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CHAPTER ONE

TOY MEETS WORLD
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Wow, did he feel bad for whatever doll that
girl was insulting.
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But the note had given him an idea. He
should find a kid to call his own.

Figuring that kid was #not going to be in the
garbage can, he reached up to the rim to pull
himself out—and saw that his arms were two
different lengths.

No, it couldn’t be.

Just to be sure, he felt his head. Sure enough,
it was oversized.

He was the stuffed animal in the letter!

He didn’t appreciate his face being called
“goofy,” but at least he now knew his name:
GRUMBOLT. It was the best name he had ever
heard. (That said, he had only heard two names
his whole life, and the other belonged to the girl
who threw him in the garbage can.)

Grumbolt climbed out and slid down the
side into a nice, quiet kitchen. As soon as his
feet hit the tile floor, Grumbolt noticed some-
thing on the refrigerator: his reflection. He had
never seen himself before and wanted to take

a look.
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Grumbolt heard a steady hum from
behind, and a shadow fell over him. He turned
around and found himself face-to-giant-face
with Gertrude’s cat. Grumbolt waved excitedly.
“Hello! Do you want to play?”

The large beast studied the little doll.
Grumbolt was small, and he was moving. First

law of cat logic:

SMALL
+

MOoVING

WANT TO EAT IT

The cat reeled back, hissed at her prey, and
pounced.



