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1

J
asper w

as the type of cat  

w
ho knew

 w
hat he liked. 



2
3

H
e liked living on the top floor of  

a grand apartm
ent building, w

hich 

w
as so fancy it even had a doorm

an. 



4
5

H
e liked having a large bookcase 

full of im
pressive books, w

hich 

he had arranged by colour.



6
7

H
e liked his w

ardrobe, w
hich 

contained bow
 ties in every  

pattern im
aginable.



8

But there w
as one thing

 that  

Jasper did not have – the right  

friends. M
ore than anything he  

w
anted to be a m

em
ber of 

the society for exceptional felines. 

M
em

bers received tickets to  

all the snazziest events, dined in  

the sw
ankiest restaurants and 

attended the glitziest parties. 

O
nly the finest felines w

ere  

invited to join and Jasper had  

a plan to get in…
T

he S
ophisticats, 



10
11

Jasper w
aited …

 and w
aited for  

T
he Sophisticats to reply to his 

invitation.

H
e w

as ironing his bow
 tie one  

m
orning w

hen som
ething sharp hit  

him
 on the back of the head. 

Floating to the ground w
as a  

handsom
e envelope w

ith his nam
e 

printed on it in brilliant gold. 

H
e picked it up and carefully opened it.



LO
VE this! C

an w
e have m

ore bubbles 
please, floating up the page?

12
13

Jasper checked his diary. “But that’s only 

tw
o days aw

ay!” he panicked. W
ith no 

tim
e to w

aste, Jasper set to w
ork…

H
e polished the silverw

are until it 

gleam
ed. H

e dusted his art collection. 

H
e fetched all the recipe books from

 

his bookcase. H
e w

rote a shopping 

list. H
e even had a bath.

 



14
15

T
he m

orning of the dinner party arrived. 

Picking up his shopping basket, Jasper 

headed off to Snootington H
igh Street.



17

A
t the deli, Jasper counted  

the holes in the cheese.

“N
o, this w

ill not do at all.  

Poke m
ore holes in this gouda,” 

 he told the shopkeeper.  

“A
nd I’ll also have a w

edge of your 

stinkiest, bluest, tangiest Stilton.” 

In the fishm
ongers he m

easured the fish.

H
e listened to the bread rise at the bakery.

H
e w

alked around sniffing, poking and 

squeezing things in the Food Em
porium

 

before putting them
 in his basket.  

O
nly the best w

ould do.
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19

H
e turned round.

T
here on the path, staring  

up at him
, w

as som
ething  

he did not like one bit. 

It w
as a puppy.

O
n his w

ay hom
e, he took a shortcut 

through the park. Suddenly, he heard 

a peculiar noise behind him
. A

 sort of 

panting sound…



20
21

Jasper shuddered. D
ogs w

ere bad 

enough, but puppies…
 T

hey w
ere the 

opposite of everything he liked – 

noisy, unruly and w
orst of all, m

essy. 

H
e could not stand them

! 



T
he puppy tilted his head and  

gave Jasper a hopeful look. T
hen  

he leaped into Jasper’s arm
s and  

gave him
 a BIG

, SLO
PPY

 LIC
K

.



24
25

“G
et off m

e!” Jasper cried,  

putting dow
n his bags and w

iping  

the drool from
 his face  

w
ith a silk hanky.

“H
ello! I’m

 Scruff,” the puppy yapped, 

w
agging his tail excitedly.  

“W
hat’s your nam

e?”

“N
ot interested,” said Jasper.  

H
e picked up his bags  

and started to w
alk aw

ay.

Scruff follow
ed.


