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PREFACE.

" HAT shall I wnte sbomt next,
dear P * smd I to my Litile friend,
Tillen Alford, when I gavo her ©Tho Story
of a Monsa®
The small, curly head was put coquet-
tishly on one side, and a moment spent in
consideration. * Write abonta Cat 1* "T'waa
quickly decided, and I daresay tho circum-
stance was as quickly forgotten by tho
protty pet; yet it has froquently recurrod
to the mind of the anthor. But, as *“The
Story of & Mouse™ professes to be written
by the tiny cresture ifself, so, likewise,
* The Story of o Cat® must be sapposed
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to emanate from that domestic favourite.
My young readers, I am sure, will make
due allowance for any errors she may have
fallen into; and the older and graver
portions of mankind have too much to
engago them to pay any attention to Puss
and her memoirs; unless, indeed, she
ehould be found guilty of teaching rebellion
to lawfol authority, or of recommending
pride ond ill-temper, rather than the
opposite qualities of homility and kind-
hoartedness to all.
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THE STORY OF A CAT,

CHAPTER I

BEARLY EECQLLECTIONR &,

WELL remember that cold winter's
night when I lsy shivering in the
stable, with three other little creatures, Like
myself, I suppose, though I never saw bub
one of them-—a fine little black fellow, with
& skin so smooth and soft that it waa quite
a pleasure to touch him, The other two
kittens had been carried off the very day
I now spesk of, snd I dsresay our poor
mother had gone in search of them, leaving
us very uncomfortable, and crying with
cold and hunger before she getarned. She
did not bring our lost companions with her
B
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when she came back, and I heard after-
wards that they had been drowned by some
cruel person in & pond ab the bottom of the
garden. However, we knew nothing of this
at the time; and, ss we had never secn
them, becanse we were both blind, we did
not care much about our young relatives,
except that whem there were fonr of us
together we did not get zo cold when left
to onrzelves as wo did after wo missed
them.

When oor mother came back to us
she was wet snd uncomfortable; wvery
likely she had ventured mfo that nasty
pond to bring out the poor desd kittons.
I don’t know whether this was so or not;
but our mother made a very pitcons mow-
ing aa& she licked us all over and fondled ua,
and st last lay dowm beside ne, when wo
all fell asleep and forgot our troubles.

A day or two after this sad event, and
before we could see, we were again left to
ourgalves, and while we were tambling and
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rolling over one another, I heard the stablo
door open, and in & moment after a kind
voice attered these words:

“0Oh, Katie, arn’t they beantiful little
creatures? Which of them ghall you
choose for yours T

“T don't eare anything about cats,” said
another voice, which did not sound half =o
sweet aa the first one; “ but I shall have
the black kitten, and I shall ¢all him T'om,"

“0Oh, I'm so glad you have chosen the
black one, and not this sweet, darling hittle
tortoiseshell ;** and the person whko spoke
took me up very gently, and stroked mo so
goftly, that I found her hand much amoother
than mothor's tongne: then she laid me
down sgain beside Tommy, and I left off
erying, for although I was certainly not
hurt, but had boen used very kindly, I did
not know what wae going to be done to me,
eo I began to call out in time.

Bince then I have often been noticed for
my beauty ; I have heard my bright green
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