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OK, OK. So twist my tail. I spat at the stupid
baby. But it was annoying me, lying there in its
frilly basket, chuckling and gurgling. The thing
was laughing at me. And no one likes being
laughed at. Especially not me. I'm not called
Tufty for nothing. And I didn’t earn the nick-
name of ‘the killer cat’ from sitting purring on
a cushion.

And then this baby poked its finger in my
eye. For heaven’s sake! It could have hurt me.
S0 it was lucky, really. I could have bitten it. Or
scratched it. But I only spat. Spit doesn’t hurt at
all, so why’s everyone picking on me?



“Tuffy!” said Ellie. ‘Get away from the baby
at once!’

She rushed to scoop it up. I don’t know why.
It wasn’t even yelling. The baby didn’t mind. It
was still laughing as if the whole thing was a
giant joke. And there was only a tiny bit of
dribble running down its face. Nobody in this
house has any sense of humour at all. They all
go mad about the slightest thing.



‘That-cat is.not to Ibectiusted,” said Ellie’s
father. “He’s the most jealous creature under
the sun.’

I like that! Jealous? Me? Of something that
can’t even walk or feed itself? I gave the man
the slit-eyed stare. But he just stared right back
and said to Ellie, ‘Remember poor Tinkerbell?’

Ellie went pale. Of course she remembered.
Tinkerbell was a small kitten the family had to
look after for four whole days. You wouldn’t
believe the fuss they made of her.

‘Isn’t she pretty? So fluffy! And so sweet!’

‘Look, Ellie! Tinkerbell’s learned how to flick
her tail!’

‘See her tiny pink tongue! Look, Mum! Look
quickly, while she’s lapping up her milk!’

‘She’s not cold, is she? If she’s cold, push
Tuffy off the rug and let Tinkerbell sit near the
fire instead.’

‘I think she’s hungry. Shall we offer her a
dish of cream?”

Offer her cream? She didn't even live with
us! We were just kitten-sitting for a day or so.



And‘T was- their real’pet not Tinkerbell. I'd
lived with them for years, ever since Ellie got
old enough to nag them into getting me. Is it
surprising that I got a little testy?

And that I wouldn’t let Tinkerbell sleep in
any of my favourite places.

And that 1 accidentally pushed her off the
windowsill.

And ate her special, juicy baby kitten food,
all by mistake.

And all the other stupid, petty things that
they complained about. No, I don’t think
that Tinkerbell will be in any hurry to come
and stay with us again.

And there’s no room, in any case. Because
they clearly prefer silly pink babies now.

If they’re not careful I shall spit at it again.
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Parasite

OK, OK. So cover me with jam and put me in a
box of wasps. I broke their new television. It
was an accident! I didn’t mean to tip the screen
over like that. I was after a bumblebee, and if
that stupid television hadn’t been in the way, I
would have got it too. No one likes being stung
by bees. They should have been grateful to me.

And whose fault was it that the new, slim,
wide, high-definition screen wasn’t fixed on its
stand more safely in the first place?

Yes! That's right. It was Ellie’s dad’s fault,
not mine. You only had to watch Mr Oh-
That'll-Probably-Be-All-Right fixing the screen



