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Who has a pet cat? Hands up. Let us hear
some of the things vou have noticed about
vour cat. Is she fond of vou? How do vou
know? Is she quict and sober, or frisky and
Il\iSk‘hi(‘\'()l].\'? How old 15 she? Does she ke
to be with vou, or with other cats, or does she

like. to be alone? There is a verse that savs

“The dog will come when he is called
The cat will walk away.”

[s that true? Where does vour cat like to
sleecp? Do vou ever find her sleeping in queer
places? A cat that we had liked to curl up in
the kitchen dipper, until she got too hig. Once
we found her asleep in a man's boot, and once
we saw a gray taill hanging down from the
roller towel, and there was pussv Iving in the
towel, as if it were a hammock.

More than a hundred vears ago there lived
a very good man named Cowper, who wrote
beautiful poetry. He was ill a good deal of the
time, and had to live very quietly in the country
but he was not ‘lonely, for he loved animals,
and always had pets. He took very good care
of them, and noticed all their funny  ways.
Listen to this story, that he wrote about his cat:

A poet’s cat, sedate and grave,

As poet well could wish to have,

Was much addicted to inquire,

For nooks to which she might retire:
And where, secure as mouse in chink,
She might repose, or sit and think.
Sometimes ascending, debonnair,

An apple-tree, or lofty pear,

Lodged with convenience in the fork,
She watched the gardener at his work:
Sometimes her ease and solace sought
In an old empty watering pot.

But love of change, it seems, has place
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master s snug abode,
hanced, at bottom lined
the soltest kllh!,
pending o'er the rest,
the tdpmost chest,
h,oand none to spare,
slumber there;
it beyond expression,
cne, and took possession.
her case, ofe 'l‘ll_k{.
Fer own humdrum song,
ares of hfe ]v(‘ililhl,
he would sleep her last,
e, housewifely inclined,
nand, and shut at fast;
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shook cned Puss)

ded thus?
was lefe, | SO,
4 nest for me
s well composed,
the mad and wt was closed,
woth these kerchiefs, and how sweet!
dehicate retreat!
resign myselfl 1o rest,
ol dechning in the west,
Ul 1o supper, when, no doubt,
Susan will come, and let me out.
he evening came, the sun descended,
And Puss remained stull unattended,
The night rolled tardily away,

iWith her indecd, ‘twas never day)

The sprightly morn her course renewed,

I'he evenming grey again ensued.

And Puss came into mind or more,

I'ban if entombed the day before,

With hunger pinched, and pinched for room,
She now presaged approaching doom,

Nor slept a single wink, nor purred,

( onscious ol itnp.ud)‘ incurred.

Fhat night, by chance, the poet, watching,
Heard an inexplicable stratching;

His noble heart went pit-apat,

And to himself he sad, “What's that?"
He drew the curtain at his side,

And forth he peeped, but nothing spied,
At_length 4 voice which well he knew,

A long and melancholy mew,

Not only in our wiser race:

Cats also feel as well as we,

That passion’s force, and so did she.
Her climbing, she began to find,
Exposed her too much to the wind,
And the old utensil of tin

Was cold and comfortless within:
She therefore wished instead of those
Some place of more serene repose.
Where neither cold might come, nor .ir
Too rudely wanton with her hair,
And sought it in the likeliest mode,
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Saluting his poetic ears,

Consoled him and dispelled his fears;
He left his bed, he trod the floor,
And “gan in haste the drawers explore,
The lowest first, and without stop

I'ke rest in order to the top,

Forth skipped the cat, not now replete,
As crst, vith airy self-conceit,

Nor, in her own foud apprehension,

A thenie for all the world's attention,
But maodest, sober, cured of all

Her nathons hyperbolical,




