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    People have been fascinated by cats for centuries. From the ancient Egyptians who worshipped the cat goddesses Bast, Mafdet, and Maau, the ancient Peruvians who had their feline god Ai Apaec, the Chinese who had the cat deity Li Shou, and the Romans whose goddess Diana occasionally took the form of a cat, all the way down to today’s cat lovers throughout the world, cats have held a special place in people’s lives.




    And from the cat’s point-of-view, down through time they have developed a very special relationship with people, which is unlike that of any other animal. There are many animals who have been domesticated, and there are many who have refused to surrender their independence. Imagine a cow living independently. A domesticated eagle is just as odd. It seems against their nature. Cats, on the other hand, are domesticated, and yet they maintain — and seem to cherish — their aloof sovereignty. Cats can be tremendously affectionate and hugely independent, all in a single day. They easily pass from their life in a domestic house to their life in the wild outdoors and back again.




    Is it this that has inspired authors and artists through the ages? We see ourselves as being independent — the masters of our own little world — but can we eat when we’re hungry and sleep when we’re tired, like the cat? Could we take naps all day if we wanted to? Or do we do what is expected of us by our society — conforming our behavior to society’s expectations? Could we survive if we were dropped alone in the wilderness?




    Perhaps it is sleek gracefulness with which cats move that has captured authors’ and painters’ imaginations. Maybe it’s their exotic, almost alien appearance with the slit pupils of their eyes; or the smooth softness of their fur; or their purring, which resembles a gentle growl; or the affectionate ways they show their appreciation; or their mysterious nature. Perhaps it is all these, and more.




    Cats are unique creatures. It shouldn’t be surprising that they have captured the imaginations of many of the world’s greatest authors and artists. This book presents a selection from the world’s most interesting cat art and explores stories, poetry, essays and quotations on cats by some of the most acclaimed and classic writers. This is kitty literature.
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    Beatrix Potter was a British author and illustrator, who is best-known for The Tale of Peter Rabbit. She went on to create a series of very popular children’s books featuring animal characters that are now considered classics of children’s literature. The Tale of Miss Moppet was her first book featuring a kitten as the main character.
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      This is a Pussy called Miss Moppet, she thinks she has heard a mouse!
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      This is the Mouse peeping out behind the cupboard, and making fun of Miss Moppet. He is not afraid of a kitten.
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      This is Miss Moppet jumping just too late; she misses the Mouse and hits her own head.
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      She thinks it is a very hard cupboard!
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      The Mouse watches Miss Moppet from the top of the cupboard.



    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of the kitten with her head entirely wrapped up in a cloth.]





       




      Miss Moppet ties up her head in a duster, and sits before the fire.
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      The Mouse thinks she is looking very ill. He comes sliding down the bell-pull.
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      Miss Moppet looks worse and worse. The Mouse comes a little nearer.
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      Miss Moppet holds her poor head in her paws, and looks at him through a hole in the duster. The Mouse comes very close.



    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of the kitten grabbing the mouse by the tail.]





       




      And then all of a sudden — Miss Moppet jumps upon the Mouse!



    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of the kitten wrapping the mouse up in the cloth.]





       




      And because the Mouse has teased Miss Moppet — Miss Moppet thinks she will tease the Mouse; which is not at all nice of Miss Moppet.



    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of the kitten tossing the tied up cloth in the air with the mouse's head peeking out.]





       




      She ties him up in the duster, and tosses it about like a ball.
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      But she forgot about that hole in the duster; and when she untied it — there was no Mouse!



    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of the mouse dancing on the shelf.]





       




      He has wriggled out and run away; and he is dancing a jig on the top of the cupboard!
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      Tom Kitten is Miss Moppet’s brother.





      [image: Drawing of a mother cat with two kittens walking along a country lane.]



    




    Once upon a time there were three little kittens, and their names were Mittens, Tom Kitten, and Moppet.





    

      They had dear little fur coats of their own; and they tumbled about the doorstep and played in the dust.




      [image: Drawing of three kittens playing.]



    




    

      But one day their mother — Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit — expected friends to tea; so she fetched the kittens indoors, to wash and dress them, before the fine company arrived.





      [image: Drawing of mother cat with three kittens in the entryway of a house.]



    




    

      First she scrubbed their faces (this one is Moppet).





      [image: Drawing of mother cat washing the face of a kitten with a cloth.]



    




    

      Then she brushed their fur, (this one is Mittens).





      [image: Drawing of mother brushing one of the kittens.]



    




    Then she combed their tails and whiskers (this is Tom Kitten).





    

      Tom was very naughty, and he scratched.




      [image: Drawing of a kitten with its paw raised, while two others look at him and the mother licks her paw.]



    




    

      Mrs. Tabitha dressed Moppet and Mittens in clean pinafores and tuckers; and then she took all sorts of elegant uncomfortable clothes out of a chest of drawers, in order to dress up her son Thomas.





      [image: Drawing of the mother cat pulling clothes from a drawer.]



    




    

      Tom Kitten was very fat, and he had grown; several buttons burst off. His mother sewed them on again.





      [image: Drawing of a kitten wearing clothes that are too small.]



    




    When the three kittens were ready, Mrs. Tabitha unwisely turned them out into the garden, to be out of the way while she made hot buttered toast.





    

      “Now keep your frocks clean, children! You must walk on your hind legs. Keep away from the dirty ash-pit, and from Sally Henny Penny, and from the pig-stye and the Puddle-Ducks.”




      [image: Drawing of three nicely dressed kittens outside the garden.]



    




    Moppet and Mittens walked down the garden path unsteadily. Presently they trod upon their pinafores and fell on their noses.





    

      When they stood up there were several green smears!




      [image: Drawing of kittens playing, with their clothes starting to fall off.]



    




    “Let us climb up the rockery, and sit on the garden wall,” said Moppet.





    

      They turned their pinafores back to front, and went up with a skip and a jump; Moppet’s white tucker fell down into the road.




      [image: Drawing of two kittens climbing up a rock garden wall.]



    




    

      Tom Kitten was quite unable to jump when walking upon his hind legs in trousers. He came up the rockery by degrees, breaking the ferns, and shedding buttons right and left.





      [image: Drawing of Tom with his clothes coming apart.]



    




    He was all in pieces when he reached the top of the wall.





    

      Moppet and Mittens tried to pull him together; his hat fell off, and the rest of his buttons burst.




      [image: Drawing of two kittens pull Tom to the top of the wall.]



    




    

      While they were in difficulties, there was a pit pat paddle pat! and the three Puddle-Ducks came along the hard high road, marching one behind the other and doing the goose step — pit pat paddle pat! pit pat waddle pat!





      [image: Drawing of three ducks walking along the road below the wall.]



    




    

      They stopped and stood in a row, and stared up at the kittens. They had very small eyes and looked surprised.





      [image: Drawing of three ducks stopping in the road.]



    




    

      Then the two duck-birds, Rebeccah and Jemima Puddle-Duck, picked up the hat and tucker and put them on.





      [image: Drawing of the ducks wearing the kittens headwear.]



    




    Mittens laughed so that she fell off the wall. Moppet and Tom descended after her; the pinafores and all the rest of Tom’s clothes came off on the way down.




    

      “Come! Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck,” said Moppet — “Come and help us to dress him! Come and button up Tom!”




      [image: Drawing of the kittens in the road with the ducks, next to a pile of their clothes.]



    




    

      Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck advanced in a slow sideways manner, and picked up the various articles.




      [image: Drawing of a duck picking up clothes.]


    




    

      But he put them on himself! They fitted him even worse than Tom Kitten.




      [image: Drawing of a duck wearing Tom's clothes.]


    




    “It’s a very fine morning!” said Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck.




    

      And he and Jemima and Rebeccah Puddle-Duck set off up the road, keeping step — pit pat, paddle pat! pit pat, waddle pat!




      [image: Drawing of three ducks walking down the road wearing the kitten's clothes.]


    




    

      Then Tabitha Twitchit came down the garden and found her kittens on the wall with no clothes on.




      [image: Drawing of the mother looking at the three kittens standing on the garden wall.]


    




    

      She pulled them off the wall, smacked them, and took them back to the house.




      [image: Drawing of the mother swatting one of the kittens, while one cowers on the ground and the other hides behind her.]


    




    “My friends will arrive in a minute, and you are not fit to be seen; I am affronted,” said Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit.




    

      She sent them upstairs; and I am sorry to say she told her friends that they were in bed with the measles; which was not true.




      [image: Drawing of the mother greeting three of her friends at the front door.]


    




    Quite the contrary; they were not in bed: not in the least.




    

      Somehow there were very extraordinary noises over-head, which disturbed the dignity and repose of the tea party.




      [image: Drawing of the kittens playing in the bedroom.]


    




    

      And I think that some day I shall have to make another, larger, book, to tell you more about Tom Kitten!




      [image: Drawing of the mother coming into the bedroom and scolding the kittens.]


    




    As for the Puddle-Ducks — they went into a pond.




    

      The clothes all came off directly, because there were no buttons.




      [image: Drawing of the three ducks in a pond with the clothes floating around them.]


    




    

      And Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck, and Jemima and Rebeccah, have been looking for them ever since.




      [image: Drawing of the ducks bobbing down in the water looking for sunken clothes.]
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      [image: Drawing of a sitting mouse wearing a suit.]




       




      Sammy Whiskers


    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of a kitten.]




       




      Tom Kitten


    




     




    Once upon a time there was an old cat, called Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit, who was an anxious parent. She used to lose her kittens continually, and whenever they were lost they were always in mischief!




    On baking day she determined to shut them up in a cupboard.




    

      She caught Moppet and Mittens, but she could not find Tom.




       




      [image: Drawing of a mother cat puts two kittens in a cupboard.]


    




     




    Mrs. Tabitha went up and down all over the house, mewing for Tom Kitten. She looked in the pantry under the staircase, and she searched the best spare bedroom that was all covered up with dust sheets. She went right upstairs and looked into the attics, but she could not find him anywhere.




     




    [image: Drawing of the mother cat in a stairway.]




     




    It was an old, old house, full of cupboards and passages. Some of the walls were four feet thick, and there used to be queer noises inside them, as if there might be a little secret staircase. Certainly there were odd little jagged doorways in the wainscot, and things disappeared at night — especially cheese and bacon.




    Mrs. Tabitha became more and more distracted, and mewed dreadfully.




    While their mother was searching the house, Moppet and Mittens had got into mischief.




    

      The cupboard door was not locked, so they pushed it open and came out.




       




      [image: Drawing of two kittens exiting the cupboard.]


    




     




    They went straight to the dough which was set to rise in a pan before the fire.




    

      They patted it with their little soft paws — “Shall we make dear little muffins?” said Mittens to Moppet.




       




      [image: Drawing of the two kittens in the kitchen, one of them playing with dough in a bowl.]


    




     




    

      But just at that moment somebody knocked at the front door, and Moppet jumped into the flour barrel in a fright.




       




      [image: Drawing of one kitten diving into a barrel.]


    




     




    

      Mittens ran away to the dairy, and hid in an empty jar on the stone shelf where the milk pans stand.




       




      [image: Drawing of a shelf with bowls and a tall jar with a tail sticking out.]


    




     




    

      The visitor was a neighbour, Mrs. Ribby; she had called to borrow some yeast.




       




      [image: Drawing of a cat in a dress and bonnet standing in the open front door.]


    




     




    

      Mrs. Tabitha came downstairs mewing dreadfully — “Come in, Cousin Ribby, come in, and sit ye down! I’m in sad trouble, Cousin Ribby,” said Tabitha, shedding tears. “I’ve lost my dear son Thomas; I’m afraid the rats have got him.” She wiped her eyes with her apron.




       




      [image: Drawing of two cats sitting in chairs, one of them crying.]


    




     




    “He’s a bad kitten, Cousin Tabitha; he made a cat’s cradle of my best bonnet last time I came to tea. Where have you looked for him?”




    “All over the house! The rats are too many for me. What a thing it is to have an unruly family!” said Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit.




     




    

      “I’m not afraid of rats; I will help you to find him; and whip him too! What is all that soot in the fender?”




       




      [image: Drawing of Mrs. Ribby searching a room.]


    




     




    

      “The chimney wants sweeping — Oh, dear me, Cousin Ribby — now Moppet and Mittens are gone!”




       




      [image: Drawing of Mrs. Twitchit noticing the cupboard door is open.]


    




     




    “They have both got out of the cupboard!”




    

      Ribby and Tabitha set to work to search the house thoroughly again. They poked under the beds with Ribby’s umbrella, and they rummaged in cupboards. They even fetched a candle, and looked inside a clothes chest in one of the attics. They could not find anything, but once they heard a door bang and somebody scuttered downstairs.




       




      [image: Drawing of Mrs. Twitchit looking in a chest, while Mrs. Ribby holds a candle.]


    




     




    “Yes, it is infested with rats,” said Tabitha tearfully. “I caught seven young ones out of one hole in the back kitchen, and we had them for dinner last Saturday. And once I saw the old father rat — an enormous old rat, Cousin Ribby. I was just going to jump upon him, when he showed his yellow teeth at me and whisked down the hole.”




    “The rats get upon my nerves, Cousin Ribby,” said Tabitha.




    

      Ribby and Tabitha searched and searched. They both heard a curious roly-poly noise under the attic floor. But there was nothing to be seen.




       




      [image: Drawing of the two cats looking through the floorboards.]


    




     




    

      They returned to the kitchen. “Here’s one of your kittens at least,” said Ribby, dragging Moppet out of the flour barrel.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tabitha finding a kitten in the barrel.]


    




     




    They shook the flour off her and set her down on the kitchen floor. She seemed to be in a terrible fright.




    “Oh! Mother, Mother,” said Moppet, “there’s been an old woman rat in the kitchen, and she’s stolen some of the dough!”




     




    

      [image: Drawing of a rat wearing a dress and apron running across the kitchen floor carrying a plate.]




       




      Sneaky Mrs. Rat


    




     




    The two cats ran to look at the dough pan. Sure enough there were marks of little scratching fingers, and a lump of dough was gone!




    “Which way did she go, Moppet?”




    But Moppet had been too much frightened to peep out of the barrel again.




    

      Ribby and Tabitha took her with them to keep her safely in sight, while they went on with their search.




       




      [image: Drawing of a kitten holding onto her mother, while Ribby looks under a shelf.]


    




     




    They went into the dairy.




    The first thing they found was Mittens, hiding in an empty jar.




    

      They tipped up the jar, and she scrambled out.




       




      [image: Drawing of a kitten standing next to a jar knocked on its side.]


    




     




    “Oh, Mother, Mother!” said Mittens —




    

      “Oh! Mother, Mother, there has been an old man rat in the dairy — a dreadful ’normous big rat, mother; and he’s stolen a pat of butter and the rolling-pin.”




       




      [image: Drawing of a fat rat wearing a suit running towards the stairs carrying a plate with some butter on it.]


    




     




    Ribby and Tabitha looked at one another.




    “A rolling-pin and butter! Oh, my poor son Thomas!” exclaimed Tabitha, wringing her paws.




    “A rolling-pin?” said Ribby. “Did we not hear a roly-poly noise in the attic when we were looking into that chest?”




    Ribby and Tabitha rushed upstairs again. Sure enough the roly-poly noise was still going on quite distinctly under the attic floor.




    “This is serious, Cousin Tabitha,” said Ribby. “We must send for John Joiner at once, with a saw.”




     




    

      [image: Drawing of a terrier wearing a coat and carrying a basket of tools.]




       




      John Joiner, the carpenter dog


    




     




    Now this is what had been happening to Tom Kitten, and it shows how very unwise it is to go up a chimney in a very old house, where a person does not know his way, and where there are enormous rats.




    

      Tom Kitten did not want to be shut up in a cupboard. When he saw that his mother was going to bake, he determined to hide.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom looks out from around a corner.]


    




     




    He looked about for a nice convenient place, and he fixed upon the chimney.




    

      The fire had only just been lighted, and it was not hot; but there was a white choky smoke from the green sticks. Tom Kitten got upon the fender and looked up. It was a big old-fashioned fire-place.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom looks up the flue of the kitchen stove.]


    




     




    The chimney itself was wide enough inside for a man to stand up and walk about. So there was plenty of room for a little Tom Cat.




    

      He jumped right up into the fire-place, balancing himself upon the iron bar where the kettle hangs.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom's tail hanging down out of the flue.]


    




     




    

      Tom Kitten took another big jump off the bar, and landed on a ledge high up inside the chimney, knocking down some soot into the fender.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom standing on a ledge in the flue.]


    




     




    Tom Kitten coughed and choked with the smoke; and he could hear the sticks beginning to crackle and burn in the fire-place down below. He made up his mind to climb right to the top, and get out on the slates, and try to catch sparrows.




    “I cannot go back. If I slipped I might fall in the fire and singe my beautiful tail and my little blue jacket.”




    

      The chimney was a very big old-fashioned one. It was built in the days when people burnt logs of wood upon the hearth.




       




      [image: Drawing of landscape of rolling hills with a chimney top in the foreground.]


    




     




    The chimney stack stood up above the roof like a little stone tower, and the daylight shone down from the top, under the slanting slates that kept out the rain.




    

      Tom Kitten was getting very frightened! He climbed up, and up, and up.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom crawling in a tight space in the dark.]


    




     




    Then he waded sideways through inches of soot. He was like a little sweep himself.




    

      It was most confusing in the dark. One flue seemed to lead into another.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom in the dark.]


    




     




    There was less smoke, but Tom Kitten felt quite lost.




    He scrambled up and up; but before he reached the chimney top he came to a place where somebody had loosened a stone in the wall. There were some mutton bones lying about —




    

      “This seems funny,” said Tom Kitten. “Who has been gnawing bones up here in the chimney? I wish I had never come! And what a funny smell? It is something like mouse; only dreadfully strong. It makes me sneeze,” said Tom Kitten.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom finding some bones.]


    




     




    

      He squeezed through the hole in the wall, and dragged himself along a most uncomfortably tight passage where there was scarcely any light.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom entering a hole in the wall.]


    




     




    

      He groped his way carefully for several yards; he was at the back of the skirting-board in the attic, where there is a little mark * in the picture.




       




      [image: Drawing of an empty attic room.]


    




     




    

      All at once he fell head over heels in the dark, down a hole, and landed on a heap of very dirty rags.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom landing on his back on some crumpled papers right in front of the fat rat.]


    




     




    

      When Tom Kitten picked himself up and looked about him — he found himself in a place that he had never seen before, although he had lived all his life in the house.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom sitting up on the pile of papers.]


    




     




    It was a very small stuffy fusty room, with boards, and rafters, and cobwebs, and lath and plaster.




    Opposite to him — as far away as he could sit — was an enormous rat.




    “What do you mean by tumbling into my bed all covered with smuts?” said the rat, chattering his teeth.




    “Please sir, the chimney wants sweeping,” said poor Tom Kitten.




    

      “Anna Maria! Anna Maria!” squeaked the rat. There was a pattering noise and an old woman rat poked her head round a rafter.




       




      [image: Drawing of Mrs. rat peaks around a corner at Mr. rat.]


    




     




    

      All in a minute she rushed upon Tom Kitten, and before he knew what was happening — his coat was pulled off, and he was rolled up in a bundle, and tied with string in very hard knots.




       




      [image: Drawing of Anna Maria attacking Tom, while the fat rat watches.]




       




      Anna-Marie ties up the kitten


    




     




    

      Anna Maria did the tying. The old rat watched her and took snuff. When she had finished, they both sat staring at him with their mouths open.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom all tied up.]


    




     




    “Anna Maria,” said the old man rat (whose name was Samuel Whiskers), — “Anna Maria, make me a kitten dumpling roly-poly pudding for my dinner.”




    “It requires dough and a pat of butter, and a rolling-pin,” said Anna Maria, considering Tom Kitten with her head on one side.




    “No,” said Samuel Whiskers, “make it properly, Anna Maria, with breadcrumbs.”




    “Nonsense! Butter and dough,” replied Anna Maria.




    

      The two rats consulted together for a few minutes and then went away.




       




      [image: Drawing of Mr. and Mrs. rat talking.]


    




     




    Samuel Whiskers got through a hole in the wainscot, and went boldly down the front staircase to the dairy to get the butter. He did not meet anybody.




    

      He made a second journey for the rolling-pin. He pushed it in front of him with his paws, like a brewer’s man trundling a barrel.




       




      [image: Drawing of Samuel at the top of the stairs rolling a rolling pin.]


    




     




    He could hear Ribby and Tabitha talking, but they were busy lighting the candle to look into the chest.




    They did not see him.




    

      Anna Maria went down by way of the skirting-board and a window shutter to the kitchen to steal the dough.




       




      [image: Drawing of Anna Marie peeking out from behind a window shutter near some flower pots.]


    




     




    She borrowed a small saucer, and scooped up the dough with her paws.




    

      She did not observe Moppet.




       




      [image: Drawing of Anna Marie scooping out dough in the kitchen and putting it on a plate, while kitten ears are visible at the top of the barrel.]


    




     




    

      While Tom Kitten was left alone under the floor of the attic, he wriggled about and tried to mew for help.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom still all tied up.]


    




     




    But his mouth was full of soot and cobwebs, and he was tied up in such very tight knots, he could not make anybody hear him.




    Except a spider, which came out of a crack in the ceiling and examined the knots critically, from a safe distance.




    It was a judge of knots because it had a habit of tying up unfortunate blue-bottles. It did not offer to assist him.




    Tom Kitten wriggled and squirmed until he was quite exhausted.




    

      Presently the rats came back and set to work to make him into a dumpling. First they smeared him with butter, and then they rolled him in the dough.




       




      [image: Drawing of the two rats standing over Tom.]


    




     




    “Will not the string be very indigestible, Anna Maria?” inquired Samuel Whiskers.




    

      Anna Maria said she thought that it was of no consequence; but she wished that Tom Kitten would hold his head still, as it disarranged the pastry. She laid hold of his ears.




       




      [image: Drawing of Anna Marie holding Tom by the ears, while Sammy stands by with a chunk of butter.]


    




     




    

      Tom Kitten bit and spat, and mewed and wriggled; and the rolling-pin went roly-poly, roly; roly, poly, roly. The rats each held an end.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tom, rolled up in dough, while the two rats roll the rolling pin over him.]


    




     




    “His tail is sticking out! You did not fetch enough dough, Anna Maria.”




    “I fetched as much as I could carry,” replied Anna Maria.




    “I do not think” — said Samuel Whiskers, pausing to take a look at Tom Kitten — “I do not think it will be a good pudding. It smells sooty.”




    Anna Maria was about to argue the point, when all at once there began to be other sounds up above — the rasping noise of a saw; and the noise of a little dog, scratching and yelping!




    

      The rats dropped the rolling-pin, and listened attentively.




       




      [image: Drawing of the two rats hear a noise and look up.]


    




     




    “We are discovered and interrupted, Anna Maria; let us collect our property — and other people’s, — and depart at once.”




    “I fear that we shall be obliged to leave this pudding.”




    “But I am persuaded that the knots would have proved indigestible, whatever you may urge to the contrary.”




    

      “Come away at once and help me to tie up some mutton bones in a counterpane,” said Anna Maria. “I have got half a smoked ham hidden in the chimney.”




       




      [image: Drawing of Sammy running.]


    




     




    

      So it happened that by the time John Joiner had got the plank up — there was nobody under the floor except the rolling-pin and Tom Kitten in a very dirty dumpling!




       




      [image: Drawing of John Joiner looking through the ceiling at Tom rolled up in dough.]


    




     




    

      But there was a strong smell of rats; and John Joiner spent the rest of the morning sniffing and whining, and wagging his tail, and going round and round with his head in the hole like a gimlet.




       




      [image: Drawing of John Joiner looking through a hole he'd cut in the floor with his tools around him.]


    




     




    Then he nailed the plank down again and put his tools in his bag, and came downstairs.




    The cat family had quite recovered. They invited him to stay to dinner.




    The dumpling had been peeled off Tom Kitten, and made separately into a bag pudding, with currants in it to hide the smuts.




    

      They had been obliged to put Tom Kitten into a hot bath to get the butter off.




       




      [image: Drawing of Tabitha washing Tom, while the other two kittens look on and, in the background, Ribby show a loaf of bread to a wolf wearing a dress.]


    




     




    John Joiner smelt the pudding; but he regretted that he had not time to stay to dinner, because he had just finished making a wheel-barrow for Miss Potter, and she had ordered two hen-coops.




     




    [image: Drawing of Tabitha asleep in a rocking chair next to the stove.]




     




    And when I was going to the post late in the afternoon — I looked up the lane from the corner, and I saw Mr. Samuel Whiskers and his wife on the run, with big bundles on a little wheel-barrow, which looked very like mine.




    They were just turning in at the gate to the barn of Farmer Potatoes.




    Samuel Whiskers was puffing and out of breath. Anna Maria was still arguing in shrill tones.




    She seemed to know her way, and she seemed to have a quantity of luggage.




    I am sure I never gave her leave to borrow my wheel-barrow!




    

      They went into the barn, and hauled their parcels with a bit of string to the top of the hay mow.




       




      [image: Drawing of the two rats moving their things into a barn.]


    




     




    After that, there were no more rats for a long time at Tabitha Twitchit’s.




    

      As for Farmer Potatoes, he has been driven nearly distracted.




       




      [image: Drawing of Farmer Potatoes looking around his barn.]


    




     




    

      There are rats, and rats, and rats in his barn! They eat up the chicken food, and steal the oats and bran, and make holes in the meal bags.




       




      [image: Drawing of Anna Marie sitting on top of a sack of meal with five baby mice, while a lot of mice run around the base of the sack.]


    




    

      And they are all descended from Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Whiskers — children and grand-children and great great grand-children.




       




      [image: Drawing of lots of rats on top of and around a sack of oats.]


    




     




    

      There is no end to them!




       




      [image: Drawing of rats on and around a sack of potatoes.]



    




    Moppet and Mittens have grown up into very good rat-catchers.




    

      They go out rat-catching in the village, and they find plenty of employment. They charge so much a dozen, and earn their living very comfortably.




       




      [image: Drawing of a cat on the garden wall, looking down on three rats.]


    




     




    

      They hang up the rats’ tails in a row on the barn door, to show how many they have caught — dozens and dozens of them.




       




      [image: Drawing of a cat nailing rat tails to a door while another cat watches.]


    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of Tom frightened by a rat coming up through the floorboards.]




       




      But Tom Kitten has always been afraid of a rat; he never durst face anything that is bigger than —


    




     




    

      [image: Drawing of a mouse.]




       




      A Mouse.


    




     




    [image: Drawing of Tom looks around a sack of bran at three dancing rats, while Sammy looks down from the top of the sack.]
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    The next five stories come from the Brothers Grimm. Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm lived together in harmony their entire life, even after Wilhelm married. Both were professors at the University of Berlin and they were the first to compile folktales in a scholarly manner. Their book Die Kinder- und Hausmärchen (Children’s and Household Fairy Tales) contained stories they collected from the peasants of Hesse. Wilhelm expanded and revised the folktales in later editions of this book, removing adult themes to make them more suitable for children, while turning many of them into fairy tales. Some of the stories were animal tales, and a few featured cats. These are their more significant cat tales.




     




    A certain cat had made the acquaintance of a mouse, and had said so much to her about the great love and friendship she felt for her, that at length the mouse agreed that they should live and keep house together.




    “But we must make a provision for winter, or else we shall suffer from hunger,” said the cat, “and you, little mouse, cannot venture everywhere, or you will be caught in a trap some day.”




    The good advice was followed, and a pot of fat was bought, but they did not know where to put it. At length, after much consideration, the cat said, “I know no place where it will be better stored up than in the church, for no one dares take anything away from there. We will set it beneath the altar, and not touch it until we are really in need of it.” So the pot was placed in safety, but it was not long before the cat had a great yearning for it, and said to the mouse, “I want to tell you something, little mouse; my cousin has brought a little son into the world, and has asked me to be godmother; he is white with brown spots, and I am to hold him over the font at the christening. Let me go out to-day, and you look after the house by yourself.”




    “Yes, yes,” answered the mouse, “by all means go, and if you get anything very good, think of me, I should like a drop of sweet red christening wine too.”




    All this, however, was untrue; the cat had no cousin, and had not been asked to be godmother. She went straight to the church, stole to the pot of fat, began to lick at it, and licked the top of the fat off. Then she took a walk upon the roofs of the town, looked out for opportunities, and then stretched herself in the sun, and licked her lips whenever she thought of the pot of fat, and not until it was evening did she return home.




    “Well, here you are again,” said the mouse, “no doubt you have had a merry day.”




    “All went off well,” answered the cat.




    “What name did they give the child?”




    “Top off!” said the cat quite coolly.




    “Top off!” cried the mouse, “that is a very odd and uncommon name, is it a usual one in your family?”




    “What does it signify,” said the cat, “it is no worse than Crumb-stealer, as your god-children are called.”




    Before long the cat was seized by another fit of longing. She said to the mouse, “You must do me a favour, and once more manage the house for a day alone. I am again asked to be godmother, and, as the child has a white ring round its neck, I cannot refuse.”




    The good mouse consented, but the cat crept behind the town walls to the church, and devoured half the pot of fat.




    “Nothing ever seems so good as what one keeps to oneself,” said she, and was quite satisfied with her day’s work. When she went home the mouse inquired, “And what was this child christened?”




    “Half-done,” answered the cat.




    “Half-done! What are you saying? I never heard the name in my life, I’ll wager anything it is not in the calendar!”




    The cat’s mouth soon began to water for some more licking. “All good things go in threes,” said she, “I am asked to stand godmother again. The child is quite black, only it has white paws, but with that exception, it has not a single white hair on its whole body; this only happens once every few years, you will let me go, won’t you?”




     




    

      [image: Painting of a mouse with an apparently sleeping cat.]




       




      A detail from a picture by Kawanabe Kyōsai. Kyōsai was the son of a samurai who became a nationalistic painter. He was one of Japan’s most eccentric and popular artists. The Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York City.


    




     




    “Top-off! Half-done!” answered the mouse, “they are such odd names, they make me very thoughtful.”




    “You sit at home,” said the cat, “in your dark-grey fur coat and long tail, and are filled with fancies, that’s because you do not go out in the daytime.”




    During the cat’s absence the mouse cleaned the house, and put it in order but the greedy cat entirely emptied the pot of fat. “When everything is eaten up one has some peace,” said she to herself, and well filled and fat she did not return home till night.




    The mouse at once asked what name had been given to the third child.




    “It will not please you more than the others,” said the cat. “He is called All-gone.”




    “All-gone,” cried the mouse, “that is the most suspicious name of all! I have never seen it in print. All-gone; what can that mean?” and she shook her head, curled herself up, and lay down to sleep.




    From this time forth no one invited the cat to be god-mother, but when the winter had come and there was no longer anything to be found outside, the mouse thought of their provision, and said, “Come cat, we will go to our pot of fat which we have stored up for ourselves — we shall enjoy that.”




    “Yes,” answered the cat, “you will enjoy it as much as you would enjoy sticking that dainty tongue of yours out of the window.”




    They set out on their way, but when they arrived, the pot of fat certainly was still in its place, but it was empty.




    “Alas!” said the mouse, “now I see what has happened, now it comes to light! You are a true friend! You have devoured all when you were standing godmother. First top off, then half done, then —.”




    “Will you hold your tongue,” cried the cat, “one word more and I will eat you too.”




    “All gone” was already on the poor mouse’s lips; scarcely had she spoken it before the cat sprang on her, seized her, and swallowed her down. Verily, that is the way of the world.
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      It happened that the cat met the fox in a forest, and as she thought to herself, “He is clever and full of experience, and much esteemed in the world,” she spoke to him in a friendly way. “Good-day, dear Mr. Fox, how are you? How is all with you? How are you getting through this dear season?”


    




    The fox, full of all kinds of arrogance, looked at the cat from head to foot, and for a long time did not know whether he would give any answer or not. At last he said, “Oh, thou wretched beard-cleaner, thou piebald fool, thou hungry mouse-hunter, what canst thou be thinking of? Dost thou venture to ask how I am getting on? What hast thou learnt? How many arts dost thou understand?”




    “I understand but one,” replied the cat, modestly.




    “What art is that?” asked the fox. “When the hounds are following me, I can spring into a tree and save myself.”




    “Is that all?” said the fox. “I am master of a hundred arts, and have into the bargain a sackful of cunning. Thou makest me sorry for thee; come with me, I will teach thee how people get away from the hounds.”




    Just then came a hunter with four dogs. The cat sprang nimbly up a tree, and sat down on top of it, where the branches and foliage quite concealed her.




    “Open your sack, Mr. Fox, open your sack,” cried the cat to him, but the dogs had already seized him, and were holding him fast. “Ah, Mr. Fox,” cried the cat. “You with your hundred arts are left in the lurch! Had you been able to climb like me, you would not have lost your life.”




     




    

      [image: Painting of cats singing from a songbook.]




       




      Cat Concert by Dutch artist David Teniers the Younger, who was one of the last of the great Flemish painters. Bayerische Staatsgemädesammlungen, Munich.


    




     




    

      [image: The Bremen Town Musicians]




       




      
by
The Brothers Grimm




       




      There was once an ass whose master had made him carry sacks to the mill for many a long year, but whose strength began at last to fail, so that each day as it came, found him less capable of work. Then his master began to think of turning him out, but the ass, guessing that something was in the wind that boded him no good, ran away, taking the road to Bremen; for there he thought he might get an engagement as town musician.


    




    When he had gone a little way he found a hound lying by the side of the road panting, as if he had run a long way. “Now, Holdfast, what are you so out of breath about?” said the ass.




    “Oh dear!” said the dog, “now I am old, I get weaker every day, and can do no good in the hunt, so, as my master was going to have me killed, I have made my escape; but now how am I to gain a living?”




    “I will tell you what,” said the ass, “I am going to Bremen to become town musician. You may as well go with me, and take up music too. I can play the lute, and you can beat the drum.” And the dog consented, and they walked on together.




    It was not long before they came to a cat sitting in the road, looking as dismal as three wet days. “Now then, what is the matter with you, old shaver?” said the ass.




    “I should like to know who would be cheerful when his neck is in danger?” answered the cat. “Now that I am old my teeth are getting blunt, and I would rather sit by the oven and purr than run about after mice, and my mistress wanted to drown me, so I took myself off; but good advice is scarce, and I do not know what is to become of me.”




    “Go with us to Bremen,” said the ass, “and become town musician. You understand serenading.” The cat thought well of the idea, and went with them accordingly.




    After that the three travelers passed by a yard, and a cock was perched on the gate crowing with all his might. “Your cries are enough to pierce bone and marrow,” said the ass, “what is the matter?”




    “I have foretold good weather for Lady-day*, so that all the shirts may be washed and dried; and now on Sunday morning company is coming, and the mistress has told the cook that I must be made into soup, and this evening my neck is to be wrung, so that I am crowing with all my might while I can.”




    

      ......................................




      * A festival commemorating Gabriel’s announcement to Mary that she was going to have a baby. Lady-day is celebrated on March 25.




      ......................................


    




    “You had much better go with us, rooster,” said the ass. “We are going to Bremen. At any rate that will be better than dying. You have a powerful voice, and when we are all performing together it will have a very good effect.” So the cock consented, and they went on all four together.




    But Bremen was too far off to be reached in one day, and towards evening they came to a wood, where they determined to pass the night. The ass and the dog lay down under a large tree; the cat got up among the branches; and the cock flew up to the top, as that was the safest place for him. Before he went to sleep he looked all round him to the four points of the compass, and perceived in the distance a little light shining, and he called out to his companions that there must be a house not far off, as he could see a light, so the ass said, “We had better get up and go there, for these are uncomfortable quarters.” The dog began to fancy a few bones, not quite bare, would do him good. And they all set off in the direction of the light, and it grew larger and brighter, until at last it led them to a robber’s house, all lighted up. The ass, being the biggest, went up to the window, and looked in.




    “Well, what do you see?” asked the dog.




    “What do I see?” answered the ass; “here is a table set out with splendid eatables and drinkables, and robbers sitting at it and making themselves very comfortable.”




    “That would just suit us,” said the cock.




    “Yes, indeed, I wish we were there,” said the ass.




    Then they consulted together how it should be managed so as to get the robbers out of the house, and at last they hit on a plan. The ass was to place his fore-feet on the window-sill, the dog was to get on the ass’s back, the cat on the top of the dog, and lastly, the cock was to fly up and perch on the cat’s head. When that was done, at a given signal they all began to perform their music. The ass brayed, the dog barked, the cat mewed, and the cock crowed; then they burst through into the room, breaking all the panes of glass. The robbers fled at the dreadful sound; they thought it was some goblin, and fled to the wood in the utmost terror. Then the four companions sat down to table, made free with the remains of the meal, and feasted as if they had been hungry for a month. And when they had finished they put out the lights, and each sought out a sleeping-place to suit his nature and habits. The ass laid himself down outside on the dunghill, the dog behind the door, the cat on the hearth by the warm ashes, and the cock settled himself in the cock loft; and as they were all tired with their long journey they soon fell fast asleep.




    When midnight drew near, and the robbers from afar saw that no light was burning, and that everything appeared quiet, their captain said to them that he thought that they had run away without reason, telling one of them to go and reconnoiter. So one of them went, and found everything quite quiet. He went into the kitchen to strike a light, and taking the glowing fiery eyes of the cat for burning coals, he held a match to them in order to kindle it. But the cat, not seeing the joke, flew into his face, spitting and scratching. Then he cried out in terror, and ran to get out at the back door, but the dog, who was lying there, ran at him and bit his leg; and as he was rushing through the yard by the dunghill the ass struck out and gave him a great kick with his hind foot; and the cock, who had been wakened with the noise, and felt quite brisk, cried out, “Cock-a-doodle-doo!”




    Then the robber got back as well as he could to his captain, and said, “Oh dear! in that house there is a gruesome witch, and I felt her breath and her long nails in my face; and by the door there stands a man who stabbed me in the leg with a knife; and in the yard there lies a black specter, who beat me with his wooden club; and above, upon the roof, there sits the justice, who cried, ‘Bring that rogue here!’ And so I ran away from the place as fast as I could.”




    From that time forward the robbers never ventured to that house, and the four Bremen town musicians found themselves so well off where they were, that there they stayed. And the person who last related this tale is still living, as you see.
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      German artist Fedor Flinzer’s Cats on a Ridge of a Roof at Full Moon. Throughout his career, Flinzer focused on painting animals ― particularly cats ― and became known as “Katzen-Flinzer” (Cat-Flinzer). Private collection.
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      There once lived an old miller who had neither wife nor child, and three apprentices served under him. As they had been with him several years, one day he said to them, “I am old, and want to sit in the chimney-corner; go out, and whichsoever of you brings me the best horse home, to him will I give the mill, and in return for it he shall take care of me till my death.”


    




    The third of the boys was, however, the drudge, who was looked on as foolish by the others; they begrudged the mill to him, and afterwards he would not have it. Then all three went out together, and when they came to the village, the two said to stupid Hans, “You may just as well stay here; as long as you live thou will never get a horse.”




    Hans, however, went with them, and when it was night they came to a cave in which they lay down to sleep. The two sharp ones waited until Hans had fallen asleep, then they got up, and went away leaving him where he was. And they thought they had done a very clever thing, but it was certain to turn out ill for them. When the sun arose, and Hans woke up, he was lying in a deep cavern. He looked around on every side and exclaimed, “Oh, heavens, where am I?” Then he got up and clambered out of the cave, went into the forest, and thought, “Here I am quite alone and deserted, how shall I obtain a horse now?”




    While he was thus walking full of thought, he met a small tabby cat which said quite kindly, “Hans, where are you going?”




    “Alas, you cannot help me.”




    “I well know your desire,” said the cat. “You wish to have a beautiful horse. Come with me, and be my faithful servant for seven years long, and then I will give you one more beautiful than any you have ever seen in your whole life.”




    “Well, this is a wonderful cat!” thought Hans, “but I am determined to see if she is telling the truth.”




    So she took him with her into her enchanted castle, where there were nothing but cats who were her servants. They leapt nimbly upstairs and downstairs, and were merry and happy. In the evening when they sat down to dinner, three of them had to make music. One played the bassoon, the other the fiddle, and the third put the trumpet to his lips, and blew out his cheeks as much as he possibly could. When they had dined, the table was carried away, and the cat said, “Now, Hans, come and dance with me.”




    “No,” said he, “I won’t dance with a pussy-cat. I have never done that yet.”




    “Then take him to bed,” said she to the cats. So one of them lighted him to his bed-room, one pulled his shoes off, one his stockings, and at last one of them blew out the candle.




    Next morning they returned and helped him out of bed, one put his stockings on for him, one tied his garters, one brought his shoes, one washed him, and one dried his face with her tail.




    “That feels very soft!” said Hans.




    He, however, had to serve the cat, and chop some wood every day, and to do that he had an ax of silver, and the wedge and saw were of silver and the mallet of copper. So he chopped the wood small; stayed there in the house and had good meat and drink but never saw any one but the tabby cat and her servants.




    Once she said to him, “Go and mow my meadow, and dry the grass,” and gave him a scythe of silver, and a whetstone of gold, but bade him deliver them up again carefully. So Hans went thither, and did what he was bidden, and when he had finished the work he carried the scythe, whetstone, and hay to the house, and asked if it was not yet time for her to give him his reward.




    “No,” said the cat, “you must first do something more for me of the same kind. There is timber of silver, carpenter’s ax, square, and everything that is needful, all of silver; with these build me a small house.”




    Then Hans built the small house, and said that he had now done everything, and still he had no horse. Nevertheless, the seven years had gone by with him as if they were six months.




    The cat asked him if he would like to see her horses? “Yes,” said Hans. Then she opened the door of the small house, and when she had opened it, there stood twelve horses — such horses, so bright and shining, that his heart rejoiced at the sight of them. She gave him to eat and to drink and said, “Go home, I will not give you your horse away with you; but in three days’ time I will follow you and bring it.”




    So Hans set out, and she showed him the way to the mill.




    She had, however, never once given him a new coat, and he had been obliged to keep on his dirty old smock-frock, which he had brought with him, and which during the seven years had everywhere become too small for him.




    When he reached home, the two other apprentices were there again as well, and each of them certainly had brought a horse with him, but one of them was a blind one, and the other lame. They asked Hans where his horse was.




    “It will follow me in three days’ time.”




    Then they laughed and said, “Indeed, stupid Hans, where will you get a horse? It will be a fine one!”




    Hans went into the parlor, but the miller said he should not sit down to table, for he was so ragged and torn, that they would all be ashamed of him if anyone came in. So they gave him a mouthful of food outside, and at night, when they went to rest, the two others would not let him have a bed, and at last he was forced to creep into the goose-house, and lie down on a little hard straw. In the morning when he awoke, the three days had passed, and a coach came with six horses and they shone so bright that it was delightful to see them! And a servant brought a seventh as well, which was for the poor miller’s boy.




    A magnificent princess alighted from the coach and went into the mill, and this princess was the little tabby cat whom poor Hans had served for seven years. She asked the miller where the miller’s boy and drudge was?




    Then the miller said, “We cannot have him here in the mill, for he is so ragged; he is lying in the goose-house.”




    Then the king’s daughter said that they were to bring him immediately, so they brought him out, and he had to hold his little smock-frock together to cover himself. The servants unpacked splendid garments, and washed him and dressed him, and when that was done, no King could have looked more handsome. Then the maiden desired to see the horses which the other apprentices had brought home with them, and one of them was blind and the other lame.




    So she ordered the servant to bring the seventh horse, and when the miller saw it, he said that such a horse as that had never yet entered his yard.




    “And that is for the third miller’s boy,” said she.




    “Then he must have the mill,” said the miller, but the king’s daughter said that the horse was there, and that he was to keep his mill as well, and took her faithful Hans and set him in the coach, and drove away with him.




    They first drove to the little house which he had built with the silver tools, and behold it was a great castle, and everything inside it was of silver and gold; and then she married him, and he was rich, so rich that he had enough for all the rest of his life. After this, let no one ever say that anyone who is silly can never become a person of importance.




     




    [image: Painting of a mother Angora cat with her two kittens on expensive cloth.]




     




    

      [image: A closeup of the kittens.]




       




      A Mother’s Pride and a detail by Austrian artist Carl Kahler. Private collection.


    




     




    

      [image: Three Children of Fortune]




       




      
by
The Brothers Grimm




       




      Once upon a time a father sent for his three sons. He gave to the eldest a cock, to the second a scythe, and to the third a cat.


    




    “I am now old,” said he, “my end is approaching, and I would like to provide for you before I die. Money I have none, and what I now give you seems of but little worth. Yet it rests with yourselves to turn my gifts to good account. Go to a country where what you have is as yet unknown, and your fortune is made.”




    After the death of the father, the eldest set out with his cock. But wherever he went, in every town he saw from afar off a cock sitting upon the church steeple, and turning round with the wind. In the villages he always heard plenty of them crowing, and his bird was therefore nothing new; so there did not seem much chance of his making his fortune. At length it happened that he came to an island where the people who lived there had never heard of a cock, and knew not even how to reckon the time. They knew, indeed, if it were morning or evening; but at night, if they lay awake, they had no means of knowing how time went.




    “Behold,” said he to them, “what a noble animal this is! How like a knight he is! He carries a bright red crest upon his head, and spurs upon his heels; he crows three times every night, at stated hours, and at the third time the sun is about to rise. But this is not all. Sometimes he screams in broad daylight, and then you must take warning, for the weather is surely about to change.”




    This pleased the natives mightily. They kept awake one whole night, and heard to their great joy how gloriously the cock called the hour, at two, four, and six o’clock. Then they asked him whether the bird was to be sold, and how much he would sell it for.




    “About as much gold as an ass can carry,” said he.




    “A very fair price for such an animal,” they cried with one voice, and agreed to give him what he asked.




    When he returned home with his wealth, his brothers wondered greatly; and the second said, “I will now set forth likewise, and see if I can turn my scythe to as good an account.”




    There did not seem, however, much likelihood of this; for go where he would, he was met by peasants who had as good a scythe on their shoulders as he had. At last, as good luck would have it, he came to an island where the people had never heard of a scythe. There, as soon as the corn was ripe, they went into the fields and pulled it up with their hands, but this was very hard work, and a great deal of it was lost. The man then set to work with his scythe, and mowed down their whole crop so quickly that the people stood staring open-mouthed with wonder. They were willing to give him what he asked for such a marvelous thing; but he only took a horse laden with as much gold as it could carry.




    Now the third brother had a great longing to go and see what he could make of his cat. So he set out. At first it happened to him as it had to the others; so long as he kept upon the main land, he met with no success. There were plenty of cats everywhere, indeed too many, so that the young ones were for the most part, as soon as they came into the world, drowned in the water. At last he passed over to an island, where, as it chanced most luckily for him, nobody had ever seen a cat, and they were overrun with mice to such a degree that the little wretches danced upon the tables and chairs, whether the master of the house were at home or not. The people complained loudly of this grievance; the King himself knew not how to rid himself of them in his palace. In every corner mice were squeaking, and they gnawed everything that their teeth could lay hold of. Here was a fine field for Puss. She soon began her chase, and had cleared two rooms in the twinkling of an eye. Then the people besought their King to buy the wonderful animal for the good of the public, at any price. The King willingly gave what was asked — a mule laden with gold and jewels. And thus the third brother returned home with a richer prize than either of the others.




    Meantime the cat feasted away upon the mice in the royal palace, and devoured so many that they were no longer in any great numbers. At length, quite spent and tired with her work, she became extremely thirsty; so she stood still, drew up her head, and cried, “Miau, miau!”




     




    

      [image: Drawing of a tabby walking along a railing with a town behind him.]




       




      This pen and watercolor by English artist Arthur Rackham is from Grimm’s Fairy Tales. Rackham was one the great book illustrators of the Edwardian era.


    




     




    The King gathered together all his subjects when they heard this strange cry, and many ran shrieking in a great fright out of the palace. But the King held a council below as to what was best to be done; and it was at length fixed to send a herald to the cat, to warn her to leave the castle forthwith, or that force would be used to remove her. “For,” said the counselors, “we would far more willingly put up with the mice (since we are used to that evil), than get rid of them at the risk of our lives.”




    A page accordingly went, and asked the cat, whether she were willing to quit the castle. But Puss, whose thirst became every moment more and more pressing, answered nothing but “Miau! Miau!” which the page interpreted to mean “No! No!” and therefore carried this answer to the King.




    “Well,” said the counselors, “then we must try what force will do.” So the guns were planted, and the palace was fired upon from all sides. When the fire reached the room where the cat was, she sprang out of the window and ran away. But the besiegers did not see her, and went on firing until the whole palace was burnt to the ground.
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