
 

 

 

Max and Alex’s 
Adventures in 

Taiwan 
  



In the bustling alleys of Taiwan, there lived a clever cat named 
Whiskers. He had no home—but every scooter seat, noodle stall, 
and market bench belonged to him. He roamed with pride… until two 
strange little humans caught his eye. 

 

 

 



Alex and Max had just arrived from America, ready to explore the 
city on their own. 
They rode bikes like wild monkeys and made every stop an 
adventure—7-Eleven, Family Mart, you name it. Whiskers watched 
from a rooftop. “These kids are chaos,” he purred. 

 

 



At the market, it was pure madness—massive fish, giant melons, 
sizzling fried pork. 
Max and Alex munched Tang Hulu so sticky it glued their fingers 
together. 
Whiskers tried to sneak a bite… and got sugar on his whiskers. He 
was horrified. 

 

 

 



Taiwan had stray dogs everywhere—and one of them posed with the 
boys for a selfie. 
Whiskers glared. “Photobombing mutts.” 
He strutted off, unimpressed, tail high, looking for something 
more dignified… like fallen beef noodle soup. 

 

 

 

 



The boys ate outside for every meal. 

Fried pork, beef noodles, egg pancakes, bubble tea—every bite was 
joy. 

Whiskers became a sneaky dinner guest, always a paw’s reach from 
a dumpling. 

 

 

 



One day, the family packed a camper van and headed to Sun Moon 
Lake. 
Whiskers followed—on foot. 
Camping? Dangerous fish? Giant lizards? Sounded like a challenge 
fit for a street cat king. 

 

 



At the lake, Max and Alex caught little fish, crabs, backwards-
swimming shrimp. They built campfires, told scary stories, and 
laughed till their cheeks hurt. 
Whiskers? He kept guard under the stars. Brave. Silent. Mosquito-
bitten. 

 

 



In the morning, the boys saw a dusty paw print on the camper 
window. 
“Whiskers!” they grinned. 
But the cat was already gone… vanishing into Taiwan’s sunrise, 
ready for his next alleyway snack… and his next adventure. 

 

 


