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Four stuffed cats - Molly, 

Emma, Lucy and 

Alex live in an 

apartment in New York with their friend 

Zoey. Zoey’s niece, Anna lives in Old 

York with her parents, 

grandparents and her cousins 

William and Georgina. “Tales of Two 

Cities: Old York & New York” chronicle 

some of their adventures.



“One, two, three, four, five, six!” Six puppies! In Old York, Georgina’s 

stuffed beagle, Rosy, looked tired, but she smiled a big, warm smile when 

she saw her six newborn puppies all lined up for their first drink! 

Georgina smiled too as she watched them in the basket in the corner of 

her bedroom. 

Then, tired herself after watching them being born, she got into bed and 

quickly fell asleep.



When she woke next morning, the six puppies were 

already very lively. Two were climbing up the curtains, 

two were holding onto each other’s tails 

and running round and round in 

circles, and the other two were taking turns to 

jump from the mantelpiece, swing on the 

lampshade, and land with a “plop!” in the toy box! 

They were very lively puppies!

Georgina liked letters much more than numbers and so she named the 

puppies alphabetically to make it easier to count them. She called them 

Alan, Beatrix, Charlie, Daniel, Enid, and 

Frances. Though Grandad said they 

all looked the same to him, Georgina 

soon knew each puppy by its 

name. Each night at bedtime, she 

went to Rosy’s basket and 

counted them, not using unfriendly 

numbers, but counting each 

puppy by its name! 

Tonight, she whispered, “Alan,” and gave Alan a 

little prod with her finger. Just a little prod, not enough to wake him! 

Alan

Beatrix

DanielEnid

Frances



Then she whispered, “Beatrix,” and gave her a little prod. Then she 

whispered, “Charlie,” and _____! Charlie wasn’t there!

“Where’s Charlie!” she cried, not in a whisper this time but in such a 

loud voice that Rosy and all the other puppies jumped up in alarm, and 

Grandad came rushing in from the other room to see what was wrong! 

Grandad said they must search the house from top to bottom, from 

William’s bedroom on the third floor 

to the kitchen in the basement! 

They searched every box, drawer, 

cupboard and corner. Five times on 

the way down 

Grandad held up one of the other puppies and cried, “Here he is!” until 

Georgina pointed out his mistake! But when they reached the 

basement there was still no sign of Charlie! 

So Grandad said they must search the house again 

from bottom to top just to make sure! And off they 

went again! Five more times on the way up Grandad 

called out, “Here he is!” with the wrong puppy in his 

hand!  But when they reached William’s bedroom again, Charlie still 

wasn’t found!



Despite all the noise and excitement that was echoing through the house, 

William was curled up under his duvet fast asleep! Georgina gave him a 

prod! Not a little prod so as not to wake him, but the sort of sharp prod a 

sister gives her brother when she wants his attention! 

“Charlie is lost!” she said as he poked his head out from under the duvet.

“No, he’s not!” he replied.

“Yes, he is! We’ve searched the house twice, and he’s not here!”



“I sent him to Anna,” William calmly announced, “I popped 

him in an Attachment Bag and emailed him to her. She 

said she’d love to have a puppy, 

so I sent her one!”

“Oh, William!” cried Georgina, 

“He’s my puppy! He will be so lonely 

without his brothers and sisters! You must 

email her again straight away and get him back!”

“I’ll do it in the morning,” William replied as he pulled the duvet back 

over him, “Anna will be asleep now.”

Georgina lay awake all night worrying about Charlie. To be 

popped in an Attachment Bag and hurtled 

through space! To be stolen away from his 

Mummy and his brothers and sisters! “He’s 

only a little puppy!” Georgina said out loud, 

and tears came into her eyes, “He must be so frightened and lonely!” And 

she became even more worried next morning when Anna’s reply to 

William’s email arrived: 

Dear William and Georgina,

No puppy received here!

Anna.



Nobody heard the loud “ping!” from the laptop in Zoey’s apartment in 

New York announcing the arrival of an email. 

Nobody saw the red Attachment Bag with blue 

spots appear out of nowhere hanging by a piece 

of string from the Attachment Hook. And nobody 

saw the Bag wiggle and bulge as Charlie tried to get out. It was a warm, 

sunny day in New York, and Zoey had taken Molly, Emma, Lucy and Alex 

for a walk in Central Park.

Just as Charlie plopped down onto the floor, the rattle of a key in the 

door sent him scampering into 

the other room to hide! Zoey sat 

down at her computer to carry 

on with her work. After 

walking all the way around 

the Lake, all the cats felt they 

deserved a nice, long nap. Emma and Lucy 

jumped up on the sofa and curled up together. Molly lay down on 

the rug under the coffee table. And Alex, seeing that all the best napping 

places in that room were taken, strolled into the bedroom. 

Alex jumped up onto Zoey’s bed and stretched out sleepily. He lay on his 

back and stretched his front paws up, and his back paws down, but, for 

some reason, he could not get comfortable! There was a lump in the bed! 



And when the lump moved, Alex decided to investigate. He drew back 

the covers, and there was Charlie! He was the lump in the bed!

“What kind of cat are you?” asked Alex, “I haven’t seen one like you 

before. Are you an Abyssinian? I’ve heard that they have 

smooth fur like yours.”

Charlie did not reply. 

He was shaking all 

over! He was 

terrified! He had 

never seen a cat 

before!”

Suddenly it was all too much for poor Charlie! He just had to say 

something, and what he said was, “Woof! Woof!”

Four surprised faces peered in at the doorway! “What 

did you say, Alex?” Molly asked.

“Oh, it wasn’t me,” Alex replied, “It was this little kitten 

here, who seems to be lost.”

“Oh, Alex,” said Zoey, “that’s not a kitten, it’s a puppy!”

“Zoey,” Emma began, her fur start to bristle already, “what exactly is a 

puppy?”



“Why Emma,” Zoey replied, “it’s a baby dog!” 

A dog! A dog! Oh, what mayhem! The four cats bumped into each other 

and fell over each other in their rush to get out of the room! In a flash, 

they had all disappeared to their special hiding places! 

“Now, where did you come from?” Zoey wondered out 

loud as she picked up Charlie and gave him a hug and a 

kiss to show him she was his friend. She called all her cats 

out of their hiding places and told them they must all 

carefully shake paws with Charlie, and make friends with 

him, because he was more frightened of them than they were 

of him! 



To prove she was now Charlie’s friend, Lucy fetched him a saucer of water 

when she noticed his tongue hanging out! He lapped it up 

double-quick! 

And then a surprising thing happened! Charlie licked his nose, and said, 

“Woof! Woof! Thank you!” He spoke! After that, they couldn’t stop him 

talking! 

He told them all about Rosy, his Mummy, and his brothers 

and sisters, and about how he had been sent from Old 

York to New York by mistake, and about how 

frightened he had been, especially when Alex had tried 

to squash him! They all laughed! They had 

become great friends!

Molly, Emma, Lucy and Alex wanted Charlie to stay with them, but Zoey 

said he must go home to Georgina and his family. 

As Charlie poked his head out of the Attachment Bag just before it 

disappeared, Alex called out “Come and visit us in New York again, 

Charlie!” Charlie called back that he would. And guess what? Some years 

later, when he was grown up, he did!





That night at 

bedtime, 

Georgina 

had a big 

smile on 

her face as she counted the 

puppies in Rosy’s basket: 

“Alan,” she whispered, and gave Alan a little prod with her finger. 

“Beatrix” – a little prod. And then, “Charlie” – a little prod! Charlie was 

there!
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