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Chapter One
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Morris was ginger and white and very fat.


“Morris!” said his big sister Rose.

“Look what we’ve got!”
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Morris gazed round the kitchen.

Everything looked much the same as usual.

“What is it?” he asked.

Rose sighed. “Look at the door!”


Rose was right. Something very strange had happened to the back door. Morris sat in the middle of the kitchen floor and stared.

[image: image]


[image: image]

“What’s it for?” he asked. “Why is there a window in the door? We’ve got windows already. Big ones.”

“It’s not a window,” said Rose. “It’s a cat flap.”

“But what’s it FOR?” Morris asked again.


“It’s for us,” said Rose. “We can go outside whenever we like.” She bounced outside.

The cat flap shut behind her with a SNAP. Morris jumped.
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“And,” said Rose as she bounced back, “we can come inside whenever we like. See?”
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Morris didn’t see. His eyes were closed.


“Why are you sitting with your eyes closed?” asked Rose.

“I’m waiting for the SNAP,” said Morris.

“It won’t hurt you,” said Rose. “Come and try!”


“No, thank you,” said Morris.

“Suit yourself,” said Rose, and she bounced out again.
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Morris went to see if there was anything to eat.


Mother Cat yawned, stretched, and sat up on the big chair.
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“Morris,” she said. “What are you doing?”

“Eating,” said Morris.

His mother leapt down. “Has Rose shown you how to use the cat flap?”
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Morris nodded. His mouth was full.

“Good,” said his mother. “It’s getting too cold to leave the window open all the time.” She slid gracefully through the cat flap.
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Morris shut his eyes and waited for the SNAP. Nothing happened, so he opened them again. His mother had disappeared.


“Morris!” Mother Cat’s head was pushing the flap open. “Come outside!”

Morris licked the last crumbs from his bowl. “I’m busy,” he said.
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“Nonsense,” said his mother. “You need some fresh air.”
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Morris inspected the door. “I can’t,” he said. “The door’s shut.” He looked up at the window. “And the window’s shut too.”


“Use the cat flap!” said his mother.

Morris sat down. “I think I’ll just clean my whiskers. You always tell us to clean our whiskers after eating.”
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“Hmm,” said his mother, and she vanished.


Morris’s little brother Tom came skipping in to the kitchen.

“Hello, Morris!” he said. “Have you seen our new door?”

“It’s not a door,” Morris said. “It’s a flap. And it snaps.”
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“It doesn’t snap at ME,” Tom said, and he skipped through it.

A moment later he peered back in.

“Did it snap?” he asked.
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Morris went on cleaning his whiskers. “I didn’t notice,” he said. “I’m busy.”

“Come and play!” invited Tom.
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“No thank you,” Morris said. “I told you. I’m busy.”


“You’ll get fatter if you don’t get any exercise,” said Tom. He sniggered. “Too fat to go through the cat flap! You’ll get stuck!”

“Go away!” said Morris.

Tom went.
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Chapter Two




After Morris had cleaned his whiskers he licked his paws. Then he walked slowly and carefully to the cat flap. It didn’t look very big. In fact, the longer Morris looked at it the smaller it seemed to be. He stood and thought about it.
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What if Tom was right? What if he was too fat?

What if he got stuck, half in and half out?
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Morris shuddered, and went for a stroll round the house. He was careful to look at all the windows, but not one was open.


Morris began to feel uncomfortable. He went back to the kitchen.

“Morris!” said Rose, appearing through the cat flap like a jack-in-the-box. “Come outside!”

Morris shook his head.
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“You haven’t been out all day!” said Rose.

Morris shrugged.


Rose looked at him. “You’re frightened!” she said. “You’re frightened of going through the cat flap!”
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“No I’m not!” said Morris.

“You think it’ll snap on your tail and chop it off!” said Rose.

“No I don’t,” said Morris.


Rose yawned. “Oh well. It’s nearly supper time.”
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Morris brightened. “Is it?”

“I’ll see you soon,” said Rose, and she jack-in-the-boxed out.


Morris waited until Rose had disappeared. He tiptoed to the cat flap and patted it. It swung to and fro before snapping shut. Morris sat down and thought about it.
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What if Rose was right? What if it did snap on his tail? What if it chopped his beautiful tail right off?

Morris shivered, and went to sit by the front door. It stayed firmly shut.
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Morris didn’t eat as much supper as he usually did.

“Morris!” said his mother. “Are you all right?”

Tom skipped round Morris. “Morris didn’t have any exercise. Morris is a fatty!”
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“He hasn’t been out all day!” said Rose.

Mother Cat looked worried.

“I’m quite all right!” said Morris.

“You’d better go to bed early,” said Mother Cat.
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Morris nodded. He was feeling very uncomfortable.


That night Morris had an accident.

“MORRIS!” said his mother, looking at the little pool by the door.

Morris looked embarrassed. “I couldn’t find my way outside,” he said. “The window was shut.”
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Rose glared at him. “You’re MUCH too old to have accidents,” she said.

Morris drooped. “It was only a very little one.”



Tom pranced up and pulled Morris’s tail. “I NEVER have accidents,” he boasted, “and I’m younger than you.”
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“Why didn’t you use the cat flap?” asked his mother.

“I forgot,” he said.


Rose sniffed loudly. “I think you’re a big baby,” she said. “And I don’t think you deserve any breakfast!”

Morris went to sit in the corner of the kitchen.

[image: image]




OEBPS/Images/25.jpg





OEBPS/Images/24.jpg





OEBPS/Images/tp.jpg
MOERRIE®

LNG TR CAY FLAR

Vivian French

lllustrations by Olivia Villet






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/27.jpg





OEBPS/Images/26.jpg





OEBPS/Images/06.jpg





OEBPS/Images/29.jpg





OEBPS/Images/28.jpg





OEBPS/Images/09.jpg





OEBPS/Images/31.jpg





OEBPS/Images/08.jpg
/7 U [ b
O [ T





OEBPS/Images/30.jpg





OEBPS/Images/11.jpg





OEBPS/Images/33.jpg





OEBPS/Images/10.jpg





OEBPS/Images/32.jpg





OEBPS/Images/12-13.jpg
@ =%% T
Y. 5 o
?-l A





OEBPS/Images/34-35.jpg
A -

@‘
/7R N
ENEZERAGE N





OEBPS/Images/14.jpg





OEBPS/Images/36.jpg
\
[ a " Kl ul
PR RAZ






OEBPS/Images/16.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15.jpg





OEBPS/Images/37.jpg





OEBPS/Images/18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/17.jpg





OEBPS/Images/20.jpg





OEBPS/Images/19.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.png
ANB THEI@AT FLAP
Viviah French





OEBPS/Images/22.jpg





OEBPS/Images/21.jpg





OEBPS/Images/23.jpg





