The Black Cat’s Message
I came home late one night after work and found my wife Emma working about the kitchen with a big yellow cat sitting at the stool. “And who is this?” I asked in surprise. “This is our new cat. It appeared at the kitchen door and I took it in. I asked neighbours about the cat, but nobody knew it, so I guess it can be ours.  It will be nice to have some company around the house.” I scratched the cat and it purred and purred. While I work in the forest for some hours a day the cat can really be a company for Emma. Emma gave it some milk and after dinner we sat in the room and the cat sat with us. “You are a very lovely kitty” I said. And the cat purred again. “When I asked neighbours about the cat they didn’t like it. They told me that it was a witch transformed into a cat,” my wife said. “A witch? Are you a witch, kitty?” I asked and laughed. The cat purred and purred. Emma laughed with me.

The cat quickly became the central part of our daily life. It waited for milk in the morning, and sat on the windowsill during the day watching Emma working about the house.

The day became shorter as autumn came. I often worked in the forest nearly it was dark. One night in October I finished my work and started my way home. Suddenly I saw a group of black cats standing in the middle of the road. As I came nearer, I saw that they were carrying a stretcher between them. I stopped and rubbed my eyes. That was impossible. When I looked again, the stretcher was still there, and there was a little dead cat lying on it. 

Then one of the cats said, "Sir, please tell Sara that Polly is dead." I stood there with my mouth wide open. “Cats don’t talk,” I thought, “It’s only my imagination. I must be working too hard today. And who Sara can be? And why did the cat want me to tell that Polly was dead? Was a cat lying on the stretcher?” Suddenly a little black cat stopped in front of me. It looked at me with big green eyes. “I have a message for Sara,” it said. “Tell her that Polly is dead.”

Talking cats and dead Polly – I was really scared. I walked faster. Behind me the cats called together “Old man, tell Sara that Polly is dead.” I ran home as fast as I could. I stopped only near my house. I didn’t want to tell Emma about talking cats because she would call the doctor. I calmed down, walked in and tried to act normally. But we have been married for 30 years and she knows me very well. She didn’t say a word until I finished dinner, but then she asked “Tell me what happened?” The yellow cat came to my feet and purred. “I don’t want to worry you but I think maybe there is something wrong with my brain. When I was walking home I saw a group of black cats carrying a stretcher with a dead cat on it. They asked me to tell Sara that Polly was dead.” The yellow cat jumped on the windowsill “Polly is dead?” exclaimed the cat, “then I am the Queen of the witches.” The cat jumped out of the window and disappeared in the night never to return. “The good news,” said Emma, “that there is nothing wrong with your brain. The bad news is that the cat left us to become the Queen of the witches. We’ll have to get another cat.” “Oh, no! I’ve had enough of cats!” 

Now we have a dog.
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The Black Cat’s Message

1. Emma’s new cat was …

a) big and black;

b) big and yellow;

c) little and black.

2. Neighbours …

a) liked the cat;

b) took the cat home;

c) said it was a witch.

3. The man worked …

a) in the forest;

b) in the village;

c) in the big company.

4. One day he met …

a) a group of  black cats;

b) one dead cat;

c) Polly.

5. The cats …

a) ran after the man;

b) talked to the man;

c) gave him the dead cat.

6. The yellow cat was…

a) Polly;
b) Emma;

c) Sara.

7. Whom did Emma ask about the cat?

8. What were the cats carrying?

9. What did they ask the man?

10. How did the wife know that something happened?

11. Who was the cat?

12. What was the bad news?
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