
[image: ]

Copyright © 2026 Lisa Davis-Isaacs  

All rights reserved.  

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,  

or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical,  

photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission  

from the author.  

Written by Lisa Davis-Isaacs  

Illustration Assistance by Leonardo AI  

First Edition — 2026  

ISBN 

The Mayhem Menagerie Kids Edition Series

© 2026 Lisa Davis-Isaacs. All rights reserved.

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

BOOK 2

Story 1

Sanjay and the Case of the

Missing Wet Food

[image: ]


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Mayhem Menagerie Kids Edition Book 2

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

BONUS CHAPTER

STORY 2

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12 | Justice

POLKADOT’S OFFICIAL STATEMENT

[image: ][image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1 
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The 3pm Cat-astrophe

(Told by Detective Sanjay, Feline Extraordinaire)

I knew it was 3pm.

[image: ]Of course I did.  

I always do.  

My internal clock is more accurate than any silly human gadget.

My whiskers tingled.  [image: ]

My tail flicked.  

My tummy rumbled with the power of a tiny thunderstorm.

It was time.

My servant Lisa finally appeared in the kitchen, carrying the sacred pouch of wet food. She opened it with the same ceremony I expect every single day. Honestly, it’s the least she can do.

The smell drifted through the room like a magical cloud of deliciousness.  

I purred.  

Guinness wagged his tail so hard he nearly fell over.  

Miles licked his lips in a way I did not appreciate.

Lisa tipped the food into my bowl.

I stepped forward, ready to take my first Very Important Bite.

Then Lisa turned around for ONE second.

Just one.

A blink.  

A breath.  

A moment so tiny even a flea would call it short.

And when she turned back...

MY FOOD WAS GONE.

Not eaten politely.  

Not nibbled.  

Not even splattered across the floor.

Just... gone.

I froze.

My tail puffed up like a bottle brush.  

My eyes widened to the size of saucers.  

My mouth dropped open in a silent, dramatic gasp — the biggest gasp a cat has ever gasped..

[image: ]Guinness gasped too, because he likes to be supportive.  

Miles burped.[image: ]

I spun around, staring at everyone in the room like a detective in a crime show.

“Someone,” I announced, “has committed a TERRIBLE CRIME.”

Guinness whimpered.  

Miles stretched like he had no worries in the world.  

Lisa sighed, which was suspicious behaviour if you ask me.

I marched in a small but powerful circle, muttering to myself.

“This is serious. Very serious. Extremely serious. The most serious thing that has ever happened in the history of food.”

I stopped.  

I lifted my chin.  

I flicked my tail with determination.

“I,” I declared, “shall solve this mystery.”

Guinness nodded bravely.  

Miles yawned.  

Lisa rubbed her forehead like she already knew how this was going to end.

I strutted out of the kitchen, tail high, whiskers sharp, ready to begin the greatest investigation the Menagerie had ever seen.

Behind me, Miles quietly licked a suspicious smear of gravy off his nose.
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CHAPTER 2
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Detective Sanjay

Takes the Case

Sanjay sits down with the seriousness of a tiny furry detective who has seen too much.

He grabs:

	his Official Cat Notebook

	a pencil he definitely borrowed forever,

	a magnifying glass he found under the sofa

	[image: ]Guinness, who absolutely did not volunteer


Guinness sighs. “I didn’t do anything but... sorry.”

Sanjay ignores him. He flips open the notebook and draws a HUGE title page:

THE MISSING WET FOOD MYSTERY (underlined 14 times, because this is IMPORTANT)

Then he writes his suspect list:

	Miles

	Guinness

	Houdini

	Bronzy

	Junior

	Polkadot Bantam

	Henry

	The Human (just in case)


He taps the pencil dramatically.

“Everyone is guilty until I say they’re not,” he announces.

Guinness whimpers. Sanjay stands, tail high, and marches to the kitchen.

He inspects the empty bowl. He sniffs it. He sniffs the floor. He sniffs Guinness, just in case.

Guinness apologises again.

Sanjay scribbles in his notebook: 

CLUE 1: Bowl is empty. 

CLUE 2: This is unacceptable. 

CLUE 3: Someone will pay.

He leaps onto the counter, peers behind the kettle, checks under the toaster, and dramatically gasps at a crumb that turns out to be... a crumb.

He writes:

CLUE 4: False alarm.

Finally, he slams the notebook shut.

[image: ]“The investigation,” he declares, “begins NOW.”

Guinness nods nervously. He has no idea what’s happening, but he’s already sorry.
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CHAPTER 3
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The Interviews Begin

[image: ]Sanjay drags his interrogation notebook to the centre of the living room, sits down with the authority of a cat who has watched at least three crime documentaries, and announces:

“Bring in the suspects.”

Guinness, acting as a very nervous assistant detective, nods and immediately trips over nothing. [image: ]

Sanjay sighs. “This is going to be a long day.”

Houdini — The Vanishing Interview

Houdini materialises silently behind Sanjay like a puff of smoke with whiskers. Before Sanjay can ask a single question, Houdini disappears. He reappears on the curtain rail. Then on top of the fridge. Then halfway through the floorboards, which should not be possible.

Sanjay writes:

	Suspect refuses to remain in one physical location.

	Suspicious.


Houdini fades out again, leaving behind only a single hair and a sense of confusion.

[image: ][image: ]

Bronzy — The Hostile Witness

Bronzy slinks in like a villain entering a school play. She hisses at the notebook. She hisses at the pencil. She hisses at Guinness, who apologises for existing.

Sanjay asks, “Where were you at the time of the missing wet food?”

Bronzy demands white bread. Then storms out, offended by the question, the notebook, and the concept of justice.

Sanjay writes:

	[image: ]Suspect motivated by bread – must be white.

	Dangerous when denied toast. [image: ]







Junior — The Confused Interviewee

Junior wanders in, blinking like he’s just been born. Sanjay asks, “Did you eat the wet food?”

Junior forgets the question. Then forgets he’s being interviewed. Then forgets how to stand and slowly tips over like a sleepy tree.

Sanjay writes:

	Suspect too confused to be guilty.

	Or too confused to be innocent.

	Unclear.


Junior leaves, still unsure what gravity is.[image: ][image: ]

[image: ]

Polkadot Bantam — The Flight Risk

The bantam struts in proudly. Sees the magnifying glass. Screams like she’s being chased by a giant broccoli. Runs out, leaving a trail of feathers and panic.

Sanjay writes:

	Suspect fled the scene.

	Suspicious.

	[image: ]Also dramatic.



[image: ]Henry — The Overconfident Confessor


Henry stomps in, chest puffed, wings out, ready to argue with anyone about anything.

Sanjay asks, “Did you take the wet food?”

Henry gobble-shouts, “ALL FOOD BELONGS TO ME.”

Sanjay underlines this three times.

	Suspect confesses to everything.

	[image: ]Including things he didn’t do.

	Unreliable witness.


Henry leaves, still shouting about food ownership rights.

Miles — The Suspicious Napper

[image: ]

Miles is carried in because he refuses to walk. He pretends to be asleep. Sanjay pokes him. Miles rolls onto his back dramatically, exposing his belly like a furry crime scene.

Then he lets out a long, suspicious, gravy-scented sigh.

Sanjay writes:

	Suspect smells like motive.

	And gravy.


Miles continues “sleeping,” but his tail flicks in betrayal.[image: ]

[image: ]Sanjay closes the notebook with a snap.

“The suspects,” he declares, “are all extremely unhelpful.”

Guinness nods. “I’m sorry.”

Sanjay sighs. “The mystery deepens.” 
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CHAPTER 4

[image: ]


Clues, Crumbs

and Chaos

Sanjay the cat sat at his desk.  

He opened his Official Cat Notebook.  

He smiled.

“Today will be quiet,” he said.

He wrote:

“Today’s mystery is...”

A feather floated down.

Sanjay stared at it.

“Oh no.”

BANG!

The door flew open.

Bronzy the turkey rushed in.  

[image: ]Her wings flapped.  

Her feathers flew.  

She looked VERY upset.

Behind her came the others.

Henry stomped in.  

Junior tripped over a chair.  

Polkadot screamed.  

Houdini suddenly appeared on top of the lamp.

Sanjay broke his pencil.

He wrote with the tiny piece:

“Everyone is here.”

Guinness the dog came next.  

He held a sign that said SORRY, SANJAY...  

He didn’t know why.  

He just felt it was true.

“What happened?” Sanjay asked.

All the birds shouted at once.

[image: ]

Bronzy said something was missing.  

Henry said someone did it.  

Junior said he saw a ghost.  

Polkadot said the sky was falling.  

Houdini said nothing.

Sanjay’s whiskers drooped.

Then—

CRASH!

The door burst open again.

Miles the dog LEAPT into the room.

[image: ]He zoomed over the desk.  

He zoomed under the lamp.  

He zoomed between the turkeys.  

He zoomed straight into the bowl of treats.

Guinness yelped.  

Polkadot screamed louder.  

Bronzy flapped so hard papers flew everywhere.  

Junior fell over again.  

Henry shouted.  

Houdini vanished.

Sanjay put his head on the desk.

“This is too much.”

Feathers filled the air.  

Papers spun around the room.  

Miles bounced off a chair and skidded across the floor.

Guinness chased him, saying “Sorry!” to everything he bumped.

“STOP!” Sanjay shouted.

Everyone froze.

Even Miles, who was somehow still in the air.

[image: ]The room went quiet.

Then - pop! -Houdini reappeared on the desk.

She dropped something in front of Sanjay.

A clue.

A real clue.

Everyone gasped.  

Even Miles stopped wiggling.

Sanjay picked it up.

“This,” he said, “is important.”

He opened his notebook again.

He wrote:

“Chapter 5 will be even messier.”

And the mystery began.
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[image: ]CHAPTER 5
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The Trap

Sanjay had a plan. A serious plan. A plan so clever he underlined it three times in his Official Cat Notebook.

Operation: CATCH THE FOOD THIEF.

He selected the bait: one fresh pouch of wet food — the good stuff, the kind that makes cats purr and dogs lose their minds.

[image: ]Then he placed it on:

	the highest shelf,

	the safest spot, 

	the place NO dog could ever reach (unless that dog was Miles... but Sanjay was trying to stay positive).


Next came the hiding.

Sanjay crouched behind a plant pot, tail twitching with detective intensity. Guinness squeezed in behind him, shaking slightly and whispering, “I’m sorry in advance for whatever happens.”

[image: ]Miles lay on the rug nearby, “asleep.” Which meant:

	one eye open, 

	one ear twitching,

	one brain cell calculating the distance to the shelf.


The room went quiet. 

Very quiet.

Suspiciously quiet.

Then...

Miles:

	opened one eye

	calculated the jump

	wiggled his bum like a countdown timer

	LAUNCHED like a furry missile

	soared past the lamp

	grabbed the pouch mid- air

	ate it before gravity even noticed 

	crash-landed into the cage

	and - with the confidence of a repeat offender - closed the door behind himself


He sat inside, licking his chops.

[image: ]Self-arrest. Case closed.

Sanjay sighed, wrote “HE DID IT AGAIN” in his notebook, and added three more underlines.
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