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“Yucko,” said Dee Dee Winters.
“Thinking up riddles is hard.”

She stared out her bedroom window.
She tapped her pencil on the desk.

It was almost summer. The last day of
May.

Two weeks till summer vacation.

Two days till the school carnival.

Meow. Mister Whiskers curled against
Dee Dee’s legs.

“I have to write a riddle for school ?
she told him. “Any ideas?”
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Merrrt. Mister Whiskers shook his
furry body. His name tag jingled.

“Don’t tell me no,” Dee Dee said. “You'
haven’t even tried.”

Mister Whiskers found a sunny spot
on the floor. He licked his sleek, gray coat. .
" His whiskers wiggled. They waggled.

- Purrr. The sound was like a motor
boat. A soft, distant one.

“Is that all you have to say?” Dee Dee
rolled her dark eyes. “You’re no help.”

Mister Whiskers stretched his soft
‘body against the carpet.

“So ... just like that, you're takin’ a
nap?”’ Dee Dee said.

The long whiskers twitched. Dream-
land was on its way.

What can I expect? she thought He’s a
cat. A crabby little cat.

She was right. Mister Whiskers was
- definitely crabby. Sometimes worse than
crabby. Sometimes he took risks.

Big ones!
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