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For Achoo, a most distinguished cat…
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Wednesday 29 March

Okay, that’s it. Enough is enough. Every cat has their limit! Once can be forgiven; twice, overlooked; but three days in a row without so much as a drop of milk for breakfast?

I can’t believe I’m saying this, but yet AGAIN this morning I came down to find my bowl was full of WATER.
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YEURK.

So thin. So tasteless. It simply isn’t creamy enough to wash down these horrible dry biscuits.

I’m a reasonable cat, but this has gone on long enough. A moggy needs his morning milk.

And I know, I know, it’s hard work running a mill, and everyone’s busy, especially Will, my master, as the old miller works him to the bone.

But – HELLO – there’s a dairy literally next door. Do I need to go round there and milk the cows myself?

Ahh, here comes Will now. Time for some stern words. Honestly, I sometimes feel like I’m the master, and he’s the pet. Humans really are quite useless sometimes.



Well, this IS worrying.

When I asked Will why there was no milk in my bowl, he just shrugged and said, ‘Sorry, Mittens, we haven’t had a delivery all week.’
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‘Well, don’t you think that’s ODD?’ I asked pointedly. ‘Jack from the dairy normally comes every day. Maybe something’s happened? Why not go round there?’

You have to be firm with humans or they just dither about doing nothing. The trouble is, they don’t THINK.

You see, the milk isn’t the first thing to go missing around here lately.
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First, it was the mice from the wheat fields. Then, it was the birds from the trees. You can barely hear a cricket at our end of the woods these days. It’s not natural. And what, I ask, is a cat supposed to DO with the day if not chase mice and birds? Except perhaps a little bit of napping, but where’s the fun in napping if you haven’t tired yourself out with a good chase first?

And now NO MILK? Surely the cows can’t have disappeared too?

Mark my words – something is AFOOT. Animals are being eaten, or scared away, and NOT by me. Something else is prowling these woods, and every day it creeps closer to the mill.

Of course, my master hasn’t a clue. The boy’s head is in the clouds.
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‘I’m sure Jack will come tomorrow, Mittens,’ was all he said. ‘If not, I’ll go and have a word, okay?’

Then he gave me one of his nice firm strokes all along my spine. It felt so nice as I paced back and forth, arching my back up into his hand, that for a moment I completely forgot who and where I was.… and by the time I remembered again… he was gone!

You have to watch out for these humans… They do have a few tricks up their sleeves. They give you a stroke and then you feel all sleepy and nice and just want to curl up in a ball and have a little nap.

Well, perhaps just a quick one. Then I’ll go and investigate.



Yawn! Oops. Overslept… Now feeling a bit groggy. Still, nothing a bit of fresh night air can’t fix. I must admit, I do love the view from up here on the roof. You can see right across the Fairytale Woods, all the way to the village, and – perched just above it – the palace. Ahhhh, the palace… Its towers and turrets all lit up and shining brighter than any stars! The stuff of dreams! I bet you wouldn’t have to beg for a saucer of milk over there. It’d be cream served twice daily on a silver platter, with a side of dormouse!

A cat of my brains and breeding should be living in a place like that, not cooped up here in this tatty old mill, choking on flour dust, without so much as a SIP of milk to ease my parched throat.

Which reminds me… Time to head to the dairy and investigate.

I can see from here that all the lights are on, which is odd, since it’s the middle of the night.



Okay, now I’m really creeped out. The cows are all gone! Not a single one left. And Jack and his mother are nowhere to be seen either. The house is completely empty, but the lights are all on like they left in a hurry. Worse still – the door to the barn where the cows are kept has been ripped clean off its hinges. I wondered for a moment if a storm might have blown through.

Except a storm doesn’t leave huge hairy footprints…

What sort of creature has feet that big? I could curl my whole body into just one of those footprints.

I must tell my master – we should leave the mill immediately. Before it’s too late.
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Thursday 30 March

I told Will about the giant footprints last night, but what did he do? He laughed.

‘A monster stealing your milk?’ He chuckled. ‘Poor Mittens. We’ll go to market at the weekend and get you some more, I promise.’

Then I felt it – a tickle at the back of my throat. I hacked once, twice, and then…

YEURK.

Up came a furball, right at his feet. Serves him right!

‘See?’ I said. ‘The stress is killing me!’

Then he did his little strokey trick, this time under my chin, and while my mind was distracted and my eyes were blissfully closed… he walked away again!

‘By the weekend, we could all be dead!’ I shouted after him.

Honestly! It was almost like he didn’t believe me at all.
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Friday 31 March

Just a handful of dried biscuits again for breakfast this morning.

YEURK!

I hate those things. My mouth is drier than a dustpan. And the fact that they’re shaped like little fish when they clearly AREN’T fish only makes it more insulting. Note to humans – you’re not fooling anyone!

No fish, no cows, no mice, no birds.

And now no customers at the mill either. No one’s brave enough to venture down here, and an eerie silence has fallen over this end of the woods. It’s enough to put a cat’s fur on edge and make his tail swish around anxiously.

Even Will’s dad, the old miller, has heard the rumours by now. The whole of the western woods is abuzz with talk of an ogre taking up residence in the old, abandoned castle on the hill.
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But still the humans carry on, business as usual – harvest the wheat, grind it into flour – day in, day out.

‘You do REALISE no one’s even coming here to buy flour any more?’ I said to Will as I wound restlessly between his legs.

I mean, HELLO?? Wake up and smell the ogre!

But as usual, my master just smiled his goofy smile and shrugged. ‘Even if it’s true, Mittens, what am I supposed to do about it? We can’t leave.’

‘But why NOT? There’s more to life than grinding flour, you know…’

Trouble is, the boy has no VISION. No imagination.

‘You know Dad would never leave this place…’

Right on cue, the grumpy old miller steamed in, shouting,

‘BACK TO WORK, YOU LAZY OAF. THAT FLOUR WON’T GRIND ITSELF!’

And he clipped my poor master round the ear!

I winced and looked away. Humans are a strange breed. I don’t even like it when my ears are lightly brushed. If anyone tried any of that ear-clipping business on me, they’d see my backside as I walked away, tail held high. Thank you and good night.

But leave my master? That’s the one thing I’d never do.

So I guess we’re all stuck here.
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