Lovereadingd4kids.co.uk
is a book website
created for parents and
children to make
choosing books easy
and fun

Opening extract from
Tibs the Post Office Cat

Written by
Joyce Dunbar

[llustrated by
Claire Fletcher

Published by

words & pictures an imprint of
Aurum Press Ltd

All Text is Copyright © of the Author and/or Illustrator

Please print off and read at your leisure.

Levereading[; ﬁ!?



QO i

T ssprmgha © FH T Joyar Dheaksas

Paarmbons rog Tl 0 007 Ol T bar

i pabeiriersl = 500 | by meh B ey
Fasisd T | Zuarin (1reey
Ul £l Brrwrrs, & Blusde l Baseyi, |amdiom, 50 1

S rypes rwnirsdl Ba e sdl sk, ks srem ma b srpmten i, mad
g iy e e b ey b o B g s, s v | s et
g, Tk e s, bt the [t [T o i pbdadart

dean
i
whavd & gay b ol biaalay s ramea srbay dhas dhan = sk me

s o it s gy
o T T T o W S

Lok bl bt Sy bk o iy ket Frees Pl Bl L e

PR WD et e

PiTER&EAT]

waak, which wag enough to b
uy him some delicious milk. H
& good Job that they named him "Tibta the Orept® g

:::;a;nnnd:;lm Tibs a8 guest of honoyr, Bometimes they had parties
round. This was bacauss the Roy
al Mail had g var
o ¥ 8peaial
called the Mail] Raij, This was an aleotrie train that travelled

delivered four million lattars
in & day! Not many people knew abou
loved his job and had lots of fun, e e it Tiba

We hope you enjey his story.
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The Post D ice soriers scratchee
their heads, “We can’t deliver these!™
they complained. “There's only hall

anm address, Aand noe stamp!”

Wha or what was 1o blame?

g

“What aboat Minnmee’s Eicten?” soggested the
cook, “Rhe was o great mouser and her kKinen
||1Eq|'|t hie -|:|||;| :'I||||I|_I|I. |:|||'|1._"




I o sewall Pase Oflice, where he lived with his mother

Minmie, m white-whiskered cm enlled Tihbs was relaxing,

Chrisimas had been and gone, with s iinsel, irimneings
ame wove: then Valenine's Day with its red hears and roses;
anel now 1t was Easter, with s feathery chicks and flafTy

hunntes = one celehratton fading mto annther

“Come here, Tibs,” called his mother. *Today we have something special E

i celebrate. You know that you are Tibs, son of Toodle, son of Tacdles,
wom of Toby, You come from a leng line of disnnguished career cats,”

“What's a career?™ asked Tibs.

“It’s a very imporiant job, Tomarrow you are going
tr the Centeal Sorting CHTice. You will be chiel mrouser!™

“Hoan | ke o Ilrn'.J' Tk sand,

“Monsense.” said bis mother, and she gave im the grooming
of his life so that he wonldd look his best
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e L IPY, The next day, Tibs arrived ar the busy
—i = ——  sariing office. He sat on a chair in from

e
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of the head postmaster’s desk,

“Mlhommem,” said the postmaster,
“You look the part, We will hire you
for a trial period.”

“It 1= vour job 1o keep the balcding lree of mice,” he sad, “You will he p:lil:l
iwer shillings and sixpence a week and as many mice as you can catch.”

Tibs Fely a linle worricd. As a voung kicen, one of his best friends
hadd Been a monse, His name was Fred, They had plaved giames of

hdeand=seek and “What's the gme, Mr Tibhs®

But now he was in the big wide world and he had responsibilites. .



Watching zﬁ‘igm.q%: whi

. Trom his hiding place was a mouse.

“He looks really fierce, with Flaring
white whiskers and sharp claws, We'd
heter watch our,” he warned,

Thar evening, Tibs wandered around
ihe Sorting OTice. 1o was a huge,
echoey building,

Tibs felt homesick.

But them, Tibs found his way
mto the basement kitchen where
there was a big serap bin...

He longed for his mother and the small Post
Office e had come from, where everyons
knew everybody's name, He longed for the
guenes and the chamer and the “thank yous’
and “hellos” and “how are yous'.




coiuindl some lefi-over butter? He suddenly felt much bever
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Ferr ome hiile maouse, the |:|'||||'|=|:||i1r|| was b much,

He cre (ELALE st ..

and closer...

until...
Tibs did whan any polite, well-brough
HIIF il 'I|‘|'|Il|||:| EI!F.

“Hello,™ he said, =My names Tils,
Wihin's vours*"

Thr INAFLNST I.IU‘.I"l'. EI'.'.LI neser el o cal IiL". I:Ili"'\-.
“I don'n have o name,” he muttered,
“Domn’t g.n:m."" satd Tibs, " You leek ke a Fred oo me!”

“Fred?™ said the delighted mowse,
*| ke that name!™




Suddenly, the mice came creeping out fror

their holes and hiding places.

“What's my name?” asked one of the m
“What's mine?” I:|1-r_'!.' all qul.-r.'a]-:rl:l-

Tibs didn’t know what 1o call them.
He needed time wo think, S he stretched

vawned, wntil the mice had quictened down,

=

i,

When llm:,.' wiere alent, Tika Iul;a:i, “1 am
Tibs, son of Toodle, son of Tiddles, son of
Tuh-}'. | am al:.u il Irustrd rmp]n:r!.'r{' ol I:|1{'
Post Offiee. IF vou want names, 1 think
1_,:h1t'_!_| have to earn them, ™

“How do we do that?” asked Fred.
Yoo meed somme proper lrui.ning." i Tibs,

_,-'ln'l.'illl that, he ordered the mice back 1o the

/ sorting room to find a letter each. This time,

instead of nibbling the leners, they wried o
walk on their hind legs, balancing the leters
on Lheir noses,






