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Chapter 
One

O Tamarindo, 
Where Art Thou?

It was a rainy afternoon in the Mariposa Valley 

neighborhood. The gray clouds had rolled in 

early that morning, and lightning and thunder 

had been booming for the 

better part of the day, 

when Pablo arrived at 

Ugly Cat’s house wearing 

a makeshift raincoat 

and rain boots.
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He’d picked up an old lunch bag and fashioned 

it around his body for a raincoat, making a 

tiny opening for his face but covering his favor-

ite hat. On his feet he wore something shiny 

and metallic and red. Red foil gum wrappers. 

He had used the wrappers to mold little rain 

boots around his feet! When he arrived at Ugly 

Cat’s house, Ugly burst out laughing.
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“Ha-ha-ha!” Ugly Cat laughed. “What 
are you wearing, Pablo? Why do you 
have on such a ridiculous outfit?”

“Ridiculous? RIDICULOUS? 

Humph! This, mi querido Feo, 

is my rain-repellant abrigo. 

Obviously,” said Pablo. “This old 

lunch bag protects me, my 

hat, and my vest from the 

rain. And these gum wrappers 

make perfect rain boots 

because I can mold them to 

whatever shape I’d like.” He posed 

one way and then another, showing off his 

rain gear.
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As he spun around, his head disappeared 

into the bag, and when he popped back out, 

he was chewing on something.

“What are you eating, Pablo?” Ugly 

Cat looked confused.

“Jus a bi o samich,” answered 

Pablo with his mouth full.

“What?” asked Ugly, looking a little 

disgusted.

Pablo swallowed. “Just a bit of sand-

wich. See, Ugly, the good thing 

about using an old sandwich 

bag for a raincoat is that there 

is sure to be some leftover 

sandwich in there. Delicious.”

Ugly Cat sighed and shook his head. “You 
know that’s a paper bag, right? 
Water and paper don’t mix, Pablo.”

“Ay. Tu no sabes nada, Feo! 

And don’t shake your head at 

me,” said Pablo. “The cat who likes 
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to lick sparkly things does not 

get to shake his head at the 

mouse who is eating an old 

sandwich.”

“I guess you’re right, Pablito, I 
guess you’re right. What kind of 
sandwich was it anyway?” Ugly Cat 

quickly changed the subject.

“Peanut butter and jelly,” said 

Pablo.

“MmMm, sounds delicious.”
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“It was,” said Pablo, licking some leftover 

peanut butter off his whiskers. “ What are 

you doing on this porch on 

such a rainy day, Feo? I 

thought we were going to lie 

by the fireplace and listen to 

some sweet jams by Juan 

Gabriel, like your human 

Lily’s parents usually put on 

when it’s raining?”

“That was the plan, but Lily and 
her parents left for the movies. 
Besides, I got to thinking that I 
hadn’t seen my brother Tamarindo 
for a while. Like, when was the last 
time he came by?”

Pablo and Ugly Cat tried to remember the 

last time they’d seen Tamarindo.

“ Was it when we thought we 

found another dimension but 

it turned out just to be your 
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neighbor Marcos’s smoky 

 basement with all the glow-in-

the-dark stickers everywhere? 

Wasn’t Tamarindo there for 

that?”

“No. That was Punkin. ’Member?” 

Ugly Cat said. “He got alL scared when 
Marcos came in to light another 
candle. Man, it smelLed like 
Christmas trees in there. It was 
awesome.”
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“Oh yeah. Punkin— that cat is 

hilarious. Maybe it was when 

Big Mike found that huge 

thing that he thought was a 

piece of dinosaur bone, but it 

turned out to be Little Jimmy’s 

leg cast that he’d misplaced?”

“Pablo, that was Punkin again.”
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“Oh yeah. Hm. Man, Ugly, I 

can’t remember the last time 

I saw your brother. It’s been at 

least a couple weeks,” said Pablo.

“We were supPosed to meet up yes-
terday so he could show me the best 
house for albóndigas in the neigh-
borhood, but he never showed up,” said 

Ugly Cat, pacing and flicking his tail anxiously.

“Are you worried?” asked Pablo.

“No, why would I be? He’s probably 
busy,” answered Ugly Cat. But Pablo got him 

thinking. Where was his hermanito? Was he 

okay? Ugly Cat had never gone more than a 

few days without seeing his brother. Suddenly, 

he was very worried.

“Now I am worried. Where is he? 
It’s not like him to not let me know 
where he is for such a long time. 
Oh my Gouda, Pablo. Oh my good 
Gouda.” Ugly Cat’s eyes widened.
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