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CHAPTER
ONE

O Tamarindo,
W here Art Thou?

It was a rainy afternoon in the Mariposa Valley
neighborhood. The gray clouds had rolled in

early that morning, and lightning and thunder

had been booming for the _/
better part of the day, (ﬂf o
when Pablo arrived at N '\
Ugly Cat’s house wearing
a makeshift raincoat

and rain boots.



He'd picked up an old lunch bag and fashioned
it around his body for a raincoat, making a
tiny opening for his face but covering his favor-
ite hat. On his feet he wore something shiny
and metallic and red. Red foil gum wrappers.
He had used the wrappers to mold little rain

boots around his feet! When he arrived at Ugly

Cat’s house, Ugly burst out laughing.
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Abecause T can mold them to

“HA-HA-HA!" Ugly Cat laughed. “WHAT
ARE YoU WEARING, PABLo? WHY Do You
HAVE oN SUCH 4 RiDiCULoUS oUTFIiT?"

‘Ridiculous? RIDICULOUS?
Humph! This, mi querido F'eo,
is mmy rain-repellant abrigo.
Obviously; said Pablo. “This old
lunch bag protects mme, my
hat, and my vest from the
ralin. And these gum wrappers

make rerfect rain = boots




As he spun around, his head disappeared
into the bag, and when he popped back out,
he was chewing on something.

“WHAT ARE YouU EATING, PABL0?" Ugly
Cat looked confused.

‘Jus a bi o sammich,” answered
Pablo with his mouth full.

“WHAT?" asked Ugly, looking a little
disgusted.

Pablo swallowed. ‘Jwu st aabit of sand-
wich. See, Ugly, the good thing
about using an old sandwich
bag for a raincoat is that there
is sure to be sorme leftover
sandwich in there. Delicious”

Ugly Cat sighed and shook his head. “YoU
KNOW THAT'S A PAPER BAG, RiGHT?
WATER AND PAPER DoN'T MiX, PABLo.”

Ay Tu no sabes nada, Feol
And dont shake yvour head at
mme,” said Pablo. “The cat who likes



to lick sparkly things does not
get to shake his head at the
mouse who is eating amn old
sandwich’”

“l GUESS YOU'RE RiGHT, PABLITO, |
GUESS YOU'RE RIiGHT. WHAT KiND of
SANDWICH WAS iT ANYWAY?" Ugly Cat
quickly changed the subject.

Peanut butter and jelly! said
Pablo.

“MMMM, SOUNDS DELiCious.”




“Tt was,” said Pablo, licking some leftover
peanut butter off his whiskers. “What are
yvou doing on this porch on
such a rainy day, Freo? 1
thought we were going to lie
by the fireplace and listemn to
some sweet jJjams by Juan
Gabriel, like your human
Lily's parents usually put on
when its raining?”

“THAT WA4S THE PLAN, BUT LiLY AND
HER PARENTS LEFT FOR THE MOViIES.
BESIDES, | GOoT To THINKING THAT |
HADN'T SEEN MY BROTHER TAMARINDo
FOR A WHILE. LiKE, WHEN WAS THE LAST
TiME HE CAME BY?”

Pablo and Ugly Cat tried to remember the
last time they’d seen Tamarindo.

“Was it when we thought we
found another dimemnsion but

it turmned out just to be your



neighbor Marcoss smoky
basement with all the glow-in-
the-dark stickers everywhere?
Wasesnt Tamarindo there for
that?”

“No. THAT WAS PUNKiN. 'MEMBER?”
Ugly Cat said. “HE GOT ALL SCARED WHEN
MARCoS CAME iN To LIGHT ANOTHER
CANDLE. MAN, iT SMELLED LIiKE
CHRISTMAS TREES iN THERE. IT WAS
AWESOME."”




“‘Oh yeah. Punkin—that cat is
hilarious. Maybe it was when
Big Mike foumd that huge
thing that he thought was a

rlece of dimosaur bomne, but it

turned out to be Little Jimmy's
leg cast that he'd misplaced?”

“PABLO, THAT WAS PUNKIN AGAIN."




‘OCh yeah. Hm. Mamn, Ugly; I
cant remember the last time
I saw your brother. Its been at

least a couple weeks,” said Pablo.

“WE WERE SUPPOSED To MEET UP YES-
TERDAY So HE CoULD SHoW ME THE BEST
HOUSE FOR ALBONDIGAS iN THE NEIGH-
BoRHooD, BUT HE NEVER SHOWED UP,” said
Ugly Cat, pacing and flicking his tail anxiously.

Are you worried?” asked Pablo.

“No, WHY WouLD | BE? HE'S PRoBABLY
BUSY,” answered Ugly Cat. But Pablo got him
thinking. Where was his hermanito? Was he
okay? Ugly Cat had never gone more than a
few days without seeing his brother. Suddenly,
he was very worried.

“NoW | AM WORRIED. WHERE is HE?
IT'S NoT LiKE HiM To NoT LET ME KNoW
WHERE HE iS FOR SUCH 4 LONG TiME.
OH MY GouDA4, PABLo. OH MY GooD
GoUDA.” Ugly Cat’s eyes widened.
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