AFTER ALL, WHO’S
TO KNOW?

[ was EXHAUSTED. And it wasn’t

even lunchtime yet!

My tail was throbbing. I was behind with
my work. And I was hotter than a pot of
boiling cheese fondue!

[ wiped the sweat from my whiskers. I had
to do something or I'd die of
heatstroke. Well, OK, 1

wouldn’t actually die, but you

get the picture. [ was

desperate. I stripped down to
my underwear. Affer all, |
told myself, who’s o know?

Then I pulled a black fan from my desk

my yellow underpants

drawer. It was dotted with red satin hearts.
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