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A Special Message from The Editor
Frank Lee, The Flea
This is one story from Cookie’s and Angel’s life while still living with their previous
owner; before going to the Shelter; and before meeting Suitcase. How they met
Suitcase (or STC) and how he got his name is revealed in his own book, The
Adventures of SUITCASE.THE.CAT.

The “Saga of Mr. Squirrel” has been retold many times and by so many creatures
that it was hard for me as an editor to figure out the true story. I had to record the
story from several sources: Cookie, Angel and Mr. Squirrel. What you will read in
our story is what they each said in these recordings. And when one of the
characters interrupted during the recording session, I included the name so it’s
easier to follow who is talking.
I then organized the story into separate sections according to whose version made
the most sense. It’s a great story, so enjoy!

Frank Lee, The Flea aka Editor
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The Characters in “The Saga of Mr. Squirrel”

Cookie and Angel are real cats, both rescued from the local Humane Society Shelter by Jackson and
his mom for his 6th birthday. We really don’t know where they lived before they were brought to
the shelter from separate homes. They do act like sisters, though, and Cookie is very protective of
Angel. Cookie drags clothes, pens and toothbrushes around the house mostly at night. You can
hear a unique ‘meow’ sound when that happens, although we suspect she’s practicing for her
audition on America’s Got Talent.
Angel is the quieter one, but she does like to eat and tries to steal Cookie’s food! She does that so
often that the two cats must be fed separately.
Cookie and Angel are also AUTHORS! That’s a whole different fun story. To read more about how
that happened, go to our perfect-books website where you can see them in action in their very
own videos and learn about the book they authored, WARNING.NEVER.EVER.
Now, they’re excited to be starring in a new book series, The Adventures of Suitcase.The.Cat. And
to celebrate the upcoming book, we’ve written a special short story as a prequel to the new series.

We created Mr. Squirrel as a character that would interact with Cookie and Angel in the Prequel.
We needed to have some conflict and a lot of action and Mr. Squirrel was the perfect answer. He’s
based on several of the squirrels that scamper around Remy’s backyard and constantly try to get to
the food in the birdfeeder. They’re very clever squirrels and have been at odds with Remy’s
husband as he worked hard to keep the squirrels out and the birds well fed. (Honestly, many times
it was Man vs. Squirrel…with the squirrels winning!)
We won’t spoil the fun of the short story, but we will tell you that he is a very interesting character
who deserves to be seen more. (Full disclosure: This message was paid and sponsored by Mr.
Squirrel, himself.)
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Mrs. Figgeywinkles
Mrs. Figgeywinkles is in our story as the owner of Cookie and Angel, although as all cats and
their humans know …no one really owns a cat!

SUITCASE (formerly known as ‘Leo’) has a great tale to tell in his book, The
Adventures of SUITCASE.THE.CAT.
He met Cookie and Angel, when they arrived at the shelter where he had
been brought after an injury. The story of Suitcase was inspired by a real cat
whom Jackson met at the shelter where he adopted Cookie and Angel. That
cat could not use her hind legs, yet she managed to move around and play
with Jackson.

While finishing our new Suitcase book series, we developed the “SAGA of
Mr. Squirrel” to introduce Suitcase as well as Cookie and Angel and even
Frank Lee, The Flea.
You’ll meet the rest of the characters in the STC books and learn about
some of them on our book’s website. Discover more about our three main
characters here: www.purrfect-books.com

Meet the editor, Frank Lee (also known as FLTF), who just happens to be a flea. FLTF brags about
how well educated he is and his extensive knowledge of ancient history. Frank Lee was hired by
Suitcase who needed an editor for the recordings he made about his life and the books that
Suitcase allowed Jackson and Remy to write based on his life adventures.
You’ll discover that FLTF has had quite a time working with Suitcase, Cookie and Angel sorting out
what really happened in the SAGA of Mr. Squirrel. As in the book series, FLTF decided he just
needed to add Editor’s comments in the Prequel short story as well as the book to protect his
reputation as an accomplished editor as well as his sanity.
We are grateful to our beloved Editor for his dedication to our project and professionalism
demonstrated throughout the editing process even though his life span is shorter than his patience.
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The Saga of Mr. Squirrel
The Saga of Mr. Squirrel

Angel
ANGEL: Hello! It’s me, Angel, and I will be telling our story. The entire thing. Are you ready?
First, I’d like to share some jokes to set the mood. Why did the chicken cross the road?
Because it was…
COOKIE: Oh stop, Angel! You’re supposed to be telling the story!”
ANGEL: But it’s a very funny joke! Cookie, why did the chicken cross the road?
COOKIE: No, Angel. I’m sure it is funny, but we have a great story ourselves to tell.
Suitcase will start us off instead since he’s used to recording his own life story.
ANGEL: Ummm… Ok. Fine. But only if I get to say my part of the story.
COOKIE: Yes, of course you will. Sorry for this technical delay. Apologies to our Editor.

Suitcase
www.purrfect-books.com # 1
The Saga of Mr. Squirrel, Cookie and Angel
SUITCASE: Ahem. Where should I begin?

COOKIE: Suitcase, you must set up the story…tell them why it all happened in the first
place.
SUITCASE: I know, I know…but uh…I’m kind of lost with starting in the middle of this
recording.
COOKIE: The walnuts. THE WALNUTS!
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SUITCASE: Oh, yes…the walnuts. Thanks. As Cookie just reminded me, it all started with the
walnuts.
I must begin by telling you that this whole incident took place long before I met Cookie and
Angel. Actually, I first heard this story when Cookie and Angel came to the shelter and they told
me some things about their life before coming there.
COOKIE: Suitcase, that’s great. Now can we get to why these walnuts are important to the
story? We don’t have all day.
SUITCASE: Ok. Right. Mrs. Figgywinkles, then the owner of Cookie and Angel, had bought the
walnuts in this story from a special farmer’s market in Ohio. These walnuts were prized
country-wide for their distinct taste and smell.
Mrs. Figgywinkles lived by herself. Except of course, for her two cats. Cookie and Angel had
heard her muttering something about making a special pie for her grandson’s birthday. It was
to be his favorite kind of pie. A walnut pie.
Unfortunately for her, a certain squirrel with a taste for walnuts decided to get a little bold in
his quest for food.
Cookie, did I set up the story alright?
COOKIE: Yes, Suitcase. Great. Now, let’s get on with what happened!
SUITCASE: Ok, Cookie. It’s your turn to tell your version of the story.
VOICE: Oh really?
SUITSCASE: How’d you get in here, squirrel?
SQUIRREL: Please address me as Mr. Squirrel or MS for short. With my high level of intelligence,
getting in here was as easy as pie, you could say. Also, I live in the attic.
COOKIE: Wait, what?
SUITCASE: Cookie, go on with your story and just ignore that pesky interruption.
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Cookie
www.purrfect-books.com # 2
First, it’s not just my version. It’s what really happened!
Angel, don’t roll your eyes at me! I have a purrfect memory.
Ok, enough interruptions. Let me continue.
You had to be there. The house went from completely silent except for the rocking chair going
back and forth - to...BAM! SLAM! POUNCE! CHASE! JUMP!
Just a minute earlier, the only thing moving had been that rocking chair as Mrs. Figgywinkles
napped with a light blanket draped across her lap.
Then, BANG! BANG! BANG!
My head shot up, trying to locate what that noise was. Angel jerked awake and looked towards
the front door.
Startled, Mrs. Figgywinkles’ eyes opened wide and the blanket dropped to the floor. She
sat forward in the chair, then stood up very slowly and very carefully while leaning on
her nearby cane.
And then I saw it: The UPS truck.
A package had just been delivered. The UPS driver was banging on the door as usual.
Mrs. Figgywinkles must have seen the truck, too. She was making her way slowly
across the room. I saw her peer out the window of the front door. Seeing no one, she
opened that door and then the screen door, leaving her cane behind as she bent down to
pick up her package.
Suddenly she disappeared from our view and we heard a sharp, somewhat painful, “Oh dear!
Oh my!”
Behind her, the front door swung shut and clicked into place, locking.
We only had an instant to decide what to do: We couldn’t open the front door – NO THUMBS.
So we were stuck inside and Mrs. Figgeywinkles was stuck outside.
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Just before the door had shut, something had dashed inside. We snapped to attention and
leapt to our feet on the intruder.
All the calm I felt had been shattered with the sudden entrance of a long-tailed, furry creature:
a squirrel. And worse it was the same one I used to watch through the window as he roamed
free outdoors, doing anything he wanted and going anywhere he wanted. And the one place
we had as our own was that house.
Now, here he was inside my house, on my turf. I stared at him. He stared back. All three of us
froze.
Then…he bolted! He blew past us towards the kitchen.
I was hot on his rather fluffy tail with Angel right behind me. He jumped up onto the counter
and we leapt after him. The squirrel dashed along the counter, dodging dirty dishes as he went.
I was close behind him and almost within pouncing distance, when his tail knocked over a large
glass of orange juice. I was too close to avoid the juice and skidded along on the slippery
surface, paws going in all directions. Then it ended as soon as it had started. I plowed hard into
the toaster, knocking it onto its side. As it fell, it started spitting out pieces of toast at me and I
cried out as the gluten-filled attack knocked me backwards. I lost my balance, slipped and fell
off the counter and into the trash can.
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Angel
Cookie was faster than me, so I was behind her in the chase. I had time to leap over the puddle
of orange juice and continue to run after that nasty fluff ball with a tail.
SQUIRREL: How dare you! You may think you are superior, but I am fluffier and much more
handsome. Just ask my fans!
ANGEL: Suitcase, would you get him out of here, please?
Thanks.
Anyway, back to the story. That pesky squirrel vaulted off a bag of flour and onto the top of the
refrigerator with toast sticking out of his nose.
COOKIE: He didn’t have toast sticking out of his nose!
ANGEL: Shhhh, I’m telling the story now. I jumped after him and barely managed to grab onto
the fridge, holding on for dear life.
COOKIE: My hero!
ANGEL: SHUSH!
That squirrel stared down at me and with a series of squeaks that sounded like an evil laugh
began batting at me with his tail. It felt like being hit on the head by a mop. I barely held on.
Suddenly, I heard a FOOMPH and a piece of toast whizzed over my head and hit the squirrel in
the face. He fell backwards, as I pulled myself up to the top of the fridge, coming face-to-face
with him.
The squirrel looked towards one of the antique vases stored on top of the refrigerator. With a
gleam in his eye, he lunged towards the vase and knocked it off the fridge.
I yelled, “GET IT!”. I’d hoped Cookie would catch it. As I was distracted, the squirrel threw
himself towards the ceiling fan. I watched as he wrapped his tail around one of the fan blades
and
wound up like he was planning to leap to the kitchen table.
I yowled and threw myself at him just before he could let go of the fan. I landed on one of the
blades immediately asking myself, “What was I thinking?”
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The fan shook from the impact of my body, throwing off his balance. He fell off just as a fan
blade spun around and smacked him like a baseball bat sending him flying into the living room.
He disappeared into the coat rack.
Of course, I was still stuck on the fan.
Ga

Cookie
Slightly dazed, I rolled out of the trash can, spilling dirty banana peels and turkey bones and
napkins everywhere. I shook off some big yellow thing on my head, then I heard a loud meow
as the toaster fired a piece of toast at the refrigerator.
There was a scream of “GET IT!” and a vase fell off the fridge. I yelled “NOOOOOO” and
threw myself towards the vase trying to save it from certain ruin. It got stuck on my head and I
was blinded. I stumbled and tripped. The vase fell off my head and promptly shattered.
Of course it did.
I was frantic that Mrs. Figgeywinkles would think I – we – had broken her prized vase!
I rolled to my feet to see Angel desperately holding onto a fan blade. I remember her yelling,
“THIS IS WORSE THANNNNN THEEEEE VETTTTT!!!!” as she spun around and around and around.
She looked down at me. “Oh, hi C!” she yelled as she was flung off the fan and into the living
room. I ran to follow her and cringed when I saw where she was headed.
“Oh NO! NO!” I heard her meow. Angel soared over the plastic screen that divided the litter
box from the living room and fell right into it.
In a panic, I ran to her and asked, “Are you ok?”
Angel looked up at me and vomited. I patted her on the back, then turned towards the
coat rack. The squirrel was perched there. He squeaked at me aggressively. My claws dug into
the carpet and my back arched. I let out an angry hiss as I leapt at him and slammed into the
top of the coat rack.
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The squirrel yelped in fear and I was unable to stop, so I fell right after him into the same heavy
sweater. Unbalanced by the weight of the two of us, the coat rack toppled over.
I thrashed around in the sweater until I was able to stick my head out of the buttoned-up
collar, but got stuck. That’s when I saw the squirrel’s head sticking out of a sleeve. Gotcha!
I started to chase him, but he tried to run in the opposite direction while still stuck in the
sweater with me. Have you ever seen one of those hilarious videos of a dog running in circles
trying to chase its own tail? Imagine that, but with a sweater going in circles instead of a dog.

I had almost managed to get him, when he stopped suddenly. I didn’t and smashed into him.
Still caught in the same sweater, we rolled into a bookshelf which knocked several books onto
the floor. I still remember the book that almost knocked me out by hitting my head as it fell off
the shelf. It was titled Squirrels: Habitats, Habits and How to Protect Your Garden.
As groggy as I was, I managed to roll off the squirrel and heard him breathe a sigh of relief as I
did.
Suddenly, a terrible stench filled the space around us. As I looked around trying to find the
source of that smell, I saw Angel racing toward the squirrel and unable to see me.
I remember yelling "Angel, WAIT!” But it was too late. She slammed directly into us. We all
screamed as we thundered down a flight of stairs into the basement. A knitted sweater isn’t
made to hold three furry animals being tossed around inside. It ripped in half with the squirrel
wearing a sleave as a scarf and me wearing the buttoned-up neck as a tutu. Meanwhile, Ang l
had crashed into a nearby wall.
www.purrfect-books.com # 6
As I struggled to get back on my feet, I saw the squirrel attempting to run up the basement
stairs. Luckily, Angel had revived faster than I had and she had blocked the whole stairway
ruining his escape route. However, that squirrel was quite clever and, in an instant, had turned
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around and found a new escape route: An old wooden laundry chute used to throw dirty
clothes directly from the upstairs bedrooms down into the basement.
The squirrel jumped for it and I charged after him. The laundry chute was too far away which
forced him to land on an old piano that had been stored in the basement for years. He had to
run across the keys to jump up and into that laundry chute.
As he was running, I pounced. Just as I was about to get him, a piano key popped off poking me
in the eye turning my elegant dive into an unexpected glissando.* As I slid across the keys, I
heard the squirrel as he landed in the wooden chute and began to climb up it. Then the noise
stopped and I heard a really loud MEOW.

JJwww.purrfect-books.com # 7
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Angel
I had run up the stairs, thinking I could surprise the squirrel in the basement by jumping
down the laundry chute. When I looked down into the chute, I saw that the squirrel was
climbing up. Again I found myself saying asking, “What was I thinking?” as I threw myself down
the chute right at him.
Stunned at the unexpected object flying towards him, he just stared at me wide-eyed.
I closed my eyes just as I crashed into him. UGH! He made a sound like a broken squeaky dog
toy as we collided. That squirrel began to fall with me down the laundry chute. Then he just
stopped, when that old piece of sweater he was still caught in snagged on a loose splinter in the
wooden chute holding him in place.
I wasn’t so lucky. Gravity pulled me quickly towards a basket full of dirty laundry. Being an
excellent gymnast, I easily rotated and landed on all fours in the basket scoring a purrfect 10.
Olympics, here I come!
COOKIE: No, you didn’t. You belly-flopped into the dirty clothes and came up with a pair of
underpants on your head!
ANGEL: That’s not how I remember it. Do we have a video of it that we can show? No? Ok. Then
you’ll just have to believe me. It was a 10.
I looked up and saw the squirrel had wriggled out of the scarf and continued up the
chute like a little furry Spiderman. Then he was gone, climbing out of the laundry chute and into
the upstairs hall.
We had to stop him before it was too late.
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Cookie
I could have gone after him. I probably could have caught him. But my sister was meowing
and moaning so loudly after her unexpected crash into the dirty clothes basket that I had to
stop and help her. Unfortunately, she smelled so badly from the litter box episode along with
the dirty laundry smell that it was hard not to pass out as I got closer to her.
I managed to ask, “You ok?” She responded, “Yuck! What’s that smell?”
I didn’t have the heart to tell her that she was what smelled.
Then, I helped her out of the laundry bin and into the big laundry sink. I rinsed her off as quickly
and as best I could, ignoring her painful meows of protest. Of course, cats hate water, but I
couldn’t stand how badly she smelled.
“The squirrel‘s getting away!” Angel exclaimed as I was just finishing.
www.purrfect-books.com # 8
I asked the critical question at that moment, “Where was he headed?” And then answered my
own question: “To the prized walnuts, of course!
ANGEL: In all that had happened since that squirrel had invaded our home, I’d completely
forgotten about the walnuts. How could I have forgotten what started it all?
COOKIE: We raced back up the stairs. We stood there and just stared at the mess that used to
be the kitchen with the bowl of walnuts now on its side with more walnuts scattered across the
floor. Some were missing!
That’s when Angel meowed, then gasped and yelled, “Oh, NO! This is terrible!”
We’d been racing after the squirrel all over the house and he still had gotten into those walnuts
we were trying to protect! We had to get him before all the walnuts were gone. Mrs.
Figgeywinkles would be terribly upset, if he had eaten all those walnuts! No pie for her
grandson’s birthday! And worse, she might think WE ate them.
I looked around the kitchen, wondering where the walnuts might be.
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Angel just stood there. I could tell by the look on her face she was trying to figure it out, too.
“Give me a minute,” she had said.
I could tell it was hard for her not to just immediately chase after the squirrel. And then she
went back to the living room and stood over the book that had fallen and clonked me on the
head earlier. I watched as she flipped through the pages muttering to herself. “No. No. No. Ah
ha! Squirrels bury their food!”
I didn’t understand what she was thinking. Then she explained her thought process: “He could
have buried the walnuts, because he couldn’t fit them all in his mouth at one time.”
I told her “Squirrels bury things outdoors!” She nodded her head. "I know. But what if he
buried them inside the house? Inside things in the house because he’s stuck in the house?”
I couldn’t quite grasp the idea of squirrels burying nuts indoors, so I waited for more from
Angel.
When she yelled to search the house, I got it! “Suppose he had buried the ones he dropped
from his mouth as he was running through the house?” I said to her. She smiled at me,
confirming that I understood her thought process. Angel may be impulsive, yet when she stops
and thinks she can be very clever.
www.purrfect-books.com # 9
We immediately began our search. We found the first walnut underneath the living room rug.
The lump under the rug - even a small one - was not hard to spot.
We found the next one by the stairs underneath the front entrance doormat. That took a bit
longer to discover, but still… a lump under the doormat? Turns out the squirrel was not
particularly good at hiding things indoors. Good thing for us!
Angel was stumped after that one. “So, did he go up the stairs or into the downstairs
bathroom?”
“I’ll go upstairs to look. You check the downstairs bathroom!”
I quickly climbed the stairs checking each one for a walnut as I went. I didn’t find any.
Then, I heard Angel exclaim from downstairs, “Aha! I found it. It’s in the toilet paper roll.”
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I raced downstairs and looked around. She could tell by the look on my face I didn’t see it.
Angel laughed. “Wedged into this little cardboard tube on the counter.”
Hiding it in that toilet paper tube was clever. I had to give the squirrel credit for that one.
For a moment, we both were stumped: Where he could have gone?
.
I turned around, and suddenly, Schmerlock Gnomes – or whoever that famous British
detective was – emerged from somewhere inside me. I asked out loud, “Why would he hide
one in a room off a long hallway with a dead end? And with nowhere for him to hide?”
We turned to look at each other with a shocked look on our faces. It had all been a diversion!
Without saying a word, we instantly raced back down the hallway to the kitchen…to find even
fewer walnuts! He had tricked us!
ANGEL: Yeah, I remember! He had led us to the opposite end of the house while he doubled
back to the kitchen and got more!
COOKIE: Correct! To continue…
I knew I had to think of a way to capture the invader. I’d had enough. So had Angel. And we
both were determined to keep him from eating all of Mrs. Figgywinkles’ walnuts. She wasn’t
there to save them. But we were!
Then I got an idea: Humans prized these walnuts for their taste and distinct smell.
ANGEL: That’s when I said that we can’t smell walnuts.
www.purrfect-books.com # 10
COOKIE: Right again, Angel. And back to my story.
I remember telling you while we don’t know much about nuts, maybe squirrels can smell them
like humans can.
And bravo, Angel, you got it and confirmed our plan. “So, we could lead that squirrel into a trap
using the smell of the walnuts? Hey, that might work!”
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Mr. Squirrel
That’s MR. SQUIRREL to you! And, MR. DUFFLEBAG or whatever your name is, this is the
only part of that entire day that is true!
SUITCASE: Ok. That’s the third true version I’ve heard today. Carry on.
SQUIRREL: Whatever. It’s time for a GOOD narrator! All I knew back then was that time was not
on my side.
I guessed those two pesky pets were up to something, but I didn’t have a clue what it was. I’d
been too busy stuffing myself with walnuts and hiding them around the house to distract them.
That had worked great. While they were treasure hunting, I was gobbling up more of the
walnuts.
Suddenly, things were quiet downstairs. I couldn’t figure out where those cats were or what
they were doing. I crawled around the downstairs rooms and, finding nothing, thought I’d
check upstairs.
As I started up the stairs, I caught a whiff of my beloved food – walnuts! I walked into the
first bedroom. I checked the room for those walking dust bunnies, but I was alone.
That’s when I spied the treasure. Walnuts! A whole bowl just sitting there on the window
sill. Did they really think they could hide them upstairs? Did they think I wouldn’t discover
them up here? That proved that squirrels are superior creatures.
The last time I had seen my walnuts was in the kitchen. I remember thinking that maybe this
was a second bowl? HA! Those big pesky fluff balls were no match for me. SQUIRRELS RULE!
“My precious…,” I thought as I headed towards that bowl. The windows in this old
farmhouse opened into the room, yet I easily jumped up onto the windowsill and dug in.
I had stuffed one walnut into my mouth. Yummmmm. As I reached out to get a second one,
the bowl suddenly disappeared and I saw one of those crazy cats coming right at me.
Clearly, they had underestimated me.
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In a flash, I popped one last delicious walnut into my mouth and with a grin made a daring leap
out the window leaving the two felines shocked, stunned and speechless!

www.purrfect-books.com # 11

Cookie
he Saga of Mr. Squirrel, Cookie and Angel
Our plan worked perfectly! As soon as the squirrel was distracted by stuffing a walnut
into his mouth, Angel lunged out from under a pillow and pulled the string that yanked the
bowl of walnuts away from the squirrel.
Quick as a flash, I flew out from under the bed and shoved the open window closed,
knocking the squirrel off the windowsill and free falling to the ground below. We heard a
strange yell of some kind that sounded like he had landed. Good riddance!
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Angel
w.purrfect-books.com # 12
The Saga of Mr. Squirrel, Cookie and Angel
I’ll pick it up from there, Cookie.
We were stunned. I remember we just stared at each other. After all that running all over the
house chasing that squirrel, it was finally OVER!
That squirrel was history.
The bowl of walnuts was ours.
The walnuts were on the floor, but that squirrel had not won!
AND we had done our job: We had saved the walnuts and gotten rid of the squirrel.
Just to be sure, we looked out the window, but we saw nothing and no one. Then, we heard a
door open and footsteps.
We reached the bottom of the stairs just as Mrs. Figgywinkles was stepping into the
kitchen. She must have come through the back door in the laundry room. We moved to the
kitchen for a better view.
Her clothes were all wrinkled, she looked dazed and she had a bruise on her forehead. Still, she
was back inside the house and she seemed ok.
Walking very slowly without her cane and rubbing her head, Mrs. Figgywinkles scanned
the kitchen. Or rather what was left of her kitchen.
“Oh my! What happened here?”
She paused to take in the situation.
“And where are the leftover walnuts I was saving for that friendly squirrel?”
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SUITCASE
SUITCASE: Wow! What a story! So there you have it: The SAGA of Mr. Squirrel as it really
happened. Well, in several different versions.
Now, may I put in a promo for my new book now, Cookie? Angel? Mr. Editor? The squirrel
doesn’t get a vote.
ANGEL: Only if you say we’re starring in it, too!
COOKIE: Well, Angel, it’s really Suitcase’s life story, not ours. So, go for it STC!
SUITCASE: Thanks, guys. And hearing no objection from Mr. Editor, I will do a little selfpromotion. Anyway I’m not getting paid for this narrator’s job, so here goes.
All my adventures and all my friends are just waiting for my life story to be published. Go to our
website for more about my book, The Adventures of SUITCASE.THE.CAT.
Squirrel: Hey, what about MY book?
SUITCASE: Oh yeah? What’s your book titled? How Mr. Squirrel Was Easily Defeated By Two
Housecats? Sure!

ww.purrfect-books.com
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With an adult's permission, you can visit us anytime on our website.
Discover more about Cookie, Angel, Mr. Squirrel, Suitcase and their
friends.
Enjoy the fun pages and FREE activities to download.
Watch our entertaining videos!
We'll be glad to see you there!

23

Suitcase, Cookie and Angel are so excited about their
new book that they couldn't wait to how you the cover.

