


For as long as ho could remember, all Harry had wa
in the whole wide world was a cat = a mny -
to care for and to play with.




This was Harry's hucky day.
M was m.' Wy
and 4 cat iy just what he got!

“What a perfect pusseat!”
said Harry, excitedly.
I call him Mr Tiddles."




he tucked Mr Tiddles up on the comfiest

Fvery night,
armehair and stroked his

a dreamy sloep

tummy until he drifted into




“Mmmm, delicious,”
said Harry, as he licked
a dollop of cream. “But

where did this come from?”

Mr Tiddles kept quiet.
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I'hen he left Harry's favourite
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“«‘\ hy «"l\ Things gol even
maore ps zling Retore long
Harry 5 room was awash

r Wilth poekstar guitars



't make a sound.
He just went a little red n The face.
What mischief was Mr Tiddles
getling up to while Harry was aslesp









and into the royal bedroom.
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With a swish and a swoop and
grabhed Harry s Moelace and hauled him back through the w

[ e Queern, however, was nol
amused. “Guards!” she called
“Arrest these Two intruders
for Acts of Cheekiness Against

the Crown.”
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Phew! That was close!" sighed Harry, as he and Mr Tidd
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With no time to lose, Mr Tiddles returnea e

grand piano to the conductor at the Opera House , ¢ whooshing jet pack to the astronaut,  the noisy gutar to the
‘ B th .

and Alan to a very relieved cowboy.
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I'he two of them agreed, then and there, that having

each other was the besl present anyone could wish for.




