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Here's what the old miller left his sons
when he died:
To his oldest son: the mill.
To his middle son: the donkey.
To his voungest son, Jacques: the cat.

A fine cat, indeed, but stll, just a cat.
Luckily, as Jacques soon discovers, Puss is no
ordinary kitty. He’s smart. He can talk. And

he 1s quite a snappy dresser. He’s also planned
an exciting future for Jacques—one that involves
a princess and a very large fortune.

Noy all this fashionable feline has to do is
confront some cranky ghouls and trick a
hungry ogre . . .

Master storyteller Philip Pullman and
prize-winning illustrator Ian Beck team up in
this witty retelling of a classic fairy tale, which

sparkles with humor and adventure.
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IaN BECK’S distinctive illustrations can be seen
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Peter and the Wolf, The Owl and the

Pussycat, and Noah and the Ark. Mr. Beck
lives with his family in Middlesex, England.
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a most excellent cat, though no Hero. P.P.
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nce upon a time, there was an old nuller who died and left all his property
to his three sons. The eldest son got the mill, the nuddle son got the
donkey, and as for the youngest son, Jacques, all he got was —

“Father’s left me the cat?”
He was a fine cat, but not
much use when 1t came to

earning a living.
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The mill itself wasn’t much of a gift, either. The mill wheel was stuck and,
hard as they tried, the three brothers couldn’t make it turn.

And to make things worse, a letter came from their landlord, Monsieur Ogre.
He was raising their rent.

Jacques decided that since the mill couldn’t support all
three of them, he’d have to leave and seek his fortune.

“I’'ve only got ten pence in the world, Puss,” he said,
scratching his head.
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acques couldn’t believe his ears. But there was no doubt about 1t — Puss was :
E .talking, all nght. '
“Yes, Master,” he said. “Give me the money, and I'll go and buy some boots. 1

can get them cheap — I killed some rats for the cobbler yesterday. . . .” ‘
’ Soon, Puss came back dressed like a gentleman of wealth and fashion. ‘

RILEDTERITI o8 G

. “We’ve got a great career ahead of us, Master!” said Puss.
f “We’ve got all the lities we need. :
: g qualitics we need. At 16'15'[;0 ﬂ,‘-':/Z»W

I've got the wit, 1f you’ll supply the courage.” §
. . ¢ cotat @bl
So oftf they went to seek their fortune ;

together.
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But 1t wasn’t long before they felt hungry. Courage and wit were all very well,
but what they needed then was food. However, as soon as Jacques had bagged a
couple of partridges, Puss made off with them.
; “I’ve got a plan, Master,” he said. “It’s such a good plan I can’t explain 1t. But
L you’ll soon see!”
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Meanwhile, someone else was
feeling hungry, too. In his foul and filthy
castle, the Ogre was getting peckish.

v Y

Ty

d
S nd cothiene’s Hhat
.  rent? e

ahst iy




?Q—r“ P ama 2t o bt ST o ~ v —v—v ~— v

4

arrying out his plan, Puss went straight to the Royal Palace. He looked so
impressive that all the sentries saluted and all the servants bowed, and soon
Puss was 1n the presence of the King of France himself, together with his
beautiful daughter.

“A thousand greetings from my master, the Marquis of Carabas!” he said.
“Please accept this poor gift of partridges from his estate.”
“How kind,” said the King. “I’m partial to partridge.”

“Tell us about the Marquis of Carabas,” said the
Princess. “He must be a gener oqs man.”
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“Well, Your Royal Highness” Puss began, “he’s a
very modest man, and he’d never tell you himself — but
he once rescued a whole family from a burming building.
The rope caught fire at the top, and he raced the flames |
to the bottom"’
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“Not only that,” Puss went on, “he fought a whole ship )

full of Barbary pirates — the very worst sort. Single-handed
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“My word,” said the Princess. “I don’t
suppose he’s married, by any chance?”
“No,” said Puss. “The Emperor of
China’s daughter was in love with him,
but he didn’t care for her.”

“Well, Monsieur Puss,” said the
King, “please take our best wishes to the
Marquis of Carabas. You must excuse us
now; my daughter and I are just going for
a ride along the river.”
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uss quickly thought of a new plan and said, “Your Majesty, the weather’s very {

changeable at this time of vear; if you're going near the rver, it might be a

good 1dea to take a spare suit of clothes.”

‘ “Excellent 1dea, Monsieur Puss!” said the King.
Puss left at once and hurried ahead to

the meadows by the river, where he found

. some workers mowing the hay.
“Who owns these meadows?” he said.
“Why, the Ogre!” they answered.
“Well, that’s all changed. If anyone

asks, vou’re to say that theyv belong to the

- Marquis of Carabas, understand?”

As soon as Puss had got that into their heads, he looked for Jacques and found
him fishing on the rniverbank.
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PP — = “Feeling hot, Master?” he said. “Why |
LT

don’t vou go for a ssyim?”
“D’vou know, I think I will,” said Jacques,
taking off all his clothes and diving n.
“And then vou can pretend to be a
Marquis,” added Puss, hiding Jacques’
clothes.

When the Roval coach went by, Puss
7 waved and cried out. _emee™ T
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Puss explained that they had been attacked by robbers, who had stolen the
Marquis’ clothes. The King was delighted to help and offered his spare clothes at
once. Looking every inch a Marquis, Jacques climbed 1n the coach with them.

“I wonder who those fine meadows belong to?” said the King.

He stopped the coach to ask, and the mowers, seeing Puss watch them
dangerously, said, “The Marquis of Carabas, Your Majesty.”
Jacques hardly noticed. He only had eyes for the Princess.
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eanwhile, the Ogre was feeling unwell.
“Send for the Doctor!” he roared.
“I’m having conniptions!”
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But the Doctor couldn’t find anything wrong,
so the Ogre sent for the Astrologer.
: The Astrologer consulted his charts and
announced: “I see great fortune n the stars. As a
matter of fact, I see . .. marriage! What you need,
Monsieur Ogre, 1s — a wife.”

“Then bring me one at once!” said the Ogre.
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His servants brought him pictures of lots of possible wives, and the Ogre
looked at them all without finding one that suited him.

But finally he found the one he wanted.
He said to his servant, “This 1s the lucky girl, no
doubt about it. She’ll be so pleased when she finds out
she’s gomg to marry me! Go and get her right away.”

i “The Princess, Monsieur Ogre?” said the servant
doubtfully. “Well, if you say so . . .”
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ack at the Palace, the Princess and Jacques were falling in love, though neither

of them quite knew how to say so. ok

When they were alone, Jacques told Puss how nervous he felt.

“I thought you were going to supply the courage, Master?” said Puss.
“Now listen carefully: all you have to do 1s tell her she’s
more beautiful than the moon shining through cherry

blossoms.” &
“Moon . .. cherry blossoms,” said Jacques.

“All nght, I’ll remember that.”

.
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Late that night, the Princess went mto the Palace garden because she couldn’t
sleep. She was so much 1n love that she didn’t hear the Ogre’s servants creeping up

behind her. ‘ it

[ The villains bundled her up and carried her away. They left a messagé
addressed to “HIS MADGESTY”:
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CC arry my daughter?” cried the King, outraged. “How dare he? I want his
E ‘ head! I want her back! I want vengeance!”

; “Never fear, Your Majesty,” said Jacques. “Monsieur Puss and I shall go to
Castle Ogre and rescue the Princess!”
“My dear Carabas,” said the King, “if you bring her back here safely . . .”
“You’ll give him her hand 1n marnage,” Puss prompted.
“Tust exactly what I was thinking,” said the King. “Off you go, my brave fellows!”
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So Jacques and Puss set off, and soon they were deep 1n a wild forest . . .
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And before long, they were completely lost They dedeled for hou1s untll they
came to a cave. An old hermit was gathering herbs nearby. R

“Father,” said Jacques, “we’re trying to get to Castle Ogre. Can you tell us
the way?”

“You’re going to the Ogre?” said the Hermut. “Beware! You’ll have to go past
the Ghouls. The only way you can do that safely 1s to give them some of these
dream berries — they’ll make them drowsy, and you can slip past.”

The Hermit told them that the Ogre had once been a great enchanter,
but he’d been so greedy that he’d lost most of his magic
powers. But he could still do one or two unusual things.

“For example, he can see things that most of us
can’t,” said the Hermit. “If I had the chance,
I'd like to ask him why the water 1n the spring
doesn’t cure my aching bones as 1t used to.
I'm sure he’d know.”

“We’ll ask him,” said Jacques.

“I’'ve got a question of my own to ask him,1 £
if it comes to that. Thank you, Father!”




The way led through a rumed graveyard, and they couldn’t turn back. But ;
they’d hardly begun to tiptoe through the tombstones when —
“AAARRGGHY!” cnied Puss, leaping high mto the air. “Goo - goo - ghouls!”
“WHAT?” yelled Jacques, ternfied. “WHERE? WHERE?” :
“Here,” said a creaky-croaky voice behind them. |
“And here,” said a rumbly-mumbly voice ahead of them. ‘
Puss and Jacques stood back to back as the Ghouls crept toward them on ‘
ghastly legs.
“We’ve been awake for a thousand
yvears,” said one Ghoul, “and oh, how

»

we long for sleep. . . .

“It we can’t sleep,” said the
other Ghoul, “we’ll take all your
bones out through your
noses and play pick-up-
sticks with ’em, that’s
what we’ll do.”

(B 5a)
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L Quickly Jacques threw down some
dream berries, and the Ghouls stopped to
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“Can you tell us how to get to Castle Ogre?” said Jacques. —
While one Ghoul explained the way to Jacques, the other beckoned to Puss.
“Since you’ve been so kind as to bring us the dream berries,” he said, “here’s a
tip for you. The Ogre’s got a big trick up his sleeve. . . .” And he whispered the ]
Ogrezs“fsecret .EQNP‘l;J_ghq‘.ﬁ,\

o po e
e

“So that’s 1t!” cried Puss. “Aha,
Monsieur Ogre, we've got you now!”

“Ask him why we can’t sleep,” said
the Ghouls as they waved goodbye.

“We certainly will,” said Jacques.

“Enjoy your dreams, gentlemen!”

And leaving the Ghouls to their
creepy-weepy sleeplessness, Jacques and
Puss hurried onward to Castle Ogre.

Bolvat
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n a dark and dismal dungeon, the Princess was lamenting her fate. The Ogre

& e
LS s

”’ -intended to marry her the very next day, and she couldn’t see any way out. Gy
But suddenly she heard a whisper from the window. j
,cl “Don’t worry, Your Royal Highness!” said Puss, squeezing through the bars. i

233

s
: “The Marquis of Carabas 1s on his way!”
: “Oh, Monsieur Puss!” she cried. “I'm so glad to see you!”
“We’ll get you out, never fear. But before we do, we need your help to ask the
Ogre some questions. . ..” ]
Puss explained, and then he dived beneath the bed, for thev heard the Ogre coming. 1 g
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“My little cuddle pie!” bellowed the Ogre. “Give me a kiss!”

“Oh, Monsieur Ogre, I'll give you all the kisses you want 1f you can explam the
strange dreams I had.”

“I can explain any dream,” said the Ogre. “Go on! Anything!”

“Well, first I dreamt of an old hermit who lives 1n the forest. The water 1n the
spring used to cure his aching bones, but 1t doesn’t anymore. Why’s that?”

“Fasy! A snake has made its nest under the spring. Dig it up, and the water will
be as good as ever.”

“And then I dreamt that some Ghouls had been awake for a thousand years.
Why can’t they sleep?”

“Because no one will kiss them good night! IHa ha ha!”

“And finally,” she said, remembering what Puss had told her to ask, “I dreamt

of a mill where the wheel wouldn’t turn. Why 1s 1t stuck?”
“The old miller hid something under the wheel. All
e they have to do is look. That reminds me — they
owe me some rent. What about that kiss?”
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ut before the Princess had to do any kissing, Puss leapt out from under the bed.
“Not so fast, Monsieur Ogre!” he said.

“Who’s thisP” said the Ogre, amazed.

“One of your greatest admurers,” said Puss,

that you are able to change into any animal you want.

Can it really be true?”
“Oh, yes,” said the Ogre, pleased. “Watch!”
“Marvelous!” said Puss. “What else can you do?”

4
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“I can do a hippo! Look!”

And he did, too. There was hardly room
for them all in the dungeon.

“Astounding!” said Puss. “I wonder . . .
Could you turn into a mouse?” —

. “Of course! Easy! Watch this =” %ﬂ%ﬁ

.
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And while Puss ate the villamn up, Jacques was chasing all
the Ogre’s men out of the castle for good.
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o Jacques and Puss and the Princess set out for home, stopping to carry out
;! §, some errands on the way.

In the forest, the Hermmt was delighted to see |
them, and soon Jacques had dug out the snake
from under the spring.
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Finally they went back to the mill. Jacques’ brothers were still struggling to get 5
the mill wheel to turn, and they were nearly in despair.

But when they found what their father had hidden beneath it, they could hardly
believe their luck. :

BRI B oo 2me 2o o

-

“And the wheel turns as well as ever,” said one brother. »

“We can pay the rent at last!” said the other.
“Oh, you won’t have to pay rent anymore,” said Jacques.
“T’he Ogre’s gone for good.”
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hey all went to the Palace, where the Princess told her father that she was
going to marry Jacques. But of course they had to admit that he wasn’t really
a Marquis at all, and the King was thunderg&ruck.

A

“She can’t possibly marry a commoner,”
he said. “It just 1sn’t done. I don’t know how
we can get round the problem. It’s
i unsolvable!”

“Your Majesty, if I may
propose a solution?” said Puss.
“All you have to do 1s make
him a Marquis on the spot.
Then he can marry the
Princess after all.” /i
| The King was even ’/f
{ more thunderstruck. p \A\

t cried. “T don’t know how  74) i
- ) ’/(' ! p‘\
you think of these things, 2.

I Monsieur Puss. Did I say
| Monsieur Puss? I meant
Sir Puss, of course!”
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So Jacques the miller’s son became the Marquis of Carabas in truth as well as
in Puss’ imagination, and he married the Princess. They went to live in the Ogre’s

castle and were happy ever after, once they’d cleaned 1t up. o
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As for Puss, he went back to doing what he loved most in the world — catching
mice, dreaming of glory, and best of all, just snoozing in the sun.
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