
Puss in Boots
Once upon a time, a poor miller died, leaving his three sons  

only a mill, a donkey and a cat between them.

The eldest brother took charge of the inheritance and gave himself the mill,  

the donkey went to the middle brother, and the youngest brother got the cat.

The brothers went their separate ways, and the younger one moaned, “Oh, it’s  

all very well for them – they can make a fine living with a mill and a donkey,  

but what am I to do with this cat? Even if I eat it and use its fur to make a hat,  

I’ll still starve in the long run.”

The cat heard every word the brother said and, alarmed at the thought of being 

his dinner, it said, “Don’t worry, master. Give me a bag and a pair of boots and  

I promise that I will help to improve your fortunes.”
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The brother was taken aback by his 

talking cat. However, he had seen him 

show great cunning when catching 

mice, so he spent his last few pennies 

on the items the cat had asked for.

Later that day, the cat slung his new 

bag over his shoulder, pulled on his 

new boots and purred with delight. 

Then he put some vegetables in the 

bag and said, “Leave things with me, 

master.” And off he strolled to the 

nearest meadow.

The brother watched the cat open the 

bag, then lie next to it and play dead. 

Before long, two large rabbits hopped 

up to the bag, sniffed at it and crawled 

inside. The cat leapt up and closed 

the bag with the rabbits still in it. 

He gave one rabbit to the brother, then 

set off for the palace, where he asked 

to see the king. Impressed by Puss in 

Boots, the guards led him to the king’s 

private quarters, where the cat bowed 

low to the king and announced, “Your 

Majesty, I present to you a fine rabbit 

from my noble Master of Carabas.”
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Amused by the sight of this cat in 

boots, the king said, “You may tell 

your master that I am most thankful.”

The next day, the cat returned to the 

meadow with his bag filled with grain. 

He played dead next to the bag and 

a pair of fat pheasants waddled into 

it. Again, he gave one pheasant to his 

master and presented the other to 

the king as a gift from his Master.  

This went on for a couple of months, 

until everyone at the palace got to 

know Puss in Boots well – and the 

king started to wonder who was this 

most generous Master of Carabas.

On one visit to the palace, Puss in 

Boots discovered that the king and his 

daughter would be taking a long drive 

along the river the next day. 

He darted home and said, “Tomorrow, 

master, you must bathe in the river. 

Do as I say and your fortune is made!” 

The next day, the brother did as the 

cat told him and was bathing in the 

river, when he spotted the king’s 

carriage approaching and heard 

Puss in Boots cry, “Help! Help! The 

Master of Carabas is drowning!”

When the king recognised Puss in 

Boots, he commanded his guards to 

pull over and help. As they dragged 

the brother from the river, the cat 

explained that a group of fiendish 

bandits had robbed his master of his 

clothes and thrown him in the river. 



The king instructed his guards to 

fetch a fine suit for the Master of 

Carabas. Soon, the brother looked 

every bit a noble lord. In fact, he 

looked so regal, the princess fell  

quite in love with him. 

Intrigued to meet the man who had 

sent him so many generous gifts, the 

king invited the Master of Carabas to 

ride with them in his carriage. Puss in 

Boots winked, so the brother knew to 

play along with it. 

As he chatted with the king and the 

princess, Puss in Boots ran on ahead.

He soon met some farmers mowing  

a field. “The king is coming,” the cat 

said. “When he asks who this field 

belongs to, you must tell him it is 

owned by the Master of Carabas –  

or you will be put to death!”

So when the king passed by and 

asked who owned the field, the 

frightened farmers all chimed, “The 

Master of Carabas, Your Majesty.”

The brother smiled at Puss in Boots’ 

cleverness and said, “Yes, this field 

always gives me a plentiful harvest.”

Puss in Boots ran on ahead again to  

a field of reapers. “When the king 

comes by,” he warned them, “you 

must tell him that this field belongs  

to the Master of Carabas – or you  

will be put to death!”
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So when the king reached the field 

and asked who owned it, the reapers 

answered without hesitation, “The 

Master of Carabas, Your Majesty.”

The king congratulated the brother  

on such a fine harvest, and the brother 

nodded and smiled with pleasure.

And so this went on. As the journey 

continued, the cat ran ahead to make 

sure that every worker they passed 

claimed to work for the Master of 

Carabas. The king, of course, was 

hugely impressed.

Puss in Boots ran on ahead until he 

reached a grand castle. This castle 

was owned by a rich but cruel ogre, 

who had the power to change into 

any shape he liked – and Puss knew 

very well that all the land the king had 

passed through belonged to this ogre.

Puss in Boots asked the castle guards 

if he may have the honour of paying 

his respects to the great ogre. Deeply 

flattered to receive such a message 

– for the ogre was terribly vain – he 

welcomed the cat into his throne room 

and invited him to take a seat.

The cat flattered the ogre with many 

compliments, then said, “I have heard 

that you can change into any creature 

you wish, but I find it hard to believe. I 

have heard, for instance, that you can 

change into an elephant or a lion.”

“It is true!” boasted the ogre. “I can 

show you my powers right now!” And, 

in an instant, he changed into a lion 

and let out a mighty roar. 
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Can you spot this little  
mouse hiding in our  
pictures? Tick this  
box when you find it! 

Find It!



Draw It! What did the ogre look like before he 
changed into a lion? Draw him here!

“Now do you believe 
      me, little Puss?”



“Now do you believe 
      me, little Puss?”



The cat was truly terrified and jumped 

onto the table, his fur standing on end. 

The ogre changed back into his 

normal shape and laughed at the cat.

“Impressive!” said Puss in Boots, trying 

to calm himself. “But an ogre of your 

size must find it impossible to change 

into a small animal, like a mouse.”

“Impossible?” said the ogre. “I don’t 

think so!” And in a flash, he turned  

into a tiny mouse and scurried across 

the floor. Wasting no time, Puss in 

Boots leapt on the mouse and killed  

it, putting an end to the ogre forever.

Just then, the king’s carriage pulled up 

outside the castle. Impressed by its 

size and grandeur, the king decided  

to pay its owner a visit. 

When the cat heard the carriage on 

the drawbridge, he dashed outside  

to greet the king and princess.

“We are delighted to welcome you to 

the home of my Master of Carabas!”

The king was astonished, as was the 

brother, who did his best to hide his 

surprise. Still pretending he was the 

Master of Carabas, he smiled at the 

king and led the princess into the 

great hall, where a magnificent feast 

lay before them. The feast was the 

ogre’s lunch but, as the ogre was no 

more, they dined together in style.

By the end of their feast, the king was 

so charmed by the Master of Carabas, 

he suggested that he should marry 

the princess. The brother and the 

princess both thought this was a 

wonderful idea. 

After their wedding, they made the 

ogre’s castle their home, and Puss in 

Boots spent his days curled up on a 

velvet cushion, lapping cream. His 

promise fulfilled, the clever cat never 

again did a day’s work. 




