWER: Kinda.

QUESTION: What does kinda mean?

ANSWER: Kinda means kind of. Yes, we had the concept: a buddy movie. Yes, we had the stars: El Gato and me. And yes, we had a script by professional writers.
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The only missing piece was Lights! Camera! Action! Which should happen very soon.

Or so I thought, until El Gato came over one day to deliver a sizable bump in my road to stardom. “Ready to start filming, buddy?” I asked, plopping down a bowl of his favorite yogurt-covered mouse tails.

“Mmmglbbhaebglub . . .”

“Chew, swallow, talk.”

Gulp. “Almost. We have one more thing to do: meet the suits. I hope they haven’t seen this lousy review.”
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“Don’t listen to the naysayers,” I said. “You look great.”

“I’m going to look great,” said El Gato, “because I’m on a special celebrity diet. The same one Mewly Cyrus is on.”

“What’s the diet?”

“I can eat anything I want, except kale.”

“You never eat kale anyway.”

“That’s why this diet’s perfect for me.” He spilled a boxful of cheese crackers into his mouth. “So I’ll see you tomorrow morning at Purramount Studios. And we’ll talk to those suits. We’ll iron everything out with the suits. We won’t let them get rumpled.”

“Excellent.”

What was El Gato talking about? I didn’t know. I had never ironed or rumpled a suit in my life. But I wasn’t about to let my ignorance show. Whoever these suits were, I would meet them head on.
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Meet the Suits


Turns out suits is another word for head honchos, big kahunas, top cats, etc. Meaning El Gato and I were meeting the Purramount Studios executives to beg them for money to pay for:
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Just thinking about it made my wallet hurt. It would take all of El Gato’s star power plus all of my natural charm to convince those suits to give us the hundreds and hundreds of dollars needed to make our buddy movie.

The morning of the meeting, I opened the front door and found myself face-to-face with a cat I’d never seen before.

“Mr. Puffball?” I nodded. “I have a message from El Gato.”

“Are you going to deliver it via singing telegram?” I asked hopefully.

“No, I’m going to tell you to look up.”

I looked up:
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Meet the suits alone? No! Not! No way!

How would El Gato’s star power and my irresistible charm convince the Purramount executives to fund our buddy movie, Mac & Cheesy’s Excellent Adventure, if El Gato wasn’t there?
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I needed a way to make sure El Gato would be at the meeting even though he was home in bed.

I rushed to my planning basket and brainstormed ideas.


        [image: image]  Bring along a hologram of El Gato?
Too science-y!

        [image: image]  A lifelike cardboard cutout?
Too cardboard-y!

        [image: image]  Record El Gato comments in his voice and tell the suits, “He’s hiding in my back-pack because he’s self-conscious about his weight?”
Too weight-y!



I thought and I thought. And then I thought of the movie Kitty Doubtfire. See where I’m going here? That scene in the restaurant where the tomcat has to be both himself and Kitty Doubtfire?

Aha moment! Here was the plan:

Step one: Stuff an El Gato costume into my backpack.

Step two: Whistle my way over to Purramount Studios.

Step three: Sneak past the receptionist.
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Then it was time to act like I’d never acted before! I found a door bearing the mark of the suits:
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Inside were the executives who could make our buddy movie a reality.

I reached for the handle, dressed in a classic black bow tie from my personal collection. First the suits would meet the talented Mr. Puffball.
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The door swung open. One suit looked up and said, “Who let this guy into the Room of Important Cats?” I glared at him with eyes that said “Rude.” Then I looked over my shoulder as if talking to somebody in the hallway. “What’s that, El Gato? You need to use the litter box? No problemo.”

I lowered myself into an overstuffed seat. “Greetings, Purramount executives, I’m Mr. Puffball, former stunt cat to the stars and the Unimportant Sheriff in Nine Lives to Live. In case you didn’t hear, El Gato had to go.” I chuckled and rolled my eyes. “He goes a lot. He’ll be back soon, though.” I flashed my winningest smile.

No response. Nothing. Nada.

Awkward!

Just then, a tall


























OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg
=2





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg
STANDARD STUNT CAT CONTRACT
Z, 1 PubFBall froped
waive the right o sue
Furramount studios in
Hhe event thatZsuffer,

as a result of stunt wark:
burns brusses,chafing loss

oS fur lipnumbnéss, toe
Stubbing, amnesia, hairballs
wardrobe rualfunclion,

frosthite, ere

7. Pl

“ VoUR “SicATURE HER






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
D000 0090000000806 0 ¢

e B






OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg
|
|

LSCATA TN

Iz Just SAW... VHE

LilEs fo LiVE!
YAWN.

RN Ty [ 4 7P Freperte drom P.RAT
E/ Fato,I mean Galo,
stars in _7:1’ another 6£7
Western- again. }’VJ friends
and I all ogree. we're 5o

OVER 17/ Covld this be
the end for £/ Fato, T

mean Gato ?
e 1 v e A
A 1l A R ™Y

NEWS - 88 JAGES »

JHE WORD o¥ The Strec

7 IIIII///
—
=

“gel a new bat,
or something!
says Local Zat.

(

S
poms — —-—
N sk
Fired ofd .~ uhy?
e maybe a boa.






OEBPS/images/f0016-02.jpg
Professionay
ShaKes/





OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg
=535





OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg
) -
aNFuﬁE 0 ACTING SKilLs:
<ypressi®tminimal PRocy
L B

un,,nfefsimal
ﬁfoammg

habits

Before o sURE —

v o AcTing skills: !
Cme"‘“ maime e
R ‘{EAH)
BAe
s Bov TIE
EXCELLENT

anemmqﬂj
groomed
at
Feline
Divine

After |7






OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/star.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-04.jpg
i

=l
}

Sk






OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-05.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-03.jpg
A, M0 e g
‘ﬁ:\u, Do, RE






OEBPS/images/f0001-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-06.jpg
YES, T AM AsS
£AMoUS AS






OEBPS/images/f0015-03.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0015-01.jpg
suit ofF iy





OEBPS/images/9780062320704_Cover.jpg
WRiiealL






OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0015-02.jpg
?

Space suif





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg
< %é&jzﬁ@ﬁé eaTHip=
(pst STl in & @J&
g0 meet Suits
‘{ 3e-Konoels
- Eem ch Y
Py






OEBPS/images/f0019-01.jpg
HEL[. 0? [(/H o's
MAKINg that stivey
Nojse?






OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg
WE'RE... BREAKING . .. THE.
LS oun~ND..

BARRI/E R.





