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Splat the cat goes to Cat School.
Splat likes to take Seymour.

Seymour 1s Splat’s pet mouse.

Seymour rides in Splat’s hat.




One morning,

Splat’s teacher had big news.

She asked all the cats

to sit on the big red mat.

Seymour sat in Splat’s hat.

“All of you will sing

on Parents’ Night,”

Mrs. Wimpydimple said.
“If your singing is loud,

your parents will be proud.”



“Will lots of parents be there?”

asked Splat,
“Yes. All the parents,”

sald Mrs. Wimpydimple.

“Gulp!” said Splat.

Splat’s tail wiggled wildly.
Splat was worried.

Splat was shy.




“I can’t sing,” said Splat. “Can you hum?” asked his teacher.

“I even forget how to hum,”

“Can you meow?” asked his teacher. _
said Splat,

“I forget how to meow,” said Splat.




“That’s okay, Splat,” - : L WA
¥s SP Mrs. Wimpydimple sang first. %

id Mrs. Wi dimple.
sai rs. wimpydimple “La-la-1a!” she sang.

“I will hel Ing. :
W1l DEIp you sing The cats on the mat began to sing.

We will all help you sing.”

All except Splat.




“N t lat.™
ow you try, Splat, “You can do it, Splat,”
id Mrs. Wi dimple. ‘1 hi

sald Ivirs. wimpydimple said his teacher.
l ' .

Splat opened his mouth Splat tried hard,

Nothing came out.

but all that came out

was a little squeak.
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Splat looked at Seymour.
Seymour was brave.
He was a mouse

m in a room full of cats.

Splat could be brave, too.

Splat opened his mouth again.
“La!” sang Splat.

The note was loud.

[t was long.

And 1t was very, very flat!



The cats on the mat went wild.

Splat was not trying to be funny,

but he was funny anyway.

“Sing just like that!”
said Mrs. Wimpydimple.

“You will be the star

with a mouse in his hat!™

“Maybe,” said Splat.




Splat went home after school.

*What if [ forget my part?”
Splat asked Mom and Dad.
“You won’t forget,”

they said to Splat.
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“Maybe I will forget,”
said Splat,




Splat put Seymour on his head.

Splat’s tail wiggled
“*Maybe I won’t forget,”
and Seymour jiggled.

sald Splat. —
Splat sang “la!” SR

The note still came out flat.




Soon it was Parents’ Night.
All the parents came
to Splat’s classroom.

The class stood on the big red mat.

Parents Night
oA

“Let’s begin!™ said Mrs. Wimpydimple.
The class started to sing.

“La-la-1a!” sang the cats.

But Splat stayed quiet.

He waited for his turn.



Mrs. Wimpydimple gave Splat a nod.

Splat was ready.
Seymour jumped onto Splat’s head.
Seymour was ready, too.

Splat’s tail wiggled wildly.

Splat opened his mouth very wide.

“La!” sang Splat,
and the note was flat.

It was very flat and very loud.

He opened his mouth even wider.

“LA!” sang Splat.

¥

Then he opened his mouth

as wide as 1t could go.
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“LAAA!” sang Splat,

and he fell off the mat. s 2
o A sald Splat’s mom.

<P LAT!

“You were the star!™

“We are very proud of you,”

sald Splat’s dad.

The class giggled.
The parents laughed.
And Splat laughed
the loudest of all.



*“Splat was the cat’s meow!”

sald Mrs. Wimpydimple.

Splat was happy.
“Guess what,” said Splat.
“I didn’t forget to sing tlat!

[ forgot to be shy.”



Mom and Dad hugged Splat,

“We love our cat who sings flat.”




