THE WINTER CAT

." \* & W‘W 1y VA S MW”\%A’Ni‘&‘*»*‘\*&g-
t

b

0
\ "4

LB QE M‘m id

Story and Pictures by Howard Knotts

=3
g
=
o

SRS




spouy

IVD YHINIA JHL

- |
I P AN kil

:

_moymidiey




THE WINTER CAT

Story and Pictures by Howard Knotts

Harper & Row, Publishers

New York, Evanston, San Francisco, London




THE WINTER CAT. Copyright © 1972 by Howard Knotts. All rights reserved. No
part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without
written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical ar-
ticles and reviews. Printed in the United States of America. For information address
Harper & Row, Publishers, Inc., 10 East 53rd Street, New York, N.Y. 10022. Published
simultaneously in Canada by Fitzhenry & Whiteside Limited, Toronto.

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 72-76525
Trade Standard Book Number: 06-023166-1
Harpercrest Standard Book Number: 06-023167-X

FIRST EDITION



FOR ILSE



Down through smoke the first flakes fall. |
“Hello snow!” the children shout.

“Now it’s going to be winter!”
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A wild gray cat shivers in the bushes
and listens to the children.




The cat looks at the white flakes falling.

WHAT Is WINTER? wonders the cat.

He was born in the fields in summer.



Later the children go in for their supper.

Alone, the cat wonders WHAT WILL HAPPEN NOW?
He watches as the flakes fall faster.
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Snow covers the fields.
It covers the hills.

It covers the house where the children live.
Inside an old shed the gray cat watches

as half the world disappears in snow.






The world is white when morning comes.

The air is cold. The gray cat crouches.
“Hello winter!” the children shout.
Then one child calls, “Look at that!”
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“Look at what?”
‘: “That wild gray cat.”

The cat runs away when the children come closer.

“Oh, you can’t catch a wild cat ever.”
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And yet the cat follows the children to the brook
where they look at the cold black winter water.
The children shout and roll in the snow

and the cat keeps close to the sound of their voices.
“There’s that cat.”

“Come here cat.”

The cat likes when the children call.

He runs away when they try to move closer.
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The cat looks out at the snowy land.
Except for the firs in dark green patches,
the hilly woods are soft as smoke.

Will they blow away if a big wind comes?
Summer seems a long time ago.

Now all the days get shorter.

Now the gray cat knows it’s winter.
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The children call out in the early dark.
“Hello cat.”

“Come here cat.”

“Come here you old gray winter cat.”
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“It’s cold tonight. Better put out scraps.”
Scraps are left in a dish by the porch.

Scraps taste good to the winter cat,
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The cat watches the children’s house.

At last all the lights in the windows go out.
Except for one window with lights like stars.
Colored stars in a tree.

And over the house the real stars dance

their glittery dance in the black tree branches.

The winter cat watches.
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The hills lie white and still

under the winter moon.
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in the shed

inter cat sleeps on a shelf

But the w

fields where he ran in the summer

and dreams of the
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Every day the children put out scraps.

“Merry Christmas you silly old cat.”

“Would you like a name?”

“Would you like a home?”

“Let’s call him Harry.”

“Homer is better.

H He might come home if we call him Homer.”
“Merry Christmas Homer.”

Every day the cat lets the children come closer.







Every day the winter gets deeper and colder.
Sometimes the winter cat aches with cold.
Then one night the big wind comes.

The hilly woods don’t blow away,

but down in the pasture the willow tree breaks.
One great trunk, like a giant’s arm,

lies in the snow in the morning sun.

“Look, there’s Homer!”

“Hello Homer!”

“Come on home Homer!”

WHAT Is HOME? the winter cat wonders.

“See how his ears move.

He knows his name is Homer.”
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Every day the cat lets the children come closer.
And a little bit closer.
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Until one day it is just too cold

to be a wild cat any longer.
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So the winter cat lets himself be touched.
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The hands feel good on his fur and he purrs.
Good old Homer.”
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And he lets himself be carried into the house.

I

Homer is home.

!

Look
And the house is warm and it feels like summer.

(43
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Now the cat finds out about home.

He has a box for sleeping in a nice warm corner.
He has his own bowl and plate for supper.

He has a special window down the hall

where he can watch the new snow fall.

“Listen to that noisy old Homer purr.”

“Doesn’t Homer stop purring ever?”
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And so

the children and the cat named Homer

wait for the good green days

to come.
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“Down through smoke the first flakes
fall. The air is cold. The gray cat
crouches.” He watches the stars dance
in the black tree branches. He watches
the children play. “Oh, you can’t catch
a wild cat ever.” But as it gets colder
and more snow falls, the cat lets the
children come a little bit closer, and
closer....

This gentle story illustrated in soft
black and white paysages describes a
little cat’s winter with warmth and

sensitivity.
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