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Chapter One
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“Mum! Help! There’s a human under my bed!” Grub jumped up onto his pillow, tucking his feet underneath him. 

“Don’t be silly, Grub. There’s no such thing as humans.” Mum came into the room with an armload of washing.

Grub covered his eyes. “But Puddles said there was one.”

Mum smiled. “Your brother is full of stories. Come on, look for yourself.” She pulled the cover back from the bed and peered underneath it.

Grub peeked over the side. He kept his tail curled around the headboard, so he could pull himself up quickly if anything jumped out at him. He looked under the bed. There was a dirty sock, some screwed-up pieces of paper, and an old mug. But no humans.

“See?” Mum ruffled the spiky bits of hair on the top of Grub’s head. “Now, come on. Let’s go get some lunch.”

Grub and his mum went out into the kitchen. 

Puddles was waiting for them. He grinned at Grub. “Did the human get you?”
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“Stop telling tales, Puddles,” said Mum.

“You’re such a baby, Grub,” said Puddles. “I’m not scared of humans.”

“You are too!”

“No way,” said Puddles. “If I saw a human, I’d go right up to them and—”

“There’s no such thing as humans!” Mum slammed her claws down on the bench.

Grub and Puddles looked up at her. Mum never got angry, especially not over something this silly. She flicked her claws out of the bench, sending bits of wood flying. 

“Jingles from school said that humans live at the edge of the forest,” Grub said quietly. 

“There’s no such thing as humans — and stay away from the edge of the forest!” Mum shook her head and patted Grub’s shoulder. “I promise you, boys, there’s nothing at the edge of the forest but a few wild forest cats. Now, come on. Eat your lunch before it gets cold.”
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