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Sarah would have been a bigger circus attraction than Gargantua and
Jumbo riding a tandem bike. But little Joey, who owned the winged

kitten, wouldn’t sell her for

By HAROLD HELFER

EAR Uncle Timothy,” the letter began.
“How are you? T fine.
There's a boy I Eaew who has & ont k.

can fly. T thought I would tell yo

e in the clrous bosinees, Ll nazme b Joey
Clark. He only lives two blocks from me. My
favorite circus act js sword swallowing. Tell

mething like that,” Sadie said.

“Kids that age sure have an imagination,
don’t they?” T said, handing the letter to her.
Her eyebrows went up a lttle as she read it and
she said, “Hey! A cat that can fly!”

The next day I wrote a letter that said,
““Dear Nephew Ronnie: As always, it is a pleasure
hearing from you.

ut hay

T would b-v. written Jou
g
the circus into .h-p. Tor the new season. I hope
that we will again play near enough Monroeville

P.S. What do you mean that this caf flies? How
can a cat fly?”
“Dear Uncle Timothy,” Ronnie's next letter
sure was nice to hear from you so soor
fine T sure hope your circus
1 still don’t see how

onroeville.

that man got shot ou

getting exploded. About Joey Clark’s cat. I

don’t exactly know how to explain about it. It

doesn’t quite fly like an airplane and it doesn’t

uite y ke a ird. T gose monly it just s
acat. Your nephew, Rom

My next letter said, “Dear Nephew Ronnie, I
can't help but be a ltte interested in this cat
you mentioned. As you know, I am a.lw.yl on
‘the lookout for new and interesting acts. I do
not wish to seem sceptical, but how can a cat
possibly fly? Your uncle doesn’t doubt you, of
course, but it does seem sort of fantastic. Your
loving unm, ‘Timothy
“Dear Uncle Timothy,” went Ronnie’s follow-
ing letter. “We are still all fine here. You asked
about Joey Clark’s cat, how it could possibly
fly. It can possibly fly because it has wings. It
was born that way seem to be part of
his shoulder blades except that instead of just
stopping short under the skin of his back l.||m
most _shoulder blades they keep on
and stick out. They look 4 little like chicken
wings except they're covered with cat hair
like the rest of her. When she flaps those
wings she just sails through the air. It is really
something to watch. I seen her fly to the top of a
tree then fiy to the roof then fly down into
Joey’s lap. She always makes a real good land-
ing. She is mostly just a kitten yet too. Your
nephew, Ronnie.””
When I showed Sadie Ronnie's mm this time
she almost fell out of her chair. " she
“It sounds like there’s

s ot o it.”

“I won't believe it until I see it,” I said,
shifting the cigar in my mouth, “but if it's so—
Lsay if—wehy it would bo the biggest atiraction

We could charge $5 2 head for that
o v they'd be standing in line from Halifax
to Hamilton, We could give the rest of our show
away. We'd be millionaires in three months! A
flying cat —why P. T. Barnum himself never

Tllustrated by Mabel McDermott

$50 —no sir, not even for $100,000

had anything like that! Why it would draw
more money than Jenny Lind singing ‘O Promise
Me,’ smoking a cigar out of her ket ear and
doing a stripteaso al at the sam

simmered down lome sighed anc
md “Bu'q ol course, I don’t believe ﬂ.wml
said Sadie, “you’re going to be in
Moncton to see about those new trailers. Why
don’t you just go on over to Monroeville? What
have you got to lose?"”

I rubbed my chin and said, “I was thinking
e

probably will
this letter short. By the way, what sort of a boy
is this Joey Clark, the boy who owns this flyin
cat? Please tell me something about him. h be
rich or poor? Your loving uncle, Timothy.
Ronnie’s answering letter went: “Dear

ill be seeing you in person, I will keep

Uncle Timothy.  Except that Uncle Tolly
sprained his wrist after a fly with a
fly swatter, we are still all fine here. I will now
tell you something about Joey Clark like you
asked. He lives with his gran

street. They live by hemieiven. 1o about two
blocks lmm the house where I live.

but he is very mies ,m the same. Almost every-
body likes Continued on page 34
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The Cat Who Could Fly
Continued from page 11

he is poor instead of rich. His grand-
‘mother gets some kind of pension but I
don’t think it is so much. Their house
s very small and saga » litle. His
grandmother has to stay in bed nearly
£ the time but she gats up long encugh
to cook meals and to sew patches on
Joey’s pants. Joey goes to the store and
buys the groceries though. He is very
good about knowing what to pick out
50 it won't cost so much. He also does
the washing

Three days later I was in Monroe-
ville. And after a couple of hours of
bandshakes, buckslap, pecks on the
cheek and three helpings of potato

l ors walking dowa the etrset to-

= awfully nice of you, Ronnie,

ucks for that cat of his. Providing
it's still flying around, o
onnis gave me 3 mnck ook, “l’-“h.y
dollars!” he said. “That’s not so mu
for a cat that can fly, is it?”
1 shifted my cigar 1o the other side

right. Maybe, under the circumstances,
1 should go even higher still. I might,
make it $100.”

The

n, after a little pause, I said, “Do
think that he'd take $100

know, Uncle Timothy,”
never asked him about

taking my cigar out of
my mouth and flicking off some ashes,
“a cagey little—ah— yuungner, eh?
‘He said he asked his grandmother
about it and she told him that since his

wanted to sll it or ot ommle Bed
" aee,” 1 snid good-naturedly.

then there we were, in front of this hlllc

frame bungalow.  Ronnie led

lhmlllh 8 e that took = e the

back

KID of 9 or 10 was on his knees

Timothy I was ellng you about. He
came all the way from O
oey hurriedly finshed covering up
nm hole withdirt, then stood up. “How
" he

R yaungater with a considerable
quota of freckles.
“Hello, there, Joey!” 1 said, real
riendlylke.
n I saw it the cat. Tt was a
Joungeat, ot looked lke it was i
Tl o, 16w oy Al ioukiog

“Can you ket him to fly
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“Sonsetimes I can,” Joey said.
“Sometimes he fies just on hia own
ook,” Ronnie said.

“Would you get him to fy for me,
Joey?” 1 said, turning on my most
pleasant_voice, the kind ety
reserve for mayors and

“Tldoit,” Joey said. “But Il have

bit over to the beu i ..nd A Aghe,
‘young man, here you are.”

Josy took the money without a word
and stuffed it into the pocket of his

&

nnie . Joey the
sicr and hels 5t down Tor e cat,
who greedily began licking it. Then,
giving it little more :h.,. a ch.m =
wet its tongue, Joey straighte:
nd started walking avay e
saucer. He walked over to a ladder,

bed

an top of the mn e b e slowly
down.

t seemed to become com-

pletgly ‘motionless for almost a solid

inute. Then, suddenly, there was a

swishing sound and something sireaked

Siroush the ir nd, slmost bafors T
t atop

v l:ckme iy the smacer of il

couldn’t believe my eyes,

though. My mauth on the open side |

kept staring at bin. The cat,

quite unconcerned about everything,

bird. The cat suddenly stopped ap:
ping, looked up, stiffened, then—s
—and it was no longer on the coal bi
It was zooming through the air after
the bird.
T watched ﬂ-hbnguud Th tind
kept. whirring away, tr
the cats cluwhu und e cat kept
through space hot on

o tra.
Seraht Sarah!” Josy called out.
t's name "

“Cnme hack here, Saraf)” Joey
holle:

But 1 doubted if Sarah could hear
E .y up there now, a
Ittt of several handreds of yards up
in the sky. In fact, once or twice I lost
her while she was chasing the bird
high above our heads through some
cloud or other.
Igusse llinal, thecat was up thars
some five, six minutes before she lost
the bird up along the horizon some-

point landing, coming down on all fous
legs just about the same time. Then
she went strutting off.

1 couldn’t take my eyes off her for I
don’t know how long but when I turned
todoey I noticed he vas il oaking up

running into one another.

PUT an arm around Joey’s shoulder
in my best friendly, man-to-man
‘manner and said, “Come on, let’s sit
down, always blieved in relaxing when
it came time to talk business. More
sociable that way.”
We sat down together on a back
porch step. Ronaiesat  step above s.
y arm st around Joey 1 said,
“That's some cat-no question ahout
it Veosieet Tt oughe o make s pretty
fair act.”
Then, taking a quick gander from the
comer of ay syeat Ronni and shifting
said, “Tell yc
what, young l‘ellow, Tl give you $100
for the cat—casl
Joey shook e head.
'nm 's a pretty good price now,
said. “But I'm not a man to
haggle. Tl give you $125 for "
Joey still shook his hea
1 m.md my cigar
being as
friends and everstng i, S0
make it $150. Now, as youk know, that's
really quite a bit of mone, y you

o el

rly,
youn such a_dese kid.
thrown enough for & saddie—T'l make
it $185.
» Ronnie said, “Aw, why don’t you
make it a straight $200, Uncle
‘Timothy?

1 suppressed a frown, sighed a little
and said, “All right,’ then, §200—

you one n..z onat ofr. $350.-take
or leave it.”

Joey shook his head.

1 got up, “Come, Ronnie,” I said.
“12's b eat and if he docsn't wan 16
sell her why that’ im.”

1 started walking away. Joey didn’t
budger T walked & lttle farthue: He

to me.

urned around. ““Three hundred,

and that's the best 1 can do,” I 30,
The freckle-faced kid just shook his

head.
Well,lt's o, Ronie.” 1 said

why you make it $1,000,

u"k " he e Toate s sy o

My right toes ached to make contact
with a certain part of my nephew’s

a s0
balance.  “Well, Ronnie,” 1 said,
81,000 i a powerfullot of money. You
could buy an elephant for that.”

"Bt ot an dlephant that ¢an
Ronnie said.

1 almost bit my cigar in two. But [

become me

mean? Anyway, kid, I like you. I'll

sive you $1.000, How would you like
sh o cheque? That

ot ol oy, 305 Kot
k his head. “I don’t want

i, e said:

"1 sighed and sat down. I took offmy

hat and fanned my face. Then,

ing my cigar, et loose one of my ot

‘winning

“You're a

Yes, sirce. Tell you what—T'll make it
$1,025."

Joey shook his head. So T upped it to
$1,050.

Make it $2,000, Unk” Ronnie

chimed in.

1 had to do a neat bit of fast neck
manipulation to keep from swallowing
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y cigar. “Let’s go, Ronnie,” T said.
“T've got to check on the train schedule.
Thave to be back with my circus pretty
pronto, you know.

Joey didn't say anything. I reached
down, patted his head and said, “You
got a perfect right to keep your cat, if
you want to—even if the $1,200, which

and candy the drugstore could furnish
you for the next year.

Joey st looked siraicht ahead,
almost as if he didn’t
Sarted walking avvay agsbn. Bt | it

alot of problems to run-
—I'll give you $2,000, and

that's my last offer
“I don’t want to sell Sarah,” Joey

ow, Josy /1 aui, sttt by
. that's a pretty good bar-
gaining umuc, but you got to remenn-
ber I beer  evisy men

it to

SZMuxt—uke it or leave it.
his head. iMake it
55,000, Uk Tomnie

This time | ewallowed the cigar. At
gasped and splut-

least part o
tered.

“I won't go into all the harrowing

details. But I finally did go up to

$5,000. And that wasn’tall. I went up

—by stages, of course—to $10,000,
n $20,

his head. I believe I was up to around

wants to sell that cat or no

“Come on, Ronnie,” I said. “Let’s

HIS time 1 really started out the

around noon tomorrow. Tl drop by

on you in the morning just to make sure
Jou haven't changed your mind.
we walked away 1 sai
“Why do you reckon that little st—, |
mean tha little youngster, is
o business wi
“I don't Uncle Timothy,"”

know,

Ronnic said. "He's ko of funny. He

never has much to say. Everybody
likes him, thoush.”

 real slicker,” I said. “Clip-

ht off the bat —

it

there was one born like him every
second instead of the kind that Barnum
mentioned I'd be out in the stree
starv
“Sometimes, Usk L et the feling
when he looks way off into space the
ay e doen  that “be's thinking g of bis

papa and may
i a very fanny feliow. M b

ter al
2O ball e, ol right,
“He's just using the old stall .y.um
There's mlhzu that anybody wor
sell for a pr

"Well, here's_the drugstore, Unk,”
Ropaia wid “Remember what you

-v— "1 flared up, “and you're going

singl ice
...d ke it. A what I mean is-it's
ter for you, you know.”
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HE next morning, on my way over
to this Joey Clark's house, I felt

s worth $100, Why, I'd
t back in a month. And cats lived

my tax forms. The movies alone
wo to pay $200,000 or

cat—why even Disney hadn't come up

with anything like that! And television

would eat he up.

tepped into the back yard

with Ronnie, though, a_ feeling of
me Y

$150,000, 'll just have to.

as siiting on the back porch
otep when we got there. *Hello, there,
doey,” in my most chipper
e, thought I'd drop by one
last time to see how you felt about
selling your cat fm ‘the fabulous price 1
Jast mentic
‘Sure, you can have Sarah now if

something like that, wasn't i
“It was $100,000, Unk,” Ronnie
piped up.
o ile 1 wes trying to got the gasket
e back in line again, Joey said,
G 355,000 would be guie ol Aght
ly, I don't think you'll want Sarah
now!
My aysbrows went up a lttle. “‘She
can't ly now,"” Joey we

“Why not! What happened!” T
wanted to know.
“A veterinarian told me he would
take the wings of for $12.50," he sad
what T spent the money for
was a_purring noise and I
looked down and there was the young
frey cat T had watched oo gogle-eyed
esterday—only now it looks
million other young cats.  Its wings

1 sank down on a step. I felt weak.
In the twinkle of an eye the line from
thhx to Haml.l ton had vanished.

why did you do it, Joey?” T
ed Why ‘with $100,000 you could
hnve lived like a prince the mt of your

“Then why in the nume or a mon-
key's mostache did you do
use the weren' safe fro
her,” he snid. “She could follow them
wharever they west, even if thay fiew

away in the sky. She would sometimes
kill zhme o b v i the sky in one
afternoon. 1 was burying one yesterday

When you showed up.  dont like for
something to il somethingaee.
too specchless to say
anything, My cigar seemed to be half
vay dovwn oy throat

new cigar
ns something

Before I left, though, T ran my bend
through towhead's hair and gave him »
little pat. T don't know why | did t. ¢
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