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CHAPTER 1



[image: images]




‘OK, Silver,’ the bushy-tailed cat said to himself, ‘empty your mind, you can do this. Don’t worry about the last twenty-four attempts.’

‘Let’s go over it again,’ said his sister Toto, with a smile. ‘You leap, then bounce off the glass window to the left, off the wall to the right, then dive for the handle and hey presto, we’ve got an open fridge!’




‘And just to be clear, this is all with my eyes shut?’ Silver asked.

‘You said you wanted to do some ninja training,’ laughed Toto. ‘The Double-wall-bounce-open-fridge is one of the first moves you learn. Except, well, I may have added the “open-fridge” bit …’
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Silver looked up at the fridge, he really did want to eat. Their human Mamma and Papa were out, and they’d finished their cat food hours ago. He knew he could never be an ACTUAL NINJA, like his sister – that would take ages and lots of practice and training, and he was far too impatient and HUNGRY for all of that. But a couple of moves would be really cool. Plus it wouldn’t hurt his reputation with the neighbourhood cats. Especially that lovely ginger (que bella!) who’d moved in across the street and who he quite fancied – not that he’d ever admit that to his sister … there’d be no living it down.

‘You can do this, Silver,’ he muttered to himself. He took a running jump, launched himself at the window – so far so good – and then bounced onto the wall …

This is it, he thought as he hurtled through the air, I’m going to make it, my first Ninja move!





‘HERE WE GOOO … ARGH … ’ Silver opened his eyes and realised his leap from the wall wasn’t far enough. He was about to miss the fridge and crash into the freezer door below for the twenty-fifth painful time. He closed his eyes again and braced for impact … but incredibly, none came. Instead he felt a WHOOSH of wind in his whiskers as his sister grabbed him, and pulled him to safety on the kitchen counter. Somehow (and very coolly) opening the fridge on her way past!
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‘I almost had it sis, almost. But thanks for stopping my poor nose from getting another bashing.’

‘No sweat,’ replied Toto, ‘you’ll get it one day. I just couldn’t hear you crash land again, no matter how funny it is. And let me tell you bro, it doesn’t get any less funny.’

‘Knock it off,’ replied Silver, giving her a friendly nip on the ear, ‘it’s not easy being the famous TOTO THE NINJA CAT’S BROTHER.’

He was right, Toto was practically famous these days … well, at least on their street. All their animal neighbours were very impressed and grateful that she had captured a terrifying King Cobra known as Brian and returned him to the zoo. Now, they couldn’t stop themselves from giving her high-paws whenever they bumped into her. (Although truth be told, Brian was actually a really nice guy who was just trying to save his girlfriend Brenda from illegal pet traders, which Toto and Silver were only too happy to help him with …)

It had been an amazing first adventure which had happened right after the kittens moved to London from Italy. The escapade had also involved meeting CATFACE (a rat who lives his life as a cat – it’s complicated, but it works for everyone), who had become their new best friend and guide to their new home.

As much as she enjoyed her status, Toto knew that she wouldn’t have been able to do any of it without Silver. Toto was almost completely blind, and could only see light and dark shapes. Silver acted as her eyes and, as far as she was concerned, they came as a team.

Since that adventure, their lives had been very quiet, without much need for ninja skills. Even though she was highly trained, Toto hadn’t been given her first mission yet. In fact, the group of ninjas she belonged to, the ANCIENT ORDER OF INTERNATIONAL NINJA CATS, was so secret that apart from her old Italian sensei Ventura, she didn’t even know who any of the other members were! So, Toto had been trying to teach Silver her best moves to make sure she didn’t get out of practice …

Toto jumped gently from the counter top to the fridge and began rooting around.

‘So, what are we going to eat?’ she asked, her big black furry tail flicking back and forth as she used her sense of smell to guide her. ‘Mmmm … what have we got … I can smell loads. Chicken, salami, sardines, your favourite strawberry yoghurt*, leftover roast beef, carrots (YUCK!), half a sausage, and my favourite … CHEESE … no, wait a second, I CAN'T smell cheese … I’m sure they bought some yesterday. Why can’t I smell it?’
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‘There’s a very good reason for that sis – it’s not there! It looks like all the cheese has gone, every single crumb!’
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* Silver is obsessed with dairy. Just in case you ever want to buy him a present.



CHAPTER 2

‘How can there possibly be no cheese? THERE’S ALWAYS CHEESE,’ said Toto, scratching her head as they made their way through the cat flap into the garden.

It was a glorious, sunny day in Camden, and there wasn’t a cat in London who wouldn’t be taking the rare opportunity to bask in the heat. The two kittens headed to the lawn for a roll on the grass and a nice spot of grooming.
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‘Beats me,’ replied Silver between licks of his shiny coat. ‘It doesn’t make any sense. I was looking forward to some cheese for lunch; a nice bit of gorgonzola, or even some ricotta, MAMMA MIA.’ He licked his lips and rolled over on his back as if in a cheesey dream world of his own. ‘Be honest sis, did you take it? I know you love a midnight snack.’

‘No, I DID NOT,’ said Toto. ‘I mean, I was tempted, but you know we’re a team – I wouldn’t do that to you.’

‘Well, someone’s taken the cheese, and it’s not Mamma and Papa – I watch them like a hawk. Any time they’re by the fridge, I’m at their feet like one of those stupid dogs that live down the street, tongue out, on hind legs looking cute, begging for scraps – works every time. Suckers! You should try it— TOTO! STOP!!! TOTO! What are you doing?’

Abandoning her sunbathing, Silver’s near-blind sister had leaped into the air after a flash of green feathers. Two and half somersaults later and the the poor unfortunate bird was pinned to the floor.

‘Toto!’ cried Silver. ‘That’s Robert the Parakeet, he’s our friend. What on earth do you think you’re playing at?’

‘He’s right,’ squawked Robert. ‘Remember me? I live around the corner in Regents Park in a lovely Japanese elm. I have two kids and a wife called Judith. I warned you about Brian’s escape last year. I’m your neighbour – I know Catface! PLEASE DON'T TEAR MY FEATHERS … I spent ages fluffing them this morning … can you let me go … please?’
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‘I am SO SORRY,’ said Toto, climbing off the poor ruffled bird. ‘I don’t know what came over me. We were talking about a cheese thief having raided our fridge when I saw the break in light as you flew over, and I’m afraid the ninja training kicked in. Are you OK?’

‘It’s not the friendliest welcome I’ve ever had, but no harm done I suppose,’ replied the flustered parakeet.

‘Can we get you anything?’ asked Silver, trying to repair some of the damage. ‘Mamma and Papa have some sunflower seeds in the birdfeeder, and I can fetch you some water too.’

The parakeet perked up a bit when he heard the mention of food. He plonked himself down on the grass as Silver, ever the charmer, brought everything over.

‘I have to say, this is a lovely spread, quite makes up for, you know, almost being torn to shreds,’ Robert said as he tucked into his impromptu picnic.

Toto looked sheepish, and shrugged her shoulders. ‘Sorry, you can’t exactly turn off being a ninja. How have you been, anyway?’

‘Oh, I’m all right. Summer is always the best time to be a parakeet in London. School holidays are in full swing, so the city empties out, it's a lovely time to fly. We’re the messengers for all the animals of London you see – well, us and the pigeons, but we’re a lot faster. So, if animals need to send urgent letters they call us. I’m a manager now, got a promotion recently.’

‘CONGRATULATIONS!’ chimed the cats in unison.

‘Thanks so much, my family are ever so proud. Which brings me to why I’m here: I’ve got delivery for you,’ he said getting an envelope out of his bag.

The cats looked at each other, and could barely contain their excitement – they’d never had a delivery before. Who was it from? What was it? They were dying to find out.

‘Is it cheese?’ asked Silver, hopefully.

‘Does it look like cheese?’ Robert replied looking at Silver like he’d gone mad. ‘Of course it’s not cheese! For the heavy-duty deliveries we use wood pigeons – those guys can carry some weight. No – it’s a letter addressed to Toto. Well, I’d best be off. Thanks for the grub, try not to ambush me next time … I think I might use the doorbell, or send a pigeon … Cheerio! SQUAAAWK.’
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‘Bye, Robert, thanks again and sorry about all the ninja stuff,’ shouted Toto, as the parakeet soared off, chirping away loudly to no one in particular.

Silver studied the small envelope. It was a creamy colour, made from beautiful thick paper, with a wax seal on the back. Whoever it was from, it certainly looked very grand and official.
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