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      Hello, I’m a cat, a very handsome ginger cat with some dark brown stripes down my side. I think my grandfather must have been a tiger.

      My humans call me Bubbles, a name I hate because I’m a boy cat.

      Of course Bubbles is not my proper cat name, but I can’t tell you what that is because you are not another cat, are you?

      I lived with my humans David and Suzi in a nice house and my best friend was a very clever mouse called Matty. Matty and I played a game where I pretended to chase him around the garden and catch him and Matty often did tricks. It was such good fun and one day we decided to show the humans what fun it was, sure that they would enjoy it.

      I carefully picked up Matty in my mouth and carried him though the cat-flap and into the front room where David and Suzi were watching television.

      I dropped him gently on the carpet. ‘A mouse, a mouse!’ Suzi screamed excitedly, which seemed a bit obvious, and jumped up on her chair to get a better look.

      Matty then began to do his tricks. He did forwards somersaults, backwards flips, he danced on his front legs, he danced on his back legs and finally balanced on the very tip of his tail and spun around like a top.

      David then joined in the fun, pretending to chase us with a broom. Finally I picked up Matty and put him on Suzi’s chair. She screamed even louder in excitement as Matty ran up her leg and leapt off into the air. I jumped up and caught him in my mouth and put him down.

      Suzi shouted, ‘Get them out of here, get them out of here!’ and David chased us with the broom and out into the garden.

      ‘I don’t think they liked that very much,’ said Matty.

      ‘Of course they did, look how excited Suzi was, shouting with excitement.’

      ‘No, Bubbles, Suzi obviously does not like mice and I’m certain she didn’t enjoy it one bit.’

      ‘Oh,’ I said, thinking Matty was right. I had heard that some humans don’t like mice, I don’t know why, mice are very cuddly. But not as cuddly as cats.

      ‘I think you’re in big, big trouble,’ said Matty.

      He was right.

      When I tried to get back into the house, the cat-flap was blocked.

      I meowed and meowed but nobody let me in.

      I was homeless and so went to join some other homeless cats and told them my story.

      ‘That’s outrageous,’ said Silas, an old tabby cat, ‘you should complain to somebody.’

      ‘Yes, you must,’ agreed Lily Lollipop, a pretty white Persian cat.

      ‘It’s a cat-astrophe’ joked Mingo, a black and white cat who thought he was a comedian.

      ‘But who?’ I asked, ’Who do I complain to?’

      ‘You should go and see the Queen, she rules the country, doesn’t she?’ Silas said.

      ‘Good idea,’ I said,’ but I don’t know where the Queen lives,’

      ‘She must live in London,’ Lily Lollipop said.

      ‘How do you know?’ asked Mingo.

      ‘I remember the nursery rhyme my Mummy sang to me when I was a kitten.

      
        
        
        Pussy cat, pussy cat, where have you been.

        I’ve been up to London to visit the Queen,

        Pussy cat, pussy, what did you there,

        I frightened a little mouse under her chair,

        So, she must live in London.’

      

      

      

      It was agreed and next morning I caught the bus to London. At the bus station I asked a black cat where the Queen lived.

      ‘Buckingham Palace, walk up this road and you’ll see the palace, big white building but be careful, the Queen doesn’t like cats. She’s got lots and lots of dogs and they’ll have you for breakfast.’

      I reached the palace, slipped through the fence and ran across into an open door. I walked down long corridors, peering into the rooms, looking for a lady sitting on a big chair with a crown on her head.

      I didn’t see any dogs but I could smell where they had been.

      Then I saw very nice lady sitting at a desk and wondered if she knew where the Queen might be. I ran across the room and I jumped up onto the desk.

      ‘My goodness me,’ exclaimed the lady, ‘where on earth did you come from?’

      I told her but she didn’t seem to understand cat language.

      ‘My, you are a handsome beast,’ she said and began to stroke me as I purred loudly. ‘I’m sure you’re hungry, would you care for some food?’ she asked, ringing a little bell and a man in a bright red and gold tunic came in.

      ‘Yes, Your Majesty,’ he said and I realised that this very nice lady was the Queen, herself.

      ‘Please go to the kitchens and bring some food for this lovely animal, I believe there should be some salmon and roast beef left over from last nights’ banquet.’

      Talk about a feast fit for a Queen. It was delicious.

      ‘I think you enjoyed that,’ the Queen said and stroked me again. I tried to tell her why I was there, but she just nodded politely. I didn’t mind that she didn’t understand me.

      ‘I do wish I could keep you,’ she said, ‘I would call you Harry because you’re ginger, but my dogs would get so terribly jealous, I’m afraid, so off you go. So nice to have met you,’ and she picked me and put me down on the thick carpet and gently shooed me away. ‘I must get on with reading these papers,’ she said.

      I walked back to the bus station and jumped onto first bus I saw. I don’t know where it was going but I was sure it was going to be another adventure. I had realised there was a whole wide world out there, far away from the confines of my home with David and Suzi.

      I was going to become a travelling cat.
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      I jumped on the coach even though didn’t know where it was going, but I didn’t mind because I knew that I was going on another adventure.

      My name is Bubbles and I am a travelling cat.

      I’d had a long day and was very, very, tired, so I settled down to sleep as the coach drove off to wherever it was headed.

      When I woke up it was dark, there was no-one on the coach and it was swaying violently up and down, up and down, swaying wildly from side to side, tossing me all over so that I kept on sliding off the seat. What was going on, was it an earthquake? Or an erupting volcano? I didn’t know but it seemed to last for hours and hours before the violent movements finally stopped.

      By then however I needed a litter tray but of course there wasn’t one available so I had to use an old newspaper I found under a seat but when the driver and the passengers came back and found it, they chased me out.

      But I was not worried. There were several other coaches nearby and so I jumped onto another one. It was then I realised that I had been on a ship, a ferry, and we must have crossed over the sea. But where to?

      A kindly lady fed me some chicken from a sandwich and then picked me up and settled me onto her lap for the rest of the journey. Eventually the coach stopped and the driver shouted, ‘Ladies and gentlemen. Paris.’

      So, there I was in Paris, France. I left the bus station and walked along the road and soon came to another large building. Deciding to go inside, I found that it was a train station with blue coloured trains busily pulling in and going out. I wandered around looking for something to eat, and then went up some stairs to a restaurant from which delicious smells were coming. I boldly walked inside, strolling around as if I owned the place but I had not got very far before a waiter picked me up and threw me outside, shouting ‘Stray cats are not allowed inside the famous Blue Train restaurant, who do you think you are, one of the Aristocats?’

      Near to the train station was a wide river and so I walked along the riverbank for a while. I talked to some of the cats on the boats moored alongside– cat language is the same all over the world, you know -and one them, a tabby cat called Napoleon shared a nice piece of fish with me because I was still hungry.

      It was a fine day and I really enjoyed that walk along the river taking in the sights. And then in the distance I saw the Eiffel Tower. I knew what it was because when I lived with my humans (before they threw me out of the house) I watched a programme about Paris on television with them.

      I decided to go there, to go to the very top to see the view. There were a lot a people milling about when I got there but I found the entrance and ran up some stairs but then I had to get into a glass sided lift to go the rest of the way to the summit. The lift was very full of people and three times somebody trod on my tail.

      Some people have no consideration.

      At the top there were many people pushing to get to the railings and look out over Paris but eventually I manged the squeeze through and jump up onto the top of the railings. The view was magnificent. As I stood there on the railings, some more people rushed forward to see the view and accidentally pushed me in the back and then I was falling, falling down from the very top of the tower.

      It was a very, very, long way down, 300 metres which is the same as 85 elephants standing one on top of each other. That poor elephant at the bottom of the pile would get quite squashed.

      The ground was rushing towards me, the tower was rushing past me so I spread out my front and back legs as far as I could to slow me down and using my tail as a rudder I glided towards the open ground.

      A pair of pigeons flew by. ‘Oh look’ said one. ‘a flying cat.’ ‘You watch,’ said the other, ‘There’ll be pigs flying next.’

      The ground grew close, very close, then at the last minute I lowered my legs and landed on my feet. Bump!

      We cats always land on our feet you know.

      I sat down for a moment or two to get my breath back and then got up and walked away.

      Where to go to next? Then I heard an elderly couple saying that they were going to take a taxi to Montmartre, ‘That’s where all the artists live’ said the old lady and so I decided to go with them and jumped into the taxi and sat down between them but they didn’t seemed to be at all surprised.

      ‘Thank you’ I said when we got there, but I don’t think they understood.

      I walked around the streets and squares of Montmartre. There were lots and lots of cafes and restaurants with people sitting outside in the evening sun eating and drinking and as I walked around between the tables the diners would give me little pieces of meat or fish. So kind. Everywhere I looked artists had set up their easels and were painting pictures. of the scenery or of people posing for their portraits.

      One of the artists saw me and said, ‘’Ah, Monsieur Pussy Cat’ - monsieur is French for mister – ‘such a handsome beast, may I paint you?’

      Paint me? He wanted to paint me? What colour? Red? Blue? Pink? Then I realised that he meant to paint a picture of me, not cover me in paint.

      Stupid cat.

      OK, I agreed,

      He painted me as I sat on a low stone wall with a big white church called the Sacré-Coeur in the background.

      ‘One day, Monsieur Pussy Cat’, he said when he had finished, ‘this portrait will be hanging in the Louvre art gallery and be as famous as the Mona Lisa’ which I gathered was a famous portrait of a lady. He then gave me a piece of very smelly sausage which I pretended to eat but spat it out when he wasn’t looking. A cat, even a travelling cat, has to have certain standards.

      I wandered around for a bit longer and then strolled into a dark alley. Big, big, mistake.

      Next to an overflowing dustbin stood five angry alley cats, staring at me. ‘Hello’ I said, trying to be friendly but they just hissed and snarled and then began to chase me.

      I turned and ran as fast as I could, out into the streets and without looking ran all the way down a long, long, flight of stairs that went all the way from the top of the hill down to the bottom.

      I turned around to look back up the stairs but the alley cats were nowhere to be seen.

      Nevertheless, I decided, it was time to move on.

      I walked into the Metro underground and following the signs, caught the trains which took me to the airport. Once there I got onto the first aeroplane that I came to. Where it was going I did not know but there was sure to be another adventure at the end of the flight.
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      When I boarded that aeroplane in Paris I had no idea where it was going until the pilot announced, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, welcome on board this flight to Orlando, Florida.’

      I was so excited, Orlando means Disneyworld. I had seen a holiday programme about Disneyworld on television and had always wanted to go there and see those giant mice, Mickey Mouse and Minnie Mouse. I wonder if they would be frightened of me because you see, I’m a cat, a travelling cat, and I have heard that mice are frightened of cats. I don’t know why, my best friend Matty was a mouse and he was never afraid of me.

      Once the flight had taken off, I walked down to the front of the plane to look for some food. As I passed by her, a little girl grabbed hold of my tail but I hissed politely at her and she let me go. When I got to the little kitchen where the cabin crew were preparing the meals, I asked for something to eat.

      ‘My goodness,’ exclaimed one of the stewardesses, ‘We have a stowaway!’

      ‘And a very handsome stowaway,’ answered the other stewardess who then picked me up and carried me to the very front seat and sat me down. From then on I had first class service all the way, with lots of tasty chicken and smoked salmon, milk and chocolate cookies.

      When we got to Orlando I caught the shuttle bus directly to the Magic Kingdom at Disneyworld. Almost as soon as I got there I saw Mickey and Minnie Mouse but they were not real mice, just men in costumes but that was still fun as they pretended to be afraid and ran away from me. Next I went to see Cinderella’s castle, but she wasn’t at home that day.

      On the next day however, a big hurricane, called Hurricane Lily, struck Florida, a big swirling storm of high winds and I was swept up high into the sky. I was spinning round and around and around by the storm and carried far, far, away, flying through the air. I saw a cow flying past in the other direction, several trees, then a small house, a bus, and a blue tractor all sucked up like me into the skies by the hurricane.

      At last the hurricane stopped and I fell back to the ground, landing as usual on my feet.

      But where was I? Everywhere I looked as all I could see was tall yellow cornfields with the corn growing as high as an elephants eye.

      ‘I don’t think this is Florida anymore’ I said out loud.

      ‘No, this is Kansas’ answered a frightened voice.

      ‘Who’s there?’ I called.

      ‘It’s only me, please don’t hurt me.’ and to my surprise a very large lion pushed his way through the corn and stood in front of me, shaking with fear. ‘Don’t hurt me,’ he said again.

      ‘How can I hurt you?’ I answered, ‘you are a lion, the King of the Jungle, everybody should be frightened of you.’

      ‘I know but I’m the Cowardly Lion.’

      ‘The Cowardly Lion? Not the Cowardly Lion from the Wizard of Oz?’

      ‘No, no, that was my grandfather, but my father was also a cowardly lion and so now so am I, it runs in the family. I’m just a great big scaredy cat. I’m frightened of everything, butterflies, kittens, puppies, mice, creepy-crawlies, worms, I’m really scared of worms, and even my own shadow. I don’t like coming out in the sunshine in case my shadow bites. me. You won’t hurt me, will you?

      ‘No, of course not, my name is Bubbles and I’ll be your friend.’

      ‘Oh thank you, I’ve never had a friend before, I’ve always been too frightened.’

      Together went for a walk but we had not gone far before we came to a crevasse, a split in the ground about 20 feet deep and 10 feet wide.

      ‘We can’t go any further,’ said the Cowardly Lion, ‘I’m too scared to jump over the gap. I’ll fall in and not be able to get out again and there’ll be mice and worms and creepy-crawlies down there.

      ‘It’s not too far, a big lion like you can easily jump across that.’

      ‘No, no, I’m scared.’

      ‘I’ll help you,’ and I jumped up onto the lion’s back, grabbed a hold of his mane and told him to go back about 20 feet and run as fast as he could and jump over the chasm. And he did. He was so excited at having done it he jumped over and over, back and forth 10 or 15 times.

      ‘Thank you, thank you’ he said,

      Just then a big rottweiler dog came hurtling through the corn.

      ‘Get out of the way, Cowardly Lion,’ he snarled, ‘I want that cat.’

      ‘No’, the lion said with a roar, ‘Bubbles is my friend.’ and he leapt forward and knocked the big dog to the ground. ‘Now go away and don’t ever come back.’ And that is what the rottweiler did, slinking away with his tail between his legs.

      ‘Thank you, You’re not the Cowardly Lion any more but the Brave Lion.’ I told him.

      ‘That’s what friends are for,’ he answered, giving me a big hug.

      The Brave Lion and I spent several days together, having fun, chasing each other around, laughing and playing, the best of friends.

      But then something happened which brought our time together to an end

      We were by a small stream having a drink when the Brave Lion looked up and said, ‘Oh no, it’s a twister, a tornado!’ and before I could move the swirling, spinning storm snatched me up into the sky again, taking me off to I knew not where.
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      The tornado swept me up from the cornfields of Kansas and carried me far, far, away and I had no idea where it was taking me.

      I was spinning and twisting, upside down and round and round, tossed about like a piece of straw – or like a shirt in a tumble dryer - or a cat in a tornado. I know I’m a travelling cat but this is ridiculous. First of all I had been picked up by the hurricane in Florida and dropped off in Kansas where I met the Cowardly Lion and then I was snatched up again by a twisting tornado.

      But even the fiercest tornado has to stop sometime.

      Somewhere.

      The winds suddenly dropped and I fell, not to the ground but onto the top of a very big, very tall, red painted bridge. A long way below I could see cars driving along the bridge, then to my surprise a little tabby kitten fell out of the sky and landed beside me.

      ‘Hello’ I said,’ Were you caught up in that tornado as well?’

      ‘Tornado? No, I was just walking along the beach with my mummy when this big bird swooped down and picked me but I must have been too heavy and so it had to drop me and I fell down to here. I’m very frightened, it’s such a long way down,’ she said as she looked over the edge.

      ‘Well, not to worry, I’m called Bubbles and I’ll get you down safely and back to your mother,’

      ‘Will You? Oh thank you, I’m called Nina.’

      ‘OK Nina, climb up onto my back and hold on tight.’

      Nina did as she was told, climbed onto me and clung on so tightly her craws were digging into my skin. But I didn’t mind, not as long as Nina was safe.

      Slowly we climbed down from that high bridge, several times the wind blew so strongly it almost made me slip and fall into the deep dark waters below but at last we got down safely onto the ground.

      ‘Oh thank you Mr Bubbles, thank you.’ Nina exclaimed as she gave me a big hug.

      ‘You’re most welcome, Nina. We cats have to help each other, you know, it’s in the rules, ‘The Cat-alogue of Cat-iquette. And my name is just Bubbles, not Mr Bubbles.’

      ‘Sorry, it’s just that my Mummy tells me to always be polite.’

      Now that we on the ground I was able to have a look around and I realised that I was standing on the famous Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco.

      San Francisco is in California on the west coast of America which meant that I had been carried by hurricane and tornado completely across the country; from Florida on the east coast to California on the west coast.

      A world record.

      I made sure that Nina got home safely. Her mother was so relieved to see her again, convinced that she had gone forever. ‘Thank you so much Mr Bubbles for bringing my Nina back to me,’ she said, giving me a big cat-hug.

      ‘Bubbles, just Bubbles and I’m just glad that I was there to help, you know what they say, a good deed a day keeps the vet away.’

      I decided that as I was now in San Francisco that I would have a look around and see the sights.

      I went to Fisherman’s Wharf where there are lots of restaurants and at the back of one I found some discarded pieces of fish and helped myself to an excellent fish dinner.

      As I was walking along the wharf I heard a man say to his wife, ‘Look, over there on that island, that’s the famous Al-Cat-Raz prison ’. Al-Cat-Raz prison, what was that, a prison for gangster cats?

      I quickly left Fisherman’s Wharf and went for a ride on the famous cable cars, up and down a very steep road with fantastic views across the bay. I enjoyed it so much I rode those cable cars all afternoon.

      Then I made my way to the airport and got onto a plane that was going to Toronto in Canada. But when I went to look for some food, a steward grabbed me and stuffed me into an empty cat carrier at the back of the plane. It was too small for me, very uncomfortable and cramped and when we got to Toronto, the steward just threw me off the plane.

      ‘Clear off and don’t come back.’

      As if I’m likely to after that treatment, am I? I’ll never fly with that airline again.

      I didn’t spend any time in Toronto because as I walked through the airport I saw a poster advertising the Niagara Falls. I had seen a television programme about it when I lived with my humans and had always wanted to go there to see it, one of the largest waterfalls in the world.

      I soon found the tourist bus going to the Falls and jumped on board.

      When we arrived, I followed the crowds towards the river and the falls. I was so excited to see the waterfall that I ran as fast as I could towards the railings at the very edge of the river but it had been raining heavily and there was a big patch of very slippery mud. Before I could stop myself I was sliding desperately through the mud, under the railings and hurtling down towards the raging river below and I fell into the water about 50 metres from the falls as the current swept me away.

      Somebody shouted, ‘There’s a cat in the river, throw a lifebelt’ but it was too late. In seconds I was carried closer and closer and closer towards the awesome Falls. I struggled in the raging waters and tried to swim to the side but the current was too strong and then I was hurtling over the falls and plunging to the bottom, 60 metres down. There was nothing I could do to slow my fall and I crashed into the waters below. I was sucked underwater, struggling for breath deep down in the swirling depths. The current still carried me away but then I managed to get to the surface and take some breaths. I’m a cat so I can swim very well, but not against that powerful current as it swept me further downstream.

      Luckily I saw a tourist boat and swam towards it. Somebody spotted me and I was plucked out of the freezing water but I was a very soggy moggie, a very cold shivering cat.

      I shook off as much off the water as I could and then a kind lady dried me off with a towel.

      I had now seen the Niagara Falls, rather more closely than I had intended, so it was time to move on to somewhere else.

      I made my way to the railway station and just as I got there I heard an announcement, ‘The train for New York is now boarding on platform 4’and I knew where I was going to next.

      New York!
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      My name Bubbles and I am a travelling cat.

      After falling in the river and then swept over the Niagara Falls in Canada, I had boarded a train headed for New York in America. All I can say is that the train journey was one of the worst I have ever known. I walked down to the buffet car, looking for something to eat but was chased away, not one of the grumpy passengers would give me any food and so I had to go hungry. Very hungry.

      Then I found a cabin with two bunk beds and just settled down to sleep on the lower bunk when I was chased out of there. I jumped up onto a seat in one of the carriages but was chased off that as well. The journey seemed endless and I was so glad when I finally arrived in New York.

      I scavenged some scraps of food from the dustbins outside the station and then wondered, what can a travelling cat do in New York? Where can he go?

      I had heard that there was a giant gorilla called King Kong who lived on the Empire State building. I’ve never seen a giant gorilla and so I decided to go and visit him, have a chat and he could tell me what else there was to do. But when I got there, there was no giant gorilla, or even an ordinary sized one. Not even a chimpanzee. Having nothing else to do, I decided to go to the top of the building, a building which was the tallest in the world when it was built. I got into the lift along with a lot of other tourists and had my tail trodden on. This always happens to me in lifts, perhaps I should stop going in them. Or become a Manx cat, Manx cats have no tails, you know.

      At the 80th Floor I had to get out and get into another lift, got my tail trodden on again and went up to the 86th floor. where you get to see the view. I had to jump up onto a low wall to look through the railings, I could see the river, bridges and other tall buildings and I looked to see if the giant gorilla was on one of those but he wasn’t. Just then a huge gust of wind blew me off the railings but luckily back into the building rather than off it.

      However, even though as a cat I have nine lives, I did not want to risk them by getting blown off the building in the other direction and made way down the stairs, all 1,576 of them. Phew, I was glad that I hadn’t had to walk all the way up them, glad I I’d taken the lift. Even though my tail was sore from being trodden on.

      I wandered about for a while and then found myself in a part of town called Chinatown where there are lots of Chinese restaurants and shops. As I walked down the street I saw dozens of cats waving to me and ran across the road to say ‘hello’ to them. But when I got close I saw that they were just made of plastic, painted gold and with their right paws waving backwards and forwards.

      What on earth were they? Why were they waving?

      As I watched them another cat came up beside me. ‘What are they doing?’ I asked him.

      ‘They’re called money cats and the waving is supposed to bring good luck and lots of money,’

      How silly I thought, why do plastic cats need lots of money?

      Next I made my way to Central Park, a big park in the centre of the city. In the park there was grass and trees and ponds and lakes with lots of people running or walking dogs, mothers pushing prams and children running about or playing games. But hey, did I really have to come all the way to New York to see what I could easily see at home? Except I don’t have a home.

      Time I think to move on.

      When I had been on top of the Empire State building I had seen a big white ship moored in the docks. I had been on a ferry going from England to France but never on a big ship like this and I decided that my next journey would be on that big white ship, wherever it was going.

      When I got to the ship I just followed some passengers as they walked up the gangplank and onto the ship. When I got to the top of the gangplank a man in a white suit saluted me and said, ‘Welcome to the ‘Princess Lily’ cruise ship. You must be Elizabetta, the new ships cat. The Captain will be so pleased to see you.’

      ‘No, I’m not Elizabetta,’ I said, ‘I’m Bubbles, I’m a boy cat not a girl cat and I’m not a ships cat, I’m a travelling cat,’ but he did not seem to understand me,

      ‘Follow me,’ he said firmly, ‘The Captain doesn’t like to be kept waiting. Not even for a cat.’ And I had to follow behind him as he marched on ahead. We got into a lift, a lift on a ship, and for once I did not get my tail trodden on. We went all the way up to where the Captain was waiting.

      ‘Ah, Elizabetta, just in time, another ten minutes and I would have left without you. Now you stay here with me whilst we sail out of the harbour’

      I tried to tell him that I was not Elizabetta, not the ships cat, but he would not listen.

      There was a very loud blast of the ships siren, so loud I nearly jumped out of my skin. The ship began to slowly move away from the dockside and we were off, but where to?

      ‘Now listen to me, you report to me every morning at 6 o’clock to accompany me on my daily inspection of the ship. After that it is your job to make sure that there are no rats or mice in the kitchens or restaurants and then you report back to me every evening when you will be required to entertain my guests at the Captains dining table. I presume that you have been properly trained for that?’

      ‘No. I’m not the ships cat’ I tried to tell him again.

      The ship was now sailing past a small island with the statue of a tall green lady holding a torch up in the air.

      ‘The Statue of Liberty’ said the Captain, ‘a symbol of freedom.’

      All very well, I thought, but what about my freedom, my liberty. It seems as though I’m a prisoner on this ship.

      As soon as we get to wherever we’re going I’m going to escape,

      I’m Bubbles the travelling cat.
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      We had been sailing for several days but it seemed like several weeks. Or even months. I’m Bubbles, a large handsome ginger boy cat but everybody on the big white cruise ship, the Princess Lily, thinks that I am girl cat called Elizabetta, the ships cat.

      I’m not a ships cat. I’m a travelling cat.

      We had sailed out of New York but I didn’t know where the ship was headed. At first the weather was fine; the sun was hot and so the human passengers took off most of their clothes and laid on beds by the swimming pools turning bright red. Strange. Why do humans want to have bright red skin? If they want bright red skins why not just paint themselves red and then do something useful instead of lying about all day?

      Every morning I had to walk around the ship with the ship’s Captain as he made his inspection and the rest of the day it was my job to make sure that there were no rats or mice in the kitchens or restaurants. In the evening I had to entertain the guests at the Captains dining table by doing tricks.

      How humiliating.

      To keep rats and mice out of the kitchens and restaurants it was no good just chasing them away as they would only come back as soon as my back was turned,

      I had to think of something else.

      I made my way all the way down in lifts and on stairs to the very bottom of the ship where the rats and mice lived, the rats on one side and the mice on the other. As soon as the rats and mice saw me they ran away.

      ‘It’s all right,’ I shouted, ‘I’m not going to hurt you, I just want to have a chat.’

      ‘You’re a ships cat, so how can we trust you?’ answered Boris the boss rat.

      ‘Yes, how can we trust you,’ said Stanley the boss mouse. ‘Ships cats are the worst, really mean and spiteful, worse even than the humans.’

      ‘I’m not a ships cat, I’m a travelling cat.’ I said.

      ‘OK, we’ll talk but keep your distance,’ said Boris.

      We sat around in a circle, me, Boris, Stanley and some of the other rats and mice as I told them my problem. ‘The Captain believes I am the ships cat and so it’s my job to keep you from going into the kitchens and into the restaurants, the passengers don’t like it apparently.’

      ‘I know,’ Stanley said, ‘the ladies scream and jump up on the chairs, it’s ever so funny to watch.’

      ‘Well don’t. don’t ever go into the restaurants again.’ I told him firmly.

      ‘All right,’ the mouse said but I don’t think he really meant it. I’d have to keep an eye on him.

      ‘What about the kitchens? asked Boris, ‘they are the only place where we can find food.’

      ‘If I can arrange for you to get food, do you promise to keep out of the kitchens and restaurants?’

      ‘If you get us food, we’ll have no need to go there and I promise that the rats will keep away.’ said Boris.

      ‘All right,’ answered Stanley reluctantly, ‘get us food and the mice will keep away.’

      ‘Good’ I said, ’we have a deal,’ and we shook paws on it.

      The only problem was, how to keep to my side of the deal?

      I made my way to the main kitchen and found the head chef, the one with the tallest hat. I explained the situation, at first he did not understand but by signs and gestures I finally got him to understand and so every morning after the Captain’s tour of inspection, the chefs put food out for the rats and mice on one of the lower passageways where passengers never go.

      Everybody was happy. The rats and mice, the chefs and the Captain. Everybody that is apart from me. I still had to humiliate myself by doing tricks at the Captains dining table, I danced on my back legs, danced on my front legs, did forwards and backwards somersaults, leapt high on the air from the table and spin around in the air like a top.

      When I lived with my humans, my best friend Matty the mouse and I used to do tricks like that, it was fun but having to do it, being forced to do it, was no fun at all. It’s all right for dogs to do stupid things like that but very embarrassing for a travelling cat.

      I was determined that as soon as the ship docked somewhere, anywhere, I would make my escape.

      And then the weather turned.

      I heard the Captain talking to all the passengers on the ship’s intercom.

      ‘Ladies and Gentlemen, unfortunately we are in the path a very large hurricane called Hurricane Ava, We cannot avoid it and it will hit us within 24 hours. The weather will be very bad with very strong winds, the sea will be very rough and we will not be able to move around the ship. I’m sorry but you will all be confined inside your cabins. The restaurants and kitchens will be closed and we will have to feed you with stale cheese sandwiches made from mouldy bread, rotten apples, cold porridge, sour milk and broken biscuits. Have a nice day.’

      Now, I know all about hurricanes because when I was in Florida visiting Disneyworld, a hurricane lifted me up and carried me off all the way to Kansas where I met the Cowardly Lion before a tornado took me off to San Francisco.

      The Captain was right, It was a very bad hurricane, for two days the winds howled, the ship was thrown about all about by the storm, giant waves smashed over onto the decks as the ship was rolled from side to side and was thrown up and down, All the sun beds slid into the swimming pools and windows were broken by flying debris.

      But even the worst of storms eventually stop and life onboard quickly returned to normal. The sun shone again, the sun beds were pulled out from the swimming pools and the humans went back to turning their skins bright red.

      Then the Captain announced, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, we have just entered into the mouth of the Amazon river.’

      We were sailing up the Amazon river, to the Amazon jungle, and I was sure that I going to have another adventure.
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      The Amazon River in South America, the longest, greatest river in the world. And here I was sailing up this mighty river on a cruise liner called the Princess Lily. I’m a travelling cat called Bubbles, but everybody, apart from Boris the boss rat and Stanley the boss mouse, think that I’m a ships cat called Elizabetta. I didn’t want to stay on that ship any longer, no way. I thought it would be an adventure when I first got on board, but it has been a nightmare. I have to embarrass myself every night by doing tricks for the amusement of passengers at the Captain’s dining table.

      Totally humiliating for any self-respecting cat.

      As soon as we stopped somewhere, I was going to escape.

      It took another two days sailing up the river before it finally docked at a small town somewhere in Brazil. Time for my departure. I did not try to go down the gangplank that the passengers were using as I knew that the Captain would have given orders for the crew to stop me. So I went to the front of the ship and ran down the thick rope which tied the ship to the dockside. I heard some angry shouts but took no notice and just kept on running. And running. And running.

      I was free, free, free at last.

      When I finally stopped running I was deep into the jungle. I would not say I was lost, cats never get lost, I just didn’t know exactly where I was. I carried on walking, listening to the noises of the jungle. The song of the birds, the chatter of the monkeys up in the trees and buzz of the insects. I came to a river, not the big one, a much smaller one with a nice sandy beach. I had a drink of water and feeling tired after my exertions, settled down for a cat-nap on the warm sand.

      I awoke to the sound of a tremendous scuffle and turned to see a large spotted jaguar, a big cat about the same size as a leopard, dragging away a 3 metre long caiman. The caiman, a South American alligator, had been creeping up behind me. It had been ready to seize me and drag me into the water when the jaguar spotted it and come to my rescue. The jaguar wrestled with the caiman until the beast broke free, dived into the river and swam away.

      ‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘thank you very much.’

      ‘You are very welcome. And very lucky. Who are you, little cat, so very nearly a caiman’s supper?’ the jaguar asked.

      ‘I’m Bubbles, the travelling cat.’

      ‘A travelling cat? And where have you travelled from and what are you doing here so far into the jungle?’

      ‘I’m a English cat, from England.’

      ‘England, I do not know this place, is it down the river?’

      ‘Yes, a very long way down the river and beyond.’

      The jaguar, who said his was Jorge, asked me again what I was doing in the jungle.

      ‘I like to see new places; I like to see new sights.’

      ‘The jungle is not a safe place to see new sights. If you do not know the jungle it is very dangerous. You will look but you will not see the dangers.’

      ‘I can see, I have cats eyes,’ I answered.

      ‘Cats eyes are not enough, little traveller, you need jungle eyes.’

      ‘Jungle eyes?’

      ‘Yes, look around and tell me what other dangers you can see.’

      I looked around, I looked at the river but could see no sign of the caiman, I turned around and looked back into the jungle and looked up at the trees but saw nothing that gave me any alarm.

      ‘There is nothing, nothing dangerous.’

      ‘As I said, you look but you do not see. Look there, what do you see?’ and Jorge pointed at some nearby reeds. I stared hard but could see nothing.

      ‘Look again,’ Jorge said.

      I stared again and then I saw it. The head of a gigantic snake.

      ‘That my little friend, is an anaconda, the largest snake in the jungle, it can grow to nearly 10 metres and would crush your bones in a second. Even I give respect to the mighty anaconda. Look around what else do you see? Look in the river.’

      I looked at the river but all I could see was a shoal of fish.

      ‘Nothing’, I said again.

      ‘Nothing? Those fish a are piranha, very ferocious, very aggressive, if you went in the water near them, they would attack you, all of them. What else do you see?’

      ‘Nothing much, just some ants.’

      ‘Those ants my little cousin, are army ants and they will eat anything and everything in their path, Even you.’

      ‘Oh,’ I said surprised. ‘Even me?’

      ‘If you do not get out of their way, yes. What else?’ Jorge insisted.

      I looked around again but still could see nothing to alarm me and shook my head.

      ‘Look over there, across the river at those trees.’

      ‘Just a big bird, nothing else.’

      ‘Just a bird, that bird is a harpy eagle my friend, who would have you for breakfast. No. little cat, you are not safe here. Come with me and I will lead you to safety.’

      Jorge led me through the jungle, along paths so faint they were hardly visible, through thick bushes and hanging vines, except one of the ‘hanging vines’ was a green snake. I don’t think I would ever have found my way out of the jungle without Jorge’s help.

      We came to a village. ‘There you are little cousin, one of the fisherman will take you to the big town when he goes to sell his fish.’

      Before I could say thank you, I turned around and he was gone, vanished into the jungle green, his spotted coat the perfect camouflage.

      I spent two or three days in the village. They fed me lots of fish and I played with the children and had a lot of fun.

      Then one of the fishermen loaded his canoe with his catch of fish, I jumped onto the back of the canoe and he paddled slowly down the stream.

      Without my realising it, the tip of my tail was dangling in the water. Then I felt a sudden sharp pain in my tail, I jerked up, pulled it out of the water and there was a fish with very big, very sharp teeth dangling there, biting the end of my tail.

      ‘Piranha’ shouted the fisherman and knocked the fish away with his paddle. I looked at the chewed end of my tail and found that the piranha had bitten some of it off and it was about an inch shorter. Ah well, I suppose that there is now less tail to get trodden on in lifts.

      We reached the town and I thanked the fisherman and made my way to where I could see some small aircraft taking off and landing. One these small planes, big enough to hold only 10 passengers, was about to take off. I ran across the runway and jumped aboard just as the door was about to close and the plane took off and into the skies.

      Where was I off to next?
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      Somewhere in the Amazon jungle I jumped onto a small aircraft and then hid under a seat until the plane was well and truly up into the sky. My name in Bubbles and I am a travelling cat.

      When I thought it safe enough, I came out from under the seat to have a look around and maybe find some food. At first nobody took any notice of me, perhaps a travelling cat wandering up and down a small aircraft is nothing unusual? There were about ten passengers on board including a very large lady who took up almost two seats all by herself, squeezing a very tall thin man tight up against the side of the plane, like an elephant leaning against a lamp-post

      Then I strolled into the cockpit to say hello to the pilot. He took one look at me and shouted, ‘A cat, a cat, get it out of here, throw it out of the door.’

      ‘We can’t do that,’ protested one of the passengers.

      ‘Well do something, lock it up somewhere, I’m totally allergic to cats, I come out in green spots, a purple rash and my bottom turns bright blue.’

      I was picked up, not very gently and thrown into one of the toilets at the back of the plane.

      Phew, it was smelly in there. Very smelly.

      Eventually I felt the plane beginning to descend, then it landed with a bump and came to a stop.

      Somebody opened the toilet door and I tried to get past and escape but the tall thin man grabbed me and carried me to where the very large lady opened up her handbag, a handbag the size of the small suitcase and stuffed me inside and closed it up. ‘Bring the beast,’ she said to the very thin man, ‘the children can play with it.’ and I was carried bumping down some stairs, into a car and driven away.

      It was very smelly inside that handbag as well, smelling of stale cheap perfume, rotting bananas and sweaty socks.

      It was a very long, very uncomfortable journey and by the time we reached wherever we were going, the handbag smelled of cat pee as well.

      I was still trapped inside the smelly handbag and no matter how much I squirmed and wriggled and bit and scratched the tall thin man and the very fat lady still managed to put a collar and lead on me. Now I know that dogs love wearing a collar and lead but we cats have far too much self-respect to put up with that.

      Only when the collar and lead were very tight and secure did they let me out of the handbag. I had a look around to see where I was. It seemed to be some sort of farm with some strange looking woolly animals in the nearby fields. All around were very high jagged mountains and crags and high up in the sky several large birds were circling.

      ‘Here you are children,’ the fat lady shouted, ‘you can come play with this thing.’

      Thing? Thing? I’m a cat. A travelling cat who’s been to see the Queen. So show some respect.

      Laughing and shouting, two children ran over, a very tall thin girl and a very short fat boy. They tried to get me to walk behind them like a well behaved stupid dog but I dug my claws in. So they just dragged me behind them like a piece of cloth at the end of some string. Very undignified so I had no option but to get up walk behind them. Just as well my friends back at my humans house couldn’t see me, how they would have mocked and laughed at me.

      Luckily, the children soon got tired of walking me about and so they tied the lead to a long piece of rope so I could at least walk around. I walked across to a fence to talk to one of the strange woolly animals.

      ‘Hello,’ I said, ‘I’m Bubbles, a travelling cat from England.’

      ‘Alpaca’ said the animal. nodding towards the other animals, ‘We are all alpaca.’

      ‘Alpaca? I have never seen alpaca before and I don’t know where I am. What is this country?’

      ‘Peru, this country is Peru.’

      ‘Oh Peru, where Paddington Bear comes from. Did he live nearby?’

      ‘Paddington Bear? I do not know this bear; I have never heard talk of him.’

      ‘You’ve never heard of Paddington Bear, the most famous bear ever to come from Peru? The bear who loves marmalade?’

      ‘Marmalade, what is this marmalade?’

      ‘Never mind.’ I could see that this conversation was not going anywhere so I wandered off and had a sleep in the sun. At night, the thin man put me, with the collar and lead still attached, into a deep basement room and closed and locked the door.

      It was on the third night that I saw a large rat come through a hole in the wall and without having seen me, began to eat to bits of corn in the corner of the room.

      Wanting to have a bit of fun, I very quietly and very stealthily crept up behind him and said ‘BOO’

      The rat jumped about 6 feet into the air in shock. ‘Please don’t hurt me, I’ve got a wife and 793 children to care for,’ he pleaded.

      ‘Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt, I love rats.’

      ‘But you’re a cat and cats hate rats and mice’

      ‘Not this cat, rats and mice are my friends. I’m a travelling cat.’ I added.

      ‘Not doing much travelling at the moment, are you?’ the rat answered cheekily who then told me that his name was Pedro.

      ‘No, I need to get out of here. I need to escape but I can’t with this lead and collar fastened on me.’

      ‘Would you like me to chew through the collar?’ Pedro asked.

      ‘Would you? Could You?’

      ‘Of course, I am your friend.’

      And Pedro did just that, quickly chewing through the leather of the collar with his sharp rodent teeth.

      Next morning, when the thin man opened the door I ran up the stairs, between his spindly legs, through the farm house and out into the fields as fast as I could run. Eventually I stopped and looked around, looking for signs of danger.

      But I forgot the lessons that Jorge the Jaguar had given me in the jungle, I looked but I did not see.

      Just as I turned away, on silent wings a huge condor vulture, the largest bird in South America, swooped down and carried me, clutched tight in its talons, off into the skies.

      The bird flew up a steep mountainside to a nest of twigs and branches perched on a narrow ledge on the rock face. The condor dropped me into the nest where 4 hungry condor chicks began to peck at me, thinking that I was food. I soon would be food unless I could manage to get out of the nest and climb down the rock face. hundreds of feet above a sheer drop to some trees and a river below.

      I had to immediately move and start to climb down now.

      Before the condor came back and fed me to those chicks.
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      After escaping from the basement of the alpaca farm where I had been held prisoner, I was seized by an Amazonian condor vulture which carried me, hooked talons digging into my sides, far up into the nearby mountains. The rockfaces were steep and sheer with only very narrow ledges on which the condors built their nests and the giant bird dropped into one of them.

      Almost immediately hungry condor chicks began to peck at me.

      I had to get away and climb down the rockface before the parents came back and turned me into cat-food for the chicks.

      I am Bubbles, the travelling cat, but that journey up to the condors nest high up in the Andes mountains of Peru was not one that I had planned and definitely one I did want.

      It was a long, long drop below the nest onto jagged rocks, trees and a long slope leading to a small stream beneath the rugged cliff face.

      When I had fallen from the Eiffel Tower in Paris I had been able to spread out my legs and tail and glide safely to the ground. I could not do that here. Above in the skies, the condors were circling, looking for food, and if I tried to glide away they would immediately spot me, fly down and seize me again. No, the only way to escape was to climb down that rock face.

      But where were the handholds, or should I say paw-holds?

      I hung from the ledge by my front paws and claws, the only grip I had, but then the chicks kept pecking at my paws and my left paw slipped.

      I was hanging onto that cliff face by one paw only.

      I felt around with the left paw, found a tiny little crack and hooked my claws onto it. My backs legs scrabbled about for other cracks or tiny ridges and then my right back paw found a small toehold for my claws. I carried on, inch by inch, foot by foot as I made my way slowly down the rockface. My claws felt sore from the strain of hanging on and I had a cramp in my back legs.

      Then I saw the giant shadow of the condor swoop by and I clung even tighter to the rock, afraid to move in case it saw me. After it had passed I carried on and then looked down to see how far I had to go to get to the bottom.

      Big mistake. I lost my grip and fell. I felt as though I had been falling for ages before I landed on the slope at the bottom of the cliff and I carried on, rolling and tumbling down the hill, banging into trees, scraping past jagged rocks and stones, crashing through bushes with sharp thorns before suddenly I was at the end of the slope and rolled into that small stream. I was winded, bruised, cut from the pecks of the chicks and scratched from the bushes and trees and rocks I had bumped into as I tumbled down that slope.

      I took a drink from the stream, which was actually little more than a trickle. Ooh, that water was so, so, cold, it nearly froze my tongue and chilled my insides but I felt so much better. I looked around and noticed a big wooden cross standing nearby at the head of the stream and wondered what it was for.

      I could see no immediate signs of danger but I was still not safe. The condors were still above in the skies, looking for food for their young and they have very, very, good eyesight. I had to be very careful, to keep to as much cover as I could, stay in the shadows and not move too quickly.

      I started my cautious journey and slowly followed that stream as it trickled and wriggled down the mountain side.

      It got bigger and wider and deeper and I remembered the dangers of the river that Jorge the Jaguar had pointed out to me in the jungle.

      Caiman alligators, the fearsome piranhas, giant anaconda water snakes and who knew what other dangers lurked in the waters of the Amazonian highlands and jungles.

      And then I saw a tree trunk floating down the river close to the shore and I scrambled up onto it, totally exhausted. Who knew that adventuring could be so tiring?

      I stayed securely on that tree trunk as it floated onwards, surging over rapids and small waterfalls. I passed small beaches on which several caiman lay in the sun, glad that I was not actually in the water.

      An anaconda swam close by but gave me no attention and I made sure that the end of my tail did not dangle in the water and be chewed by piranha again.

      We passed small villages and then small towns and eventually the log slowed down and then bumped into a jetty where a small boat was moored.

      I jumped off the log and scrambled up the jetty and onto that boat. It was about as big as a bus with open sides and a wooden roof to protect passengers from the sun. The boat was already full of passengers and shortly afterwards, it set off down the river. Those passengers were so kind, feeding me with pieces of fish and chicken and I realised for the first time, just how hungry I was after all my troubles with the condor.

      We passed several villages before the boat pulled onto another jetty and prepared to turn around to go back to where it came from but I soon found another much larger boat and carried on my journey down the mighty Amazon River.

      We passed many small towns before finally coming to a much larger town and to my surprise I saw a big white cruise liner tied up to the docks.

      I quickly ran aboard, glad to see it was not the same cruise liner as before and the next day, the ‘Princess Elsa’ set sail. Where it was headed I did not know, just so relieved to be leaving the Amazon, the most perilous adventure I had had so far in my travels.

      I later learned that the wooden cross I had seen below the condor cliff marked the source of the River Amazon and when the ship sailed out of the river and into the Atlantic ocean. I became the first cat in history to travel down the entire length of the river, all 6,400 kilometres of it.

      I wonder where I am going to go next, but I might have a rest first,.

      Or maybe not.
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      When I ran aboard the Princess Else cruise ship I had no idea where it was going but soon found out that it was returning to Southampton in England. For 5 days it sailed across the Atlantic Ocean and I spent my time at the bottom of the ship, living with the rats and mice who became my friends. I protected them from the ships cat, a bully of a black cat called Brutus who chased my friends all over the ship until I put a stop to it, I gave Brutus a slap across his nose and like all bullies, he backed down.

      ‘Make friends with the rats and mice.’ I told him.

      ‘I hate rats and I hate mice’ he answered petulantly.

      ‘And they hate you, but if you make friends, life will be easier for everybody,’

      ‘I don’t like it, it’s not natural for cats to make friends with rats and mice.’

      ‘Believe me, your life will be much easier and you will get lots of praise from the Captain and chef for keeping the rats and mice under control.’

      And after some more persuasion, he finally agreed and for the remainder of the cruise cats and rats and mice lived in friendly harmony. I hope it continued once I left the ship.

      I am Bubbles the travelling cat and I try to make friends with everybody whom I meet on my travels. Friends can help you get out of tricky situations.

      Then the ship arrived at Southampton and I was back home again in England.

      Except that I did not have a home!

      I was thrown out of my home by my humans David and Suzie when I took my best friend Matty the Mouse into the house to meet them.

      So really, I had no reason to stay in England and decided to carry on with my travels.

      I am a ginger cat with dark brown stripes down my side and I have always thought that my grandfather must be a tiger, so I decided to travel to India and look for him.

      And I had always wanted to see the famous Taj Mahal in Agra, I had watched a programme about it on television when I lived with David and Suzie.

      So, the next day I was on a flight bound for Delhi, the capital of India and wasting no time, from the airport jumped onto a coach to Agra and the Taj Mahal.

      As I wandered around the large open space in front of the main gate, I heard a child shout, ‘Look a snake charmer!.’

      Snakes are not my favourite creatures but I still went over to have a look.

      A man sat cross legged in front of a basket playing a tune on a bamboo pipe as a large snake slowly weaved its way out of the basket and began to sway and dance to the music.

      A snake charmer?

      Well I can tell you, that snake looked anything but charmed. He was miserable and humiliated and I could understand exactly how he felt, remembering the time I had to do tricks for the Captain’s table on a cruise ship I once had been on.

      ‘Hello, you don’t look very happy,’ I said to the snake, ‘What’s your name?’

      ‘I’m Cyrus the Dancing Cobra and no, I’m not very happy,’ he answered, ‘but a poor snake’s got to make a living somehow, hasn’t he? And I do have a nice basket to live in, not many snakes can say that, now can they? And I do get a mouse to eat every six months and another one on my birthday. So it could be a lot worse I suppose, but I do wish he’d learn to play another tune on that pipe, I’ve had to listen to that same dreary old tune day in day out for years and years and my arthritis is playing up lot these days…’

      I didn’t like the idea of Cyrus eating mice but I suppose he has to eat something and so I left him grumbling away to himself and walked through the main gate and into the gardens and there was the Taj Mahal in front of me.

      I was not disappointed.

      Believe me, it is magnificent, the most perfect building I have ever seen, a vision in white marble with a big white dome and four minaret towers at each corner.

      I waited to watch the sunset slowly setting behind the Taj, the brilliant orange evening sunlight sparkling over the white marble like brilliant diamonds.

      Then it was time to move on. I had a tiger to find and so went to talk to Cyrus the talkative cobra again.

      ‘Hello again,’ I said, ‘I’m looking for my grandfather who was a tiger, do you where I can find some tigers?’

      ‘Your grandfather was a tiger? I might just be a stupid dancing snake but even I can see that you can’t be the grandson of a tiger.’

      ‘I am, look at the stripes down my side, just like a tiger?’

      ‘Suit yourself, believe what you want, I want to believe that I’m a King Cobra and that I live in a palace and only do this dancing lark for a bit of exercise,’ Cyrus said scornfully.

      ‘So you won’t tell me where I might find some tigers?’

      ‘Didn’t say that, did I? If you want to make a fool of yourself I have heard that there is a reserve for wild tigers at Ranthambore.’

      ‘Ranthambore? Where is that, how do I get there?’

      ‘What do you think I am, a travel agent? Flap your wings and try flying.’

      ‘That’s silly.’

      ‘No sillier than thinking that you’re a tiger’s grandson!’

      ‘There’s no need to be nasty.’

      ‘No need to be nasty? Listen, I’m a highly venomous snake forced to live in a basket, to work for that misery,’ he said nodding at the snake charmer, ‘and dance every day for the delight of tourists who couldn’t care less. I’ve got every right to get nasty, pussy cat, so go away and live me alone.’

      ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. Goodbye, take care.’

      But the snake wasn’t listening.

      I found my way to the railway station at Agra Fort and asked the station cat if there was a train which could take me to Ranthambore.

      ‘You’re lucky, the night train leaves in half an hour, hop aboard, the journey takes more than five hours and you’ll be at Ranthambore station in the morning. From there you need to take a taxi or coach to the tiger reserve. Good luck.’

      Good luck, I think I was going to need it if I was going to find my grandfather.

      Ranthambore Tiger Reserve, here I come.
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      I heard the lady ask the taxi driver to take them to the Ranthambore National Park and so I jumped into the taxi with them.

      I’m Bubbles the travelling cat and I was in India, looking for tigers. I’m a ginger cat with stripes down my side and I am convinced that my grandfather must have been a tiger.

      Ranthambore National Park is a tiger reserve and I was certain that I would find my grandfather there and had travelled by train from the Taj Mahal to the railway station closest to the park. The taxi ride would take me the rest of the way.

      I sat on the seat between the couple and the lady gave me a stroke. ‘Look,’ she said to her husband, ‘he’s got stripes just like a tiger, he must be a mini-tiger.’

      A mini-tiger, I liked that.

      ‘Be careful,’ her husband said, ‘You don’t know where he’s been, he could have fleas, foreign germs, malaria or anything,’ and he sat as far away from me as he could.

      ‘Don’t be silly, he’s a lovely clean cat, aren’t you, mini-tiger?’

      When we got to the park entrance, I thanked them for the ride and ran through the gates.

      I was in tiger country,

      Walking into the forest I eventually came to a small river. By a small beach, basking in the sun were four Indian crocodiles. One of them looked at me with a hungry look in his eye, ‘Come closer. little one,’ he said, ‘come closer.’

      ‘I don’t think so, Mr Crocodile,’ I answered as the beast began to creep towards me. ‘No, I don’t think so at all, thank you very much.’,

      ‘I only want to be friends,’ the crocodile said with a false smile, creeping a little bit closer. ‘Even crocodiles need friends.’

      I try to be friends with everyone I meet on my travels, but I think the hungry crocodile had other ideas.

      I turned to move away when I heard a rustling in the bushes and saw another, far larger crocodile behind me. Just as it lunged towards me I leapt out of his way and scrambled up a tree. The crocodile looked up at me from below and opened his mouth wide to show me all his sharp teeth.

      ‘I’ll still be waiting for you when you come down from that tree,’ he growled, ‘I’m a very patient crocodile.’

      ‘But I’m not a very patient cat,’ I answered as I ran along a branch and leapt to the ground and sprinted away as fast as I could.

      Phew, that was close. Too close.

      I had to remember to look all around, in front, to each side, up and down and behind, the jungle is a dangerous place for a city cat.

      Then I saw a lady leopard lying along the branch of a tree, her tail swinging backwards and forwards.

      ‘Hello,’ I said, ‘I’m Bubbles, I’m a travelling cat and I’m looking for a tiger who might be my grandfather.’

      ‘Well hello Bubbles,’ she replied, ‘I’m Lekisha and if you are looking for tigers, you have come to the right place. You’ll have to talk to Krishna; she is the queen tigress of Ranthambore and she can help you but you had better come with me for safety. Some of the tigers hereabouts might think you’d make a good lunch.’

      ‘Even though I’m a mini-tiger?’

      ‘Even so.’

      Lekisha jumped gracefully down from the tree and walked over to me and for a second or tow I thought she was going to have me for lunch.

      ‘Follow me,’ she said and led me through the forest and then up a steep hill to where an old fort stood. ‘This is the home of Queen Krishna, wait here and I’ll tell her you are here.’

      A few minutes later, Krishna emerged from the fort alongside Lekisha.

      ‘Lekisha tells me you are looking for a tiger who could be your grandfather?’ she said, ‘is that so?’

      ‘Yes, your majesty. I have travelled a long way to look for him.’

      Krishna walked slowly around me two or three times, inspecting my tiger stripes.

      ‘Hmm, little cat, you do have tiger-stripes and the only tiger in my kingdom who has markings like yours is Bumburam. He has fathered many cubs. I will send for him.’

      When Bumburam arrived he examined me closely to see if I could the son of one of his cubs. He spent a long time inspecting my stripes, he looked into my eyes and studied my bushy tail.

      After a last long look he said, ‘No, this little cat might have tiger stripes like mine but he is not a tiger. His tail is not a tigers tail. He is not related to any of my cubs,’ and he turned and walked away. Despite all my high hopes, somehow I was not surprised.

      ‘Sorry, Bubbles,’ Lekisha said kindly, ‘it looks as though you have come a long way for nothing.’

      ‘No, it was not for nothing, I have seen some wonderful sights, met some good friends and I know there is a lot more of the world to see.’

      Krishna now called me over. ‘Bubbles, Lekisha will escort back to where you found her. After that you are no longer under my or her protection.’

      At her tree, I said goodbye and thank you to Lekisha and started to make my way back to the park exit.

      I was following a narrow trail through the jungle when suddenly here was a hiss like a growling dog and a massive venomous snake reared up in front of me, its forked tongue flickering, its long venom fangs bared. I did not have a tape measure with me so I can’t tell you exactly how long the snake was but it must have been at least fifteen feet long, It towered over me and reared back, ready to strike with its deadly fangs when a grey coloured animal a bit larger than me ran in front of me and shouted at the snake.

      ‘Nagaina, no,’ and ran at the snake, driving it back. The cobra struck, but the mongoose was too quick and the snake missed. ‘No Nagaina,’ the animal shouted again, ‘go back to your eggs or I will destroy them. You know that I can.’ Slowly the snake slid backwards before it turned and wriggled away.

      ‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘whoever you are.’

      ‘I’m Rikki Tikki Terri the mongoose, and that was Nagaina the King Cobra.’

      ‘Why did she want to attack me, I’m no danger to her and I’m too big to eat.’

      ‘She was protecting her eggs.’

      ‘What would I want with her eggs? I’m a cat, I don’t eat snake eggs. Yuk!’

      ‘She doesn’t know that and she was only being a protective mother.’

      ‘I suppose so. well, thank you again. I’d best be going.’

      As I walked away, Rikki Tikki Terri shouted after me.

      ‘My grandfather was famous you know.’

      ‘Famous?’

      ‘Yes, Rikki Tikki Tavi, he was in a book or something.’

      ‘Oh yes, of course,’ I answered but really, I had no idea who he was talking about.

      When I got back to the park exit I was just in time to see the same couple asking a taxi driver to take them to the railway station and so I jumped in alongside them again.

      ‘Oh no,’ said the man, ‘It’s that pesky cat again!’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BUBBLES ON MOUNT EVEREST

          

        

      

    

    
      On the way to a tiger reserve in India I had jumped into a taxi alongside an elderly couple.

      I am Bubbles the travelling cat and on the way back from seeing the tigers, I jumped into a taxi with the same couple again.

      ‘Are you sure it hasn’t got fleas? Or ticks or scabies or something, because I haven’t stopped itching ever since this morning?’ the man complained.

      His wife ruffled through my fur and looked in my ears.

      ‘No’ she said, ‘No fleas or ticks or scabies anything else. He’s just a lovely cat, aren’t you, mini-tiger?’

      She calls me mini-tiger because I’m a ginger cat with stripes like a tiger but I am not a tiger. Not even a mini one.

      ‘I just hope the beast is not going to be with us all the way to Kathmandu’ her husband grumbled.

      Kathmandu? I didn’t know where that was but I suddenly knew it was the place I was going to next.

      Kathmandu must be a special place for cats, I thought.

      Of course I didn’t sit with the couple as they made their way from the tiger reserve to Delhi airport and on then on to Kathmandu in Nepal. I just secretly followed on behind them wherever they went.

      But once I got there, I found that there were hardly any cats at all in Kathmandu.

      However I did see lots of monkeys in a temple and one of them violently grabbed my tail and pulled it really hard and so after two days I decided to carry on to somewhere else. Back at the airport I jumped onto a small aircraft just before it took off. and I heard the pilot say, ‘Welcome to this morning’s flight to Lukla, starting point for the Everest base camp and the summit.’

      Everest? Wow, I was going to Mount Everest, the tallest most famous, mountain in the world.

      It was only a short flight as the plane flew up towards the cloud covered mountains and then landed at a small airport. Once off the plane I just followed everybody as they walked through the town. We then walked across several narrow suspension bridges spanning the river below and I heard somebody say they were too scared to look down.

      Why not, there was a lovely view of the sharp rocks and the river below. I hurried on ahead as I could not understand why everybody was walking so slowly and stopping every half an hour. The narrow track got steeper and steeper and there was a sheer drop to the river on one side. Then I came to a police checkpoint. I walked straight through, of course, tail held high and the policemen saluted me as I passed.

      I came next to a small town where there was a market with all the clothes for sale scattered about the ground. At first I thought it was a rubbish dump then realised they were for sale.

      There was nothing for me there so I carried on and after a steep climb I arrived at a small village, It was getting dark and I was now very tired.

      In the centre of the village there was a camp site and so I slipped into one of the tents to sleep for the night The other occupants of the tent didn’t seem to mind and in the morning they gave me some dried meat and some sour tasting milk. They said it was yak milk. Yak milk? More like yuk milk.

      I set off again along the narrow steep paths. All around me were the magnificent, jagged snow covered mountains glinting in the sunlight. As I walked long, I was surprised at how many crashed helicopters I saw. That night I reached what was called the base camp where there were lots of yellow and orange tents and very many multi coloured flags. I crept into one of the tents but this time I was not made so welcome.

      ’Get that fleabag out of here,’ a woman shouted and I was picked up by the scruff of my neck and tossed out of the tent.

      ‘Fleabag? Fleabag? What is it with humans and fleas, some of my best friends are fleas?

      Fortunately, a man had seen what had happened and invited me into his tent. ‘Come in here,’ he called, ‘I could do with some company.’

      ‘Hello, I’m Henry’ he told me as he gave me a piece of chicken and some milk, proper milk, not that yuk milk.

      I’m Bubbles, I told him and he nodded as if he understood.

      ‘I’m climbing to the top of Everest; would you like to come with me as my companion?’ he asked.

      I nodded ‘yes’, it would be good to have a friend and share his tent as we climbed the mountain together.

      Very early the next morning, Henry introduced me to Pasang, his Sherpa guide for the climb to the top of the mountain.

      Then Henry, Pasang and I set off once again and before long the steep ground turned to ice and snow.

      ‘This is called the icefall’, Henry told me. ‘It’s a moving glacier and is extremely dangerous.’

      Soon I could see why, We came to deep crevasses, like cracks split through the ice which had to be crossed by ladders laid across the gap. Henry wanted to carry me across but we cats are far more sure-footed than humans and I quickly ran across. However, the next time I slipped on the icy ladder and very nearly fell into the crevasse. Had I done so, I would never have got of there again so Henry tied a rope around me for safety and that night he made me a kind of harness to clip me safely at all times to the ropes.

      He also pointed out large blocks and columns of ice, ‘They are very unstable,’ he said, ‘and can easily topple over and crush you and there is always the danger of an avalanche.’

      As well as the ladders across the crevasses, there were many vertical ladders and sheer ice cliffs I could not climb and so Henry would put me in a nylon bag and carry me up that way. Very undignified.

      At the top of the glacier we came to another camp and spent the night there. Overnight it snowed and the tent and every else was covered in thick snow making it even more dangerous as the crevasses could be hidden by the snow. It was so cold, I had icicles hanging off my nose and my tail was frozen stiff

      We carried on climbing for two more days, always roped together before we came to the final camp, called Camp 4.

      For the next three days the weather was too bad to climb with fierce snowstorms and winds so strong they nearly blew my fur off. Then the weather did clear and so the next day we would make that final climb to the summit.

      We set out before midnight on a steep climb before we reached a narrow ridge which led to the very top of the mountain. Then with a final last steep climb and scramble that I determined to do myself. we were there.

      On top of Everest. On top of the world.

      ‘I want to take a photograph of you,’ Henry said, ‘Can you hold this?’ and he passed me a small Union Jack flag which I held between my paws.

      ‘Wonderful,’ he said. ‘Thank you.’

      That photograph of me on top of Everest holding the flag was to make me the most famous cat in the world.
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