What is VIVISECTION »?

Vivisection means the infliction of pain on cats, dogs and
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Many of these experiments are extremely cruel, and we who

oppose the practice say that scientific knowledge which can

only be obtained through cruelty is knowledge the world had

better be without.
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L A Peff SPRATT'S Prepared
CAT FOOD is a
favourite among Cats
and Kittens, because
it contains the fish
which they prefer
without the risk ol
swallowing dangerous
bones. It also
contains in concen:
trated form all the
nourishment necess
ary to build firm
bone and to give the
real beauty of coat
that comes from
perfect health.

SPRATT’S Gub

SPRATT'S PATENT LIMITED, 41-47, Bow Road, Londc

“Redwalls
Snowstorm,”’
owned and bred
by Mrs. E. M.
Hacking. Photo
by Joseph

1 Wilday.

SHERLEY’'S ARE A GREAT HELP

Here’s a kitten to be proud of ! A Chinchilla,
bred by Mrs. E. M. Hacking of Liphoolk,
Hants, it owes not a little of its hapoy well-
being to Sherley’s Cat Condition Powders,
I always use your make of any medicine |
may need,”’ she writes. Her wide experience
confirms that listlessness, loss of appetite,
failing coat, etc., caused by impurities in
the bloodstream, are quickly corrected by
a . course of Sherley’s Cat Condition
Powders. Tasteless, and casily given, they
are obtainable from Chemists, Stores and

Corn Merchants at 7d. and 1/8d. pei
packet including Purchase Tax.

SHERLEY’S CAT Souomon

POWDERS

A.F.SHERLEY & CO.LTD., 16-18 MARSHALSEA RD., LONDON, S.E.|
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MERCIA STACY

1, Grosvenor Crescent, St. Leonards-on-Sea. Sussex.

Editor :
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Associated Press.

“POSTAGE Due,” the travelling cat, peers from its crate at the Spokane,

Wash. Post office, December 2nd, after having been found in a mail
bag at Port Orchard, Wash. The cat was returned to Spokane, where it
is regarded as the official mouser in the Post Office terminal. ’

The Photograph on the Cover is by Henry C. Stacy, A.R.P.S.
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By
H. OLIVER HALL

O. Mistress dear, I cannot bear

The tales about poor cats I hear!

They say we’re sly and cruel and proud,
Stay out at night and howl aloud,

And love to torture birds and mice

In short, alas! we are not nice.

We have no heart. We only seem

Friendly and nice when there is cream
Somewhere poured out in a saucer,

And have our share we think we ‘oughter.’
Now Mistress dear, be strictly fair,

And realise we DO our share,

We rid you of the mousey pest,

With rats and moles we do our best,

And if at night we grace a tile,

Its only for a little while,

While YOU go out with painted faces,

(We think such things are sheer disgraces)
To auction bridge and cocktail teas,

Where IS the difference, if you please?

And if sometimes we make a pass,

When the moon shines bright, at a likely lass,
Forget it! for you might do it too, %
If the hour and the lad where O.K. by you. |
So mistress sweet, next time you meet,
The gossips who such lies repeat,
Stand up for us poor downtrod folk,

Donald McLeish.-

And all such horrid tales revoke, _. A LITTLE LADY OF VALENDAM
Speak up the truth, and don't forget
To rub it in—MY CAT’S A PET. - AND A FRIEND OF THE FAMILY
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Inky

The Cat
Who
Blacked
Himself Out

ROBERT ABBEY

WE always say that Inky is
our step-child, and so he
is, in a manner of speaking, for
it was on the door-step that we
found him one cold autumn
morning in 1936. On the
previous evening we had heard
a. faint mewing in the garden,
but looking for a black cat at
night is like searching for a
nigger in a coal cellar, so we
gave it up. But next morning
we found him in the porch, a
-frightened, dirty little bundle of
matted fur, with pieces of
bramble sticking to him.
He was so small that he

looked more like a rat with his
fur flattened with mud. He
was so timid and unused to
human beings that it was diffi-
cult to catch him. Eventually I
made a successful grab and
carried him into the kitchen to
a saucer of warmed milk, but he
was so young that he could not
lap properly. . I dipped my
finger in the milk and in his
hungry eagerness he bit me.
After a time we got him to eat
and drink a little, but he
certainly was very wild. In
such cold and wet weather as
we had had recently it was
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remarkable how he had existed,
for he could not have been more
than a month old.

Next day I took him along to
the vet. to ask him his opinion.
He examined the dirty dis-
hevelled object and confirmed
that it was a tom. “He might
develop into quite a nice
animal,” he said. ‘“Leave him
with me for a couple of days.
I'll give him a bath first.” And
when T called two days later,
what a. transformation! He
looked like a real cat this time,
a tiny bundle of long fur who
could stand on my palm with
room to spare.

Inky grew into quite a good-
looker and compared = quite
favourably in our inexpert eyes
with a " 5ally” champion of
which we found a photograph
in an encyclopaedia. Neverthe-
less he was wild, and he still is.
He can be very fussy, but when
he plays with you his wildness
soon comes out and before long

you feel his claws and teeth.

During his sceond and third
years he developed a most
distinguished looking light-grey
ruff, contrasting strongly with
his otherwise complete black-
ness. Visitors always commented
on this distinctive feature, but
just after war was declared his
ruft gradually began to change
colour and by the Spring of
1940 he had obeyed the Defence
Regulations to the peint of
producing a complete black-out.
We hoped that at the end of
the war he would go gay again
but so far he remains in total
mourning.

Although he likes the fireside
and a lap to sit on as much as
any other cat he is really the
athletic type and in his tenth
year he is certainly a model of
fitness. He is a great hunter—
proof, no doubt, of his wild
ancestry—and as long as he
continues to hunt he won't
develop a middle-aged spread.

Our cat had an accident to his tail when he was about a year
old. We never knew what happened—maybe he was shot, or run
over, but he had quite a nasty time as he got an abscess, and lost
all the fur about two inches from the tail-root. Ever since, his tail
has seemed weak; he never curled it neatly round him and it was
always getting trodden on, and he could never carry it evect over
his head like the other cats. When I went down the other morning,
I heard a cat crying in the kitchen. It was Samuel, and his tail
was frozen to the floor in the leakage from a burst pipe under the
sink! I thawed it out with some warm water and released the
prisoner. Since then, his tail seems perfectly normal, he now curls
it comfortably round himself, and can hold it up straight as a poker
when he comes Ytbﬂﬂiﬂg to meet me! Item from the Press
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Strange But True
" o Series o

. The Theatre Cat
By KIT WILSON

JF he ever had a baptismal

mame . it wasy dlest in
obscurity, but as he was
regarded in universal affection,
and everybody called him some-
thing different, it is problem-
atical if he would have answered
to it anyway. He was in fact,
the Theatre Cat, and as such,
was affectionately called,
Moggy, Tiddles, Nigger or
Puss, and as each name meant a
friendly pat or tickle ear, he
couldn’t have cared less, and
answered to any of them if he
felt so inclined. His arrival at
the stage door had been in the
days of his extreme youth,
when, feeling a spirit of adven-
ture during the absence of his
mother on a dustbin expedition,
he had wandered from the only
home he had ever known out in-
to the cobbled streets of a
Northern town, and in a very
short time had found himself,
hopelessly lost, very frightened,
and extremely hungry; added to
which it had started to rain, and
so he was getting very be-
draggled. Wailing plaintively,

he wandered into the first open
doorway he had come to, and
probably in his tiny mind had
hoped for the best.

That was a long time ago, and
good food and warm milk and
a nice sit by the fire, in the door-
keepers box, had seemed good,
so he had decided to stay. At
the time of this story he had
become part and parcel of the
staff, large and black, with a
sleek  coat, most imposing
whiskers, which were the envy
of every villian who played on
that stage, and large emerald
eyes.

The'statk’ ~and  ‘visiting
companies alike held him in
deep affection, for those were
the days when the same
companies visited the theatres
regularly Autumn and Spring.

He learnt the first command-
ment of theatre cats at an early
age, “thou shalt not be heard
or seen upon the stage while the
lights are 1it.” In his extreme
youth, curiosity had led him just
to have a ‘“‘look see,” unfortun-
ately for him he had chosen a
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most inopportune time to do so.
He did not know that the lovely
red paper he played with so
prettily was make-believe fire,
and his game coincided with the
dramatic scene which was the
forte of a highly tempera-
mental, and slightly passé
actress.  The audience had
enjoyed his act more than the
one they had paid to see, and
roared with laughter at his
antics, but the rage of the lady
at the fall of the curtain, and
the solidity of the varied things
she had thrown at him, had so
terrified him that never again
had he dared set foot on the
stage while the lights were lit.

When he was small there was
generally somebody to play
with, but as he grew up he put
childish things away, and would
spend hiseveningsin the artiste’s
bar, either sitting smugly on the
counter, or asleep on the one
comfortable chair, until the
orchestra started to play “God
Save the King.” At the opening
bars he would rise, stretch him-
self, and with that dignity, that
only cats can attain, stroll up
the stairs to the now empty
stage, where he would remain
till the last member of the
audience had left. the theatre,
the curtains were up, and
every artiste had, in turn,
departed; then when all was
quiet, and he was alone, king
of his realm of make believe, he
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played his part.  Without a
sound, he would perch himself
on the red plush ledge of the
stage box, and sit there waiting
and watching, his emerald eyes
gazing into the now empty
stalls, his ears pricked listening;
at last he heard the sound
that was music to him, a slight
scuffling in the distance, some-
times heralded by a faint
squeak, his whiskers trembled,
the scuffling was getting louder,
it was getting nearer and nearer,
and nea...with a spring, he leapt
into the auditorium, the squeak

 became a shriek, the scuffling

receded into the distance
again. - He: returned  te: the
stage via the rail round the
orchestra pit, laid the body
of his first victim on the apron,
and returned to his vantage
point in the box. Throughout
the night he worked, till there
was a neat row of bodies, lined
up with the precision of the

opening chorus. When he was .

satisfied that he had had a good
bag, he would retire either to
the most comfortable piece of
furniture on the stage, or if the
company had been so thought-
less, as to fail to provide such
a piece, to the property room
where there was always a pile
of cushions or curtains, or some-
thing equally soft, there he
would = sleep soundly, until
the o arrival ' of | ke @ day
staff, when he would Ilead
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them in triumph to his night’s
work, and then receive his
reward, a good breakfast. In
the back of his mind he must
have regarded that breakfast as
a reward, and probably thought
that if his row of inanimate
vermin were not there he would
have to forgo his delectable
meal, however as he had never
failed in his self imposed task,
no such emergency had arisen,
until one day when trouble
overtook him. '
By some mischance, it was
again curiosity that nearly killed
the cat, a new play visited the
theatre, and = among  the
properties that was used was a
bird, a mechanical contrivance
on a very strong spring. [
hive said that a¢ he  never
visited the stage during the per-
formance, he had never seen this
bird in action, so when he
followed his nightly routine
after the show was over and
saw this thing for the first time,
his eyes nearly popped out of
his head. Here indeed was the
reason for a particularly good
breakfast, but had the thing no
sense, there it sat and stared at
him, the mighty hunter, with-
out so much as the bat of an
eyelid. He dealt with a couple
of rats! Yes there it was the
silly thing still staring at him,
he crept nearer, still it didn’t
move, nearer still; this was far
too easy a game, but it might

" move if he made a little sound,

he hit the boards with his hind
leg; still the creature just stared
at him; he could bear it no
longer, he sprang—it seemed as
though a fire bolt had gone up
his front leg, the world went
dark. How long he lay there he
didn’t know, but when he came
to, the bird had gone, and he
found that he could only hobble
on three legs, one of his front
ones was useless.

He waited for what seemed
endless hours for his friends,
when they arrived it did not
take them long to discover what
had happened, the spring had
broken his leg, and the offending
bird was lying in a feathered
heap in the front row of the
stalls. Tenderly they picked him
up, and set off with him to the
nearest vet., who, on hearing
the story, set the broken bone
in a plaster Paris case, and
advised complete rest. Back in
the theatre, a box was provided,
and he was made as comfortable
as possible. For the first few
days he did not want to move,
in fact it was an effort even to
rouse himself to accept the
offerings of food and drink

. which were brought to him.

Then the awful thing occurred
which he had so often feared,
one morning the staff arrived,
and there was no breakfast for
him; of course he wasn’t to
know that there was a very good

e
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reason for the omission, or that
it would be rectified in a very
short time. The fact remained
that he had had no breakfast,
and the reason was perfectly
plain, no job, no breakfast, and
although he fed well that day,
nothing made up to him for that
early meal. The following
morning, the staff who had left
him snugly in his box by the
warm pipes after the perform-
ance the night before, were
amazed to find on their arrival,
two rather battered corpses in
the wusual place, and more
amazed still to find the same
thing the following morning, so
they decided to watch (it must
be stated here that by this time
the little matter of breakfast
had returned to normal). When
all was quiet in the theatre, two
of the staff crept back, there he
was in his box his splinted leg
stuck out, just as it had been
since his accident; it was
fantastic, yet, what was the

mystery of the mice? From the
distance they watched, then
slowly, and with difficulty, he
got out of his box, hobbled up
the few stairs to the stage, and
over to the far corner where he
waited : they hid behind a piece
of scenery and watched. He
crouched, supporting his body
against the wall, with his
injured limb on the outside,
suddenly there was a squeak
and a scuffle, a mouse had
emerged from the hole, down
had come the splinted leg on its
tail or hind quarters, so holding
it immobile he killed it and
hobbled painfully to the apron
where he placed the body in the
usual place, and with slow
determination returned to the
corner, to watch and wait.

And if you don’t believe this
story—well blame the person
who told it to me, anyway I
knew the cat and would believe
anything of him.

Coffee——AA »Sjia‘lmese Kitten

By BRENDA G. MACROW

WHEN [ first walked into the

sunlit Hertfordshire farm-
house, Coffée’s mother growled
at me like a dog. Coffee, who
was playing with her little cross-
eyed brother and sister on the
floor, scuttled under the nearest

chair.

Her eyes were enormous,
bright blue, and shining like
jewels. Her coat was darker
than that of the rest of the
litter, and, already, she had the
long, sleek lines and narrow
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muzzle of her grace-
ful mother.

She was the only
kitten left for sale—
the other two had
been already spoken
for. I did not mind
in the least. I liked
her best on sight.

Knowing little of
the breed, I studied
her pedigree and
made what I hoped
were appropmiate
comments. All my
life, I had wanted to own a
Siamese cat. I tried not to
appear excited as I picked her
up.
She was unbelievably soft, a
bundle of rippling cream-and-
brown velvet, trimmed with
ivory and sapphires. Unlike her
mother, she was very friendly.

I made out the cheque, and
carried her carefully outside.
She did not approve of that, and
began to struggle. I put her in
my bicycle basket, and tied a
scarf over the top. Several farm-
hands came to watch, grinning
and offering suggestions. At
last, I was ready to start. I
stroked Coffee under the scarf,
and she promptly dug teeth and
claws into my hand. I mounted
the cycle, some-what chastened,
and rode away.

All along the winding Hert-
fordshire lanes, over the border
into Essex, she howled like a

strangling baby. The noise was
excruciating. The simple
country folk hung over their
garden gates in horror as I went
by. I began to have misgivings
about her attitude to my Skye
terrier and vice versa. Jeannie
was used to cats, but had had
no acquaintance, so far, with a
banshee !

It was dark when I reached
the cottage.  Switching on my
torch, I untied the scarf and
gathered up a struggling bundle
of fur, teeth and claws. Then I
unlocked the door.

Jeannie flung herself upon
me in an ecstasy of welcome—
and Coffee spat in her face with
the force of a pop-gun. Jeannie
retreated precipitately, in hurt
amazement.

I shut all the doors and
windows, and put Coffee down
on the floor. She at once burst
into a string of foreign oaths,
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spat at the dog, leapt on to the
piano (presumably to take
better aim) and spat again from
there. She was like a little fiend
let loose. One could scarcely
credit that she was barely six
weeks old.

I introduced her to her sleep-
ing quarters. There is a wee
Yalpstatee - roome I m
bungalow, which is reached by
climbing a small ladder. I
thought perhaps she would feel
safer up there. She took to it at
once, stopped swearing and only
muttered darkly as she gazed
down at Jeannie through the
open trap-door. I had been told
that she drank only water, but
tried her with some milk, as she
seemed so very small.  She
lapped it up thankfully. When
I went up the ladder a few
minutes later, she was sound
asleep in the middle of the bed.
Obviously, she took life as she
found it!

T came “‘downstairs,” and set
about explaining matters to the
bewildered Jeannie.

A month passed before Coffee
would inhabit the same room as
the dog without protest. I had
never known a kitten take so
long to make friends. Jeannie
used to watch her from a
distance, a would-be maternal
expression in her brown eyes,
her tail hopefully thumping the
carpet. But her advances were
jeither violently repulsed or
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studiously ignored.

Then, one day, Coffee got
caught in a shower. This was
altogether too much for Jeannie,
who at once trotted up and
began to lick off the excess
moisture. 10 my amazement,
Coffee endured these ministra-
tions to her need. She even
purred a little! From that
moment, they were fast friends.

It is amazing how few people,
in this district, know a Siamese
cat when they.see one. The first
time I took Coffee into the near-
by market town of Bishop’s
Stortford, she created a minor
sensation.  Granted, the little
brown, pinched face with the
huge blue eyes must have looked
quaint as it peeped out of my

coat—but 1 had anticipated

that almost everyone would
recognise the breed and express
only a mild interest. . Instead,
people literally crowded round
to look at the strange, foreign-
looking ‘animal, referring to it
solemnly as a baby fox, a
puppy, even a pet ferret! (Trhis
last was too much for Coffee,
who gave an indignant miaou of
contradiction). I had bought
her a tiny collar, which she wore
with grace and dignity from the
first. Her manners were charm-
ing, and she made no attempt,
now, to get out of my arms.
Much has been written about
the diet of Siamese cats. I can
only say that Coffee has never

shown any sign of fastidious-

ness. She will eat almost any-
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cushions.

Coffee does not share the

traditional feline dislike of

thing, with a preference for raw

fish and cheese. The only thing
I have seen her refuse is, oddly
enough, a mouse! She has a
tremendous instinct for hunting,
and will try to catch any small
thing that moves. She is
incredibly fast, too. I once saw
her leap off the back of a chair

‘and catch a moth between her

paws in mid-air—an uncanny
feat of timing. No “varmint”
can show its nose at Rose
Cottage with impunity since she
came—and yet, she will not eat
them. While they are alive.
there is no peace. Once they are
dead, she has lost interest.
Even in the days of her
extreme youth, when she was
still very small and unsteady,
she would “‘try anything once.”
Her favourite pastime was
descending the ladder from her
“bedroom™ into the lounge. It
was impossible to refrain from
lavching . ae her | antics
Invariably, she would start off
tail-first, try to turn round on
the next rung, slip, somersault,
grab wildly at nothing, and
finish the descent in a manner
reminiscent of Jack and Jill. Or,
sometimes, she would scorn the
second rung of the ladder
altogether, launch herself into
space like a flying squirrel, land
on the piano, and skid madly
along the shiny lid into the sofa

water. Periodically, she will try
to walk on the pond in the front
garden, expressing only a mild
surprise when the surface fails
to support her. It is amusing to
watch her trying it from all
angles, in the hope that one side
may prove to be more solid than
the rest! She will spend hours
standing under dripping taps
and peering down lavatories!

Another of her enthusiasms
—and a rather embarrassing one
—is for men with rough chins.
If you belong to the “stronger
sex,” and have forgotten to
shave, you are definitely “in”
as far as Coffee is concerned.
There is a neighbouring clergy-
man who occasionally obliges in
this way. Coffee will sit on his
shoulder and lick his bristly
chin until further orders! She
also has a passion for buttons
on coats or dresses—or, at least,
she prefers them off, and will
work quietly and steadily until
this end is accomplished. - The
buttons are then taken away and
hidden among her private
hoard.

She wil obey simple com-
mands, such | as e down
“find the ball%i "&o to bed”
etc., and will often answer with
a friendly “brrr” when called.
For some time, now, she and
the dog have been inseparable.
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Their games together have to be
seen to be believed. What cun-
ning in stalking; what growling,
spitting and play-acting goes on
in the cottage every night when
the lamps are lit! What heroic
charging over obstacles—what
ripping off of chair-covers and
trampling of cushions!
Occasionally, I hold my breath
for a treasured vase. More
often, I protest feebly, amid
helpless laughter, while the
battle rages under my very feet.
Sometimes, in the thick of it,
Coffee will retire up the ladder
for a rest—to return with new
zest to the fray as soon as she
has regained her breath.

To' .me, she is the most
affectionate kitten I have ever
known, and is never happier
than when curled up on my lap
or shoulder. Her one failing is
her passion for warmth.  She
will lie full-length on a scalding
hot radiator, or sit huddled up
away from the draught like a
little sparrow on a twig. She
well spend hours under the coal-
range, and emerge covered with
dust and black-lead.  She has
even ,in one of my unguarded
moments, managed to creep into
my bed, where the gods who
take care of little cats mercic
fully preserved her from
suffocation.

Her chief attraction, to the
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stra!nger, is that she will travel
anywhere, at any time, without
the least sign of alarm. I have
never once,  even on long
journeys, put her into a basket
or on a lead or restrained her
in any way. In ’buses, cars,
trams, trains—even the noisy
London Underground—she
will sit proudly on my, lap
surveying her fellow-passengers
with tranquil blue eyes, while I
write, lknit ' or read as df
unconscious of her presence.
Occasionally, she will yawn,
wash herself, or even play with
my fingers—but she will make
no attempt to get down on to
the floor. I am always asked how
I trained her to take life so
calmly, and wish I could think
of a suitably impressive reply.

She is growing up, though.
Her coat has darkened to suit
her name, the “points” are
nearly black. Her slim, svelte
body and long legs are exactly
those of her beautiful mother.
She has a new  sense of
responsibility.  Only the other
day, she growled like a dog at
the paper-boy. And, sometimes,
I catch her looking into the fire
with g strangely-mature
expression on her quaint,
pointed face. The Call of the
Wild is already sounding from
afar: and the problems of
adolescence are giving her food
for thought!

.
—-,T
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Do Cats Think?

Jackie

T is usually little use arguing
with folks who don’t like
cats, concerning their oddly human-
like  characteristics. But' the
following little story will illustrate
my contention that they do think:
no other explanation seems to me
to be possible. '

I wanted “‘Jackie” photographed
and the appointment was duly
made. We had to go some little
distance, so out came the hamper
he wusually travels in when I take
him to an old friend who looks
after him when, as sometimes
happens, I have to go away. Would
he get into it? No. I tried pushing
and pressing him. Not a bit of it.
“There was no luggage about and he
couldn’t understand why I was
suddenly taking him somewhere: he

1 good deal of
cossetting I got the hamper fast

may have thought he was being
taken away altogether. I don’t
know. However as the appointment

| with the photographer had to be

kept, in he had to go, and after a
persuasion and

ened down, and we arrived in good
order at the photographer's.
When we got there, he wandered

| round the studio, as cats so often

do in a strange place and finally

~ he decided (not the photographer!)
| to sit for his picture on a cushion

on a window ledge. The camera
had of course to be wheeled to
suit his convenience, and two
pictures were taken. Immediately
they were done Jackie jumped
down and made straight for his
hamper which was standing open
on the floor and jumped in and sat
down. He considered that ‘two
pictures were quite enough and
wanted to go home, reasoning no
doubt that if he got into his hated
basket he would be taken there.
The photographer was much
amused. I think this shows
conclusively that cats do think.

A Moide T,

DINKY (see picture overleaf) is
a very sweet lovable cat. Her
two black companions are very
rough with her at times. and will
chase her upstairs and downstairs,
until she has to take refuge in a
cupboard or under the bed. i
I wonder how many of your
readers take their cats for motor
rides. We usually take one cat with
us on a picnic journey in Summer.
They will sit in the back of the car
and watch the passing trafic with
interest. Once at the traffic lights
we pulled up by a horse and cart.
Dinky was most intrigued with the
horse, having never seen one at
such close quarters before.




16

A Gallery of

Dinky and Pansy
Pets of Mrs. Irene Feather

im, the pet of Mr. and Mrs.

A. N. M. Garry

17

Readers’ Pets

The daughter of Mrs. N. Green The pets of Mrs. M. A. Elwell

and her Siamese

Terry and Tim, the pets of Jenny Reid
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SMOKY

H. S. Butterworth.
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Your Cat

and Ours

By FELISIA

Just over two years ago,

Peter came to us in a rather
odd sort of way. We found
him—a damaged little cat, sit-
ting pathetically in an old
basket near to the fruit market.
No one seemed to know from
whence he had come so we col-
lected him. The Vet. decided
that he had landed on his head
from a high building, his palate
was  split, his face was cut
and bruised, for three days
he scarcely moved and we
feared he might die, then one
day in the middle of ofhice tea
someone said “Oh look, Peter
Rabbit!” and there he was sit-
ting bolt upright, with his paws
turned over and his back like a
ramrod, so Peter was his name.

He was a round chubby red
tabby, about a year old and we
have never been able to decide
whether he is most related to a
rabbit, Teddy Bear or a lion
cub, perhaos a little of all three.
He has always been a clown.
When he decides that he would
like to go out for a little, he
prays in the corner by the door,
both paws upstretched against
the wall with chin on paws. It
is no use saying “Don’t be silly
Peter. it’s snowing!,” he will
then beat the wall in supplica-
tion, until; unlike the snow, our

heart melts and out he goes.
Coming in has its comic side
too; on a particularly evil, wet,
cold night we- call, and call,.
until we literally are blue, no-
thing happens. ~ We think,
“Poor Peter he will freeze to
death!” Then at last our cries
penetrate and with a gay little:
“Brrp! Mow, thanks for call-
ing me I'll come in now”—he

The Editor.
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emerges from the tomato house
where he has been asleep!

At no time will he come until
he has been ‘‘found,” he will
creep stealthily to our feet and
lie still and silent until we no-
tice him, then he seems to say,
“You didn’t see me come did
you?” and oddly enough we
never do.

You will notice that Smoky
on page eighteen is wearing
a bell with considerable pride.
His owner Mr. H. S. Butter-
worth wrote that the bell was
hung on a ribbon round ' his
neck, to give the birds in the

garden warning of his hunting
expeditions. At the end of the
season the bell was removed,
but Smoky was so distressed
and humiliated, that it had to
be restored. He now wears it
continually and is quite happy.

We have had one or two in-
quiries as to why we were un-
ablé to announce the particulars
of the National Cat Show, at
the Kentish Town Baths in Jan-
uary, in time for entries other
than for those breeders who
received schedules. The reason
for this was that Miss Kit Wil-
son the show 'manager, had the
greatest possible dificulty in ob-
taining a Hall. She was at last
successful, and we just managed
to phone the printer at the last

minute and get the notice into

the January Number, by this
time Miss Wilson was almost

on her knees. It is incredible
how difficult it can be to find
accommodation for such an ex-
hibition in London, especially in
January.

We tried to find a nice flat-
tering picture with the three
Cat Boys, but it seemed im-
possible, so instead we have one
with a pair of trousers and no
cats. We will try the cats later.
As this Editorial goes to press
we look back on many long
dreary days of snow and cold
and fuel cuts, which incident-
ally caused the March issue to
be late, however we hope this
number will be punctual, and
that by the time it is in your
hands, the sun will shine, birds
will sing, and spring will be
with us once more. Cats, how-
ever, have been amusing in the
sonw from time to time: a read-
er, Mrs. Wakefield of Caterham
tells me that her two boys were
building a snow house Eskimo
fashion, in the garden, her cat
Sandy decided to help.

Vigorously digging with his
paws he excavated holes
through the snow walls, dashed
in and out of the tunnels he
had made and rolled over and
over in the drifts playing with
lumps of snow held between his
paws. Truly Sandy enjoyed
Winter Sports, but as we said
before, April is the time for
sunshine, and may it shine a
long time.
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The

Stray
Kitten

By
SHEILA
COOPER

e |G
£A. Ualeotd..

I’'m lonesome, tired and very cold,
The rain has wet me through,

So that my fur sticks to my sides,
| don’t know what to do,

I've wandered round for hours and hours,
I'm hungry as can be:

I've come to ask for shelter here
And something for my tea,

| haven’t fed for days and days,
That’s why | am so thin,

I’'m cold and wet and miserable,

Oh! please may | come in?

B |
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For the Children

Nicodemus, The Knowing Cat
No. 2 THE BLOB OF CREAM By A. R. . BROWNE

WHEN I got my milk bill for

last month, I couldn’t under-
stand why I was charged for two
pints and a half for the second part
of the month, although I always
had just two pints a day. I called
at the dairy to enquire about it, and
the girl who delivers the milk said,
“I thought you wanted two and a
half pints Miss Rose, because you
put out two pints bottles and a half
pint bottle at the back door for me
to collect.” I said I had never taken
in more than two pints of milk,
nor left out more than two empty
pint bottles.

We talked about it for a while,
wondering if somebody was playing
a trick on me.

“There's one strange thing,” said
the girl, “‘the pint bottles are
always washed out, but the half
pint bottle never is and I know
how careful you are,” and as I left
the shop she added, “‘Ivy Cottage
comes early in my round, Miss
Rose, and you are not up when I
call, but your two bonny cats
always give me such a nice

5
‘welcome.

In the afternoon I took a rug
and my knitting to a sunny spot,
sheltered by bushes, where Nikko
‘had already made a nice little nest
for himself in the grass. His half-
brother, Kippie, was a yard or so
away, curled up and asleep.

I sat down beside Nikko, tickled
him behind the ear and said, “You
evidently fancy yourself quite a bit
among the primroses and daffodils.”
He uncurled and stretched, showing

his lovely white underneath with
little grey waistcoat buttons in
pairs, then tucked his head under
his paw, half curled in the other
direction and started to purr loudly.

The events of the morning passed
through my mind, and I thought
them over while I was knitting.
and yet I couldn’t find any solution
to the puzzle. Then, suddenly, the
girl’s last remark came back to me
with a new meaning, and I began
to think aloud, talking to Nikko,
as I often did, as though he could
understand and reason.

“Look here, Nikko, do you know
anything about a half pint milk
bottle?”” Was it my imagination, or
was there something like a wink in
one of his lovely green eyes?
“Come on, tell me now!”

The purring grew louder, and I
listened attentively. “You know,
Slave”—yes, he konws who is
master in this house, and he calls
me Slave—"‘you know. a big fellow
like me needs a good bit of milk to
keep him really fit.”

“You're a greedy boy, and you
get plenty of milk.”

He looked rather hurt. *'T felt I
could do with a bit extra,” he
purred, “and I found a half pint
bottle lying in the hedge.”

“Then, do you mean to say that
for -the past fortnight you have
been putting out a bottle every
night and taking away the full one
before I am dressed in the morn-
ing?” Another wink and more
purrs. “‘But where do you take it

(continued on page 29).
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Drawing
Competition

Drawn by

Jean Imrie

Look at the drawing on this page
and also the one on page 2.

Don’t you think that they are
good?

This month we are offering four
prizes of 5/-, 3/6, 2/6 and 1/6 for
the best drawings sent in. Read the
following simple rules.

1. Name, address and age of
entrant to be written on the
backs of all drawings.

2. All drawings to be in ink, if
possible, in black ink, but
ordinary writing ink will be
eligible.

3. All entries must reach “Cats
and Kittens” office not later
than Saturday, May 10th.

4, The prizes will be awarded
in this way. 5/- for the best
drawing. and 2/6 for the
next best drawing by any
child up to the age of 15.
3/6 for the best drawing and
1/6 for the mnext best
drawing by any child up to
the age of 11.

Any drawing not having the age
of the entrant written on it will be
disaqualified.

Now see if you can do better
than the drawings you see here.

The results will be published in
our June Issue.

THE CASTLE  “GHOST*

RETURNING later fromis e

delightful picnic, Joy and
Shirley decided to cap their day by
a visit to the old castle. At the gate
they brought their admission
tickets and a history of the castle.

*“Gosh, Shirley, look at this,™”
cried Joy reading, “The old hall is
reputed to be haunted by a white
ghostly form, and sometimes
screams are heard.”

“Crikey,” said Shirley, what if
we saw the ‘white ghostly form.” ”

“What a lot of bats there must
be, all hanging wupside down,”
giggled Joy.

“Yes, and spiders,” said Shirley
“I say. Toy ijust look.”

Noiselessly, a white shape was
gliding through the hall. It never
paused till it was near the wall, then
seemed to fly up and vanish,
through one of the old slits.

“Must be our imagination,”
muttered Joy, “Come on, Shirley,
I don’t like this.”

As they made their exit they
heard a  high-pitched  scream,
followed by another and another.

“Awful,”” said Joy, when they
were outside. “Gosh though, we
ought to write up to a papetr or
something.”

Out of the darkness came a
white cat.

“Hullo, pussy,” said Shitley,
“Where do you come from ? You
must belong to the castle.”

Suddenly Joy jumped. “I have
it!” she cried ‘“What silly asses we
were! This cat was the ghost. It
only looked like a shape because of
the dusk. When it seemed to fly
up it was jumping, and of course a
cat could get through one of those
slits. The screams we heard were
the cat miawing.”

After that, they often saw the
white cat. From that day onwards,
he was alwavs known as Spooky.

Alison M. Lanning. 1lyears.
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FIRST AID CORNER

By HILARY JOHNS

BLADDER TROUBLE

I have had one or two enquiries
lately about cats having diffh-
culty in passing their water.

I am sorry to say this is not at
all a rare complaint with cats,
particularly with doctored toms.
The physiological balance is, after
all, a very delicate business and it
is not difficult to put it out of gear
and there is no doubt that neuter
ing does cause disturbance of
internal secretions and therefore
‘has its drawbacks.

Bladder upsets can be incon-
venient to the owner as well as
painful and unhealthy to the cat,
because once the bladder
‘mechanism is disturbed it may well
be that notonly can the cat not pass
water when it wants to, but it may
be compelled to pass it involuntarily
and to have no control over it once
it begins.

As to treatment, there is little
-that one can do in the way of
effecting a cure, and the most that
can be done is to help the patient
‘to maintain as nearly natural a state
of affairs as possible, with regular
action of the bladder.

A light diet, with the chief solid
fish, will help, and plenty of water
and other drink should be given.
‘Gin is useful to promote urination,
and a dose of a five-grain tablet of
potassium bicarbonate may help,
‘but keep your eye on the patient
after dosing as it may well be that

the effect is quick and uncontroll-
able. 5

In the case of cats which are not
doctored toms, there may be various
causes of urinary troubles. Not
forgetting nervousness, or grief or
anxiety. If you know of any reason
of this sort, do all in your power
to rtemove. it and restore the
animal’s happiness and peace of
mind. At the same time, give a fish
diet, and plenty of liquid, as already
indicated. A cat is a very highly-
strung animal and its bodily
functions are very liable to be upset
by emotional disturbances. I
remember a young tom whose
bowels were completely upset when
he was about twelve months old
and first began to take part in the
courting of neighbouring queens.
He was, of course, set upon by
older toms and was so terrified that
although up to then his house
manners had been exemplary, he
disgraced himself time and again
from sheer nerves. He was afraid
to go outside, and his motions were
terribly loose. We cured him by
taking him out into the garden and
waiting with him until all was well.
After a month or two, his nerve
returned and all was well.

To revert to bladder troubles, if
there is any doubt, do consult a vet.
If there is any sign of blood in the
urine when it is passed, go to the
vet. at once. This is a sign of some
serious internal disturbance.

“THE CARE OF YOUR CAT by Grace Cox-Ife and Hilary Johns.
An casy reference guide to feeding, breeding, grooming, first-aid,
etc., with 8 pages of pictures. Price 2/9 post free.
«Obtainable from * Cats and Kittens” Magazine, 1, Grosvenor
Crescent, St. Leonards-on-Sea, Sussex.
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For The Small Breeder

Mrs. V. E. Major’s “Hendon Typhoon”

Feeding the Young Kittens

By s E

FOR the first fortnight of their

lives kittens are far better if
they are interfered with as little
as possible. It may be a hard rule,
but it is certainly a good one to
allow no wvisitors for the first ten
days. There is a big temptation to
show off the litter to all one’s
friends and relations, but the temp-
tation is one to be resisted.

The kittens’ eyes will begin to
open about the eighth day, but
there is often a variation of a day
or two. This is a normal process
which rarely presents any difficulty,
and the eyes are completely open
in about three days. It is at this

ARCHER

time particularly that one should
make ‘sure that the kittens are
protected from any direct bright
light. The eyes, when first open,
are extremely sensitive, and most
kittens keep well to the back of the
box for the first few days. As they
gradually grow accustomed to the
light they will approach the front
of the box from time to time, and
thus gradually accustom themselves
to the brightness of the outside
world.

Although eye trouble with young

. kittens is not the general rule, one

does have to deal with it from time
to time. Sometimes it is just one
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queen who produces kittens whose
eyes will not open without a good

deal of care being shown by the

breeder. In some years one seems
to have trouble with a number of
litters  from  various  queens.
Fortunately the matter can usually
be put right by gentle bathing with
a weak boracic solution.

If the kittens’ eyes have opened
perfectly naturally, and then while
they are still feeding from the
mother you notice that one has
inflamed eyelids, it is as well to
examine the queen. It may be that
some fur round her nipples has
become hardened with dried milk,
and that this is the reason for the
trouble. The constant: rubbing of
the eyes against this rough surface
while feeding, has produced a
temporary inflamation. The cure in

_this case is obvious.

If the kittens are obviously
satisfied and their- growth is
apparent, it is well not to attempt
tos feed them until they are more
than four weeks old. A queen with
a litter of four or five may need
some help with feeding after the
third week, but until they are a
month old the condition of the
kittens must be the guide. In the
fifth week weaning should begin.

The first feed requires consider-
able patience on the part of the
owner, for between the fourth and
fifth week lapping does not seem an
instinctive process. Some breeders
suggest the placing of a teaspoon-
full of warmed milk in a small
saucer, but kittens at this stage are
usually so unsteady on their legs,
and so little in control of their neck
muscles, that they make a very
poor job of it. They find it far
easier to get this milk on their
chins, or up their noses, than into
their mouths. It is essential that a
kitten should not be frightened by
this first attempt, or it is probable

that several days will pass before it
has mustered sufficient courage to
make a second attempt.
Suggestions that the kitten’s nose
should be gently pushed into the
milk are best neglected. Success in
getting a kitten to feed itself can
be achieved by presenting the milk
in a small spoon. Get the kitten in
a position of rest, and then present
the warmed milk in a coffee spoon.
It is not difficult to give the kitten
a taste of the milk without causing
fright at the same time. Usually
one finds on the second attempt
that the kitten will make an effort
itself, and after a day or two the
milk can be given in a small saucer,
From that stage all is plain sailing.
You will find that all kittens in the
litter are not equally advanced in
the matter of feeding themselves,
for those that are greedy by nature
are still satisfied by the lion’s share
which they obtain from the mother.
It is a good plan to give one tea-
spoonful on the first and second
days. double the number of feeds
on the third and fourth, but do not
increase the quantity. From then
until the end of the first week of
feeding, provide three of these
small meals each day. All the milk
given must be warmed, and it is a
good idea to see that all food
provided for the first eight weeks
brought to a temperature approx-
imately to that of body heat. Even
grown cats prefer warm meals.
Goat’s milk is to be preferred to
cow’s milk, but it is not always
possible to obtain a regular supply
of this. There are also on the
market in normal times a number
of milk foods prepared for animal
feeding, and one of these may be
found suitable. The disadvantage is
that they need preparation, and
when the quantity required is so
very small, the labour of doing this
several times a day is somewhat
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irksome.

From the end of the fifth week
the food may become more solid
and the quantity slightly increased.
Opinion varies as to the best type
of food to use, and practically all
the baby foods on the market have
been recommended from time to
time. Just as all these foods would
not be found suitable for a human

baby, so it is with kittens. If one

intends to use some proprietary
article it must be used as an experi-
ment. Kittens find some too

~ laxative, whereas others are not
satisfactory because the kitten does
not like them.

It is a great advantage if one can
Tkeep the diet as simple as possible,
and the experience of the war years
has shown that kittens can be
reared quite satisfactorily without
all those patent foods which were
regarded as essentials in pre-war
days.

When kittens are five weeks old,
replace one of the milk meals by a
small quantity of scrambled egg.
Prophecies have been made as to
the ill effects that would follow this
diet, but fortunately none of them
have yet appeared. Kittens are very
fond of this when it is made to the
consistency of .egg custard, and
adult © cats regard 1t as a  great
delicacy. After three days on which
one egg meal is given, another solid

meal may be added at mid-day. A
small quantity of steamed fish is
excellent. Thus by the end of the
sixth week the kitten will be having
milk twice a day, at seven and at
five, and two solid meals at twelve
and nine. The mid-day meal will be
fish and the evening meal scrambled
egg. In addition to the food that is
thus provided the kittens will also
be feeding from the mother. After
six weeks, however, it is a good
plan to remove the mother for
several hours before one of the
solid meals is given. This is a good
plan from the point of view of the
queen who thereby gets a rest. She
may not appreciate this separation
at first, but it does much to improve
appetite in the kittens. During the
seventh week cooked and finely cut
meat can alternate with fish, and
towards the end of the week a
small aquantity of vegetable can also
be added. The egg meal can be
continued indefinitely. = The only
reason for discontinuing it at any
time will be where there are obvious
signs of constipation. Egg is not
good in these circumstances, but
kittens are rarely constipated. Thus
by the end of the seventh week the
diet will be just that which has
always been detailed for growing
kittens. Do not forget the golden
rule that all changes must be
gradual, and then the chances of
trouble are really very small.

RESEAL LABELS

Printed with these designs:—

Siamese Cat and Kitten.
Siamese Kitten.

Tabby Cat and Kitten.
White Cat.

Persian Cat.

Three Kitten Heads.
Kitten Washing.

Kitten Pair.

Chinchilla Kitten.

and Mark Twain quotation:—
A home without a cat— a well-fed

well-petted and properly revered cat—
may be a perfect home perhaps, but
how can it prove its title?

Price 1/3 per packet.
(Post free).
from CATS & KITTENS,
1, Grosvenor Crescent,
St. Leonards-on-Sea, Sussex.
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Meet The Breeders

SOME BLUES

WITHOUT a break I have owned and bred Blue Longhairs since

1900, and have never regretted my early choice. I brought Hendon
Pooh Bah and his brother to Hendon in 1917 and so started showing in
real earnest. Very few Championship shows have taken place since with~
out a Hendon representative. I feel gratified that two world wars have
not induced me to part with my pets. Perhaps I have been more lucky
than most fanciers in being able, in some way or other to feed them.
Now we have an excellent slaughter house within cycling distance of
Little Primrose, which has taken anxiety off one's mind.

Hendon Blue Robin was born in London and still heads my Blues studs,
supported by his two Blue sons, Elegance of Hadley and Hendon Loyalty.
Hendon Lady Griselda, Robin’s winning daughter at the B.P.C.S. last year
and Tulip of Knott Hall, comprise the Blue ladies. Griselda is to visit
Mrs. Cheney’s beautiful Deebank Michael and Tulip is to be home mated.
Tulip, bred by Mr. Felix Tomlinson is own sister to Mr. Tomlinson’s
winning Trio at Notts. last December.

G. Campbell-Fraser.

CATS AND SUPERSTITIONS

E all know there are all sorts of superstitions going about and plenty
concerning the cat. Most people will have it that a black cat is
lucky, and a white one unlucky. As most people know, I am a breeder
of whites; I have bred and shown them for the last twenty-six years and
I adore them. I fail utterly to see why white cats should be unlucky, yet
I have heard it said often enough. Some people still have it that only
black cats are lucky! When I was very young, newly-married in fact, I
owned a black short-haired cat. He had no pretence to beauty, although
very sweet and intelligent, but as for being lucky, I am quite sure he did
not prove lucky to me! My next pet was a white Persian lady, and she
started me off seriously in white Persians and she brought me better luck.

I remember once, on a boat coming back to England, we noticed that
a black cat had strolled on board, so did some of the sailor boys who
chased it off. When we asked why, we were told that a black cat on board
meant disaster, and that a tortoiseshell and white, or a tabby and white
cat was the proper ‘ship’s cat.’” Then again I remember, when still a
student on the Continent, I heard that a cat suddenly crossing your path
meant upleasantness, and so it proved to some of us. A friend and my-
self had gone to a nearby fashionable spa to spend the day with some
friends. We were walking to the station that night to catch our train
back again, when suddenly a little cat scuttled across our path, nearly
tripping me up, and my girl friend screamed and said it meant bad luck
for the four of us. We certainly all got into trouble that night. We had
caught our train, a long distance express, only to find that the compartment
was filthy and we badly soiled our dresses.

e

‘hearing this  last
-exclaimed indignantly, “I'm not
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My girl friend had forgotten her latch-key so her young man tried to
-gain admittance by an open window, when a policeman turned up and

took them both to the Police Station.

All this we put down to the little

cat crossing our path. Sheer coincidence, you will say. Perhaps; I don’t

know.

" Superstition or no superstition I love white cats; in fact I adore all
white animals, and have kept as many as forty cats and kittens at the same
‘time, but owing to having been bombed have very few at the moment. I
think, a good many people like them, but only fear the trouble of keeping
them clean. Believe me dear reader, they are not only very beautiful, but

highly intelligent.

A. H. Cattermole.

A BLOB OF CREAM

(continued from page 23}.

‘to? And how do you get it out of

the bottle? I've never seen any
milk spilt anywhere.”

“A bottle rolls quite easily,”” he
said complacently, ‘‘and of course I
make Kippie help me and then

-there is an old pie dish under the

bush by the tool shed.” His little

-paws worked and he licked his lips

at the thought of his stolen drink.
“Of course I always lift off the

.cover myself and have the first

drink, because there is such a nice

‘blob of cream on the top, and

Kippie doesn’t need it as he is
distgustingly fat already; but I give

"him a good share of the milk.”

By this time,Kippie had woken
up, heard us talking about food,
and came to sit beside me. On
remark he

too fat, I'm just comfortable!”
adding with a sigh, “and I'm always

“hungry.”

“Youre always after food, if

tha't what you mean,” said Nikko.
“What about the day you got
wedged in a rabbit burrow, because
your sides stuck out such a lot, and
I had to pull you out by the tail?
And then, that other time when
there was a little yellow birdie—

E®h, ibel guiesl Moy make 3
fellow feel such a fool!”” and Kippie
lashed his tail furiously and walked
off to look for field mice in the
bank.

*“You're just a pair of naughty
boys,”” I said,, tickling the waist-
coat buttons, ‘“‘and now I must go
into the house and get an orange
because I am feeling thirsty.”

Nikko stretched himself again
and yawned. “When you come out
again, Slave, you might bring me
a saucer of milk,” another yawn,
“and just a blob of cream on it.”

And did he get his milk? Oh yes,
we all know who’s master here!

And with blob too?

Oh yes, with blob!

CAL N REVME By Tindy Ton: itk 24 Blick Dad wihite

illustrations and attractive 2-colour cover.

Price 2/9 post free.

Obtainable from * Cats and Kittens ™ Magazine, 1, Grosvenor
Crescent, St. Leonards-on-Sea, Sussex.

CAT-LOVERS WRITING PADS AND “RAINBOW"” NOTE
"PAPER. Send 1d. stamp to “Cats and Kittens” Office for leaflet

giving details of designs and prices.



A LITTLE HELP IS ALL WE ASK
TO MINIMISE OUR HEAVY TASK

WE HELP WILL
THE YOU
STRAYS HELP US
1 TO HELP

AND THE
THEM ?
UNWANTED’S &

YOU CAN EASILY DO SO BY MAKING YOUR
CAT A “TAILWAVER”

Please Address Your Donations and Enquiries to :(—

THE CATS’ PROTECTION LEAGUE “TAILWAVERS”
29, CHURCH STREET, SLOUGH, BUCKS.

Mrs. L. FRANCE
“PORT SELAH,” ANNE PORT,
JERSEY, C.I. (Tel. Gorey 334).

At Stud :

SCO-RUSTON
GALADIMA

Young, Virile, Typey, Glorious Eye-Colour.

FEE 2 gns. and return carriage.

Chinki Siamese Kittens for breeding or as pets,

sired by Galadima from the following lovely

Queens : SEALSLEEVE SHAH TRES-CHIC,

SEALSLEEVE SIMI, BROMHOLME CHEN
WAN.

Kittens despatched from London.

MRS. L. K. SAYERS

Southwood Cattery

BLUE POINT AND SEAL POINT SIAMESE
AT STIRID

CHAMPION ZY. AZURE PHANDAH
(B.P.). Sire: Zy. Azure Dah. (B.P.), Dam:
Zy. Azure Phantasy (B.P.). Fee 50/- and
return carriage.

ORIENTAL SILKY BOY (S.P.). Sire: Ch.
Angus Silky. Dam: Sirius Valentina. Winner
2 Ch. Certs. Croydon 1938, Exeter 1939. Fee

45/- and return carriage.

TYPIC PITA (S.P.). Sire: Ch. Jacques of
Abingdon. Dam: Phantom Beauty. Winner lst
and Champion and Best Cat all Breeds. Sandy
Show 1946. Fee 45/- and return carriage.

SOUTHWOOD KUCHING (S.P.). Sire:
Prestwick Person. Dam: Ho-Tu. Winner every
time shown, excels in eye colour. Fee 45/-
and return carriage.

Southwood Farm, Farnborough,
Hants.

Tel. Farnborough 773

- DANEHURST CATTERY

BLUE PERSIANS
BLUE CHINCHILLAS
CREAMS
Kittens only sold to good homes.

CATS AT STUD—Sec separate
announcement. Also STUD
REGISTER (G.C.C.).

GORDON B. ALLT, F.ZS.,

DANEHURST,
SWAINES ROAD,

BEMBRIDGE, I1.O.W.
*Phone ;: Bembridge 291.

First-Class
Pedigree

CATS

SIAMESE
PERSIANS
(Blue, Black or Smoke),
CHINCHILLAS

[ Kittens usually available

\ °  CATS AT STUD.
Please note change of address :
Mrs. Tibbetts, ‘“‘Whiteways Cattery,’’
Funtington Hall, Nr. Chichester, Sussex-

Station : Tel. :
Chichester S.R. West Ashling 302.

|
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HAVE WE HAD YOUR Tel.:

|
SUBSCRIPTION ! |

FULham
A few additional coplen are now avail-| 6201
able each month for subseribers, This
is your opportunity if yow have been| PEDIGREE
unable to obtain your copies in the past.
Orders may be placed with your News- BLUE
PERSIANS

agent or Bookseller, or direct with Ihei
Publishers, . CATS ¢ KITTHNS, 1,
GROSVENO CRESCHN'T, ST.|

LEONARDS-ON-B}A, SUSSHX | ElREﬁ.ngdEm E«;AnIIERIE
RATES-13/- (post free) per annum| NEUBURIE BAMBI

i i QSRS Bk Issues Sire of Best Male Kitten, Croydon 1946.

! A lovely pale blue son of Blessed Mischief of
ORDER I |Henley. Dam Neuburie Meuna. Exceptionally
Please send me the nedt

is51€S| tiny ears, siring large litters of palest blue
of “Cats & Kittenw,” [for which 1 t'/u'h/.&'/ti

kittens, copper eyes.

Fee 2 GNS. and CARRIAGE.
Queens met.

Kittens usually for Sale.

Nurg . Bt | Pekinese pupples also for sale.

Mrs. EIREANNE MARLOW,
............... g 38, VEREKER ROAD,
; ~_|BARON'’'S COURT, LONDON, W.14.

remattance for.. .. ... el

BLUé PERSIANS AT STUD |
OXLEYS PETER JOHN

IDMISTON CATTERY

Winner of many awards and Sire of lovely|
Kittens
OXLEYS TOMMY LAD ' BLUE & CREAM PERSIANS
Magnificent type and eye colour -
Best Blue Kitten, Nottingham Ch. Show,| STUD : TIMOTHY OF KNOTT HALL.
November, 1945
Both by the Playmate of the Court ex Oxleys By Dickon of Allhmalcrs | Pitldes of Kier

Blue Pearl,
Fee £2 2s. 0d. and return carvinge.

KITTENS USUALLY AVAILABLE ‘largr round copper eyes, massive physique, sire

Hall. Pale sound blue, small well-placed ears,

|
From ‘

STANFORTH DAUNTLESS LADY lof outstanding kittens. Winner of numerous

By Ace of Pensford ex Bunchi. Best Hlm-‘] . L
Female Kitten, Nottingham Ch, Show, January,| prizes and specials.
5 1946, |
And
TRENTON GEORGETTE FEE 2gns. AND  CARRIAGE.
By Oxleys Peter John ex Stanforth Dauntless|
Lady. Best Blue Kitten, Nottingham (1h_i MRS. E. JACKSON,

Show, January, 1947,
Mrs. D. H. HARRINGTON-HARVARD, IDMISTON, MAYFAIR AVENUE,
MILFORD LODGE,
STAFFORD.
Tel : Milford 351.
Stations, Stafford or Milford, L.M.S. Queens Met.

WORCESTER PARK, SURREY.

Phone: Derwent 1265.



