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SNOWY WHITE



Once up on a rooftop, above Purry Tale Lane, 
there lived a kingdom of cats. They spent 

their days preening and cleaning themselves. 

Then at night, they took turns 
on the catwalk showing off how 
splendid they were. 

The most purringly perfect 
puss of them all was a cat 
called Kingsley. 



Kingsley had a crystal ball . . .  

Every night, Kingsley would ask it:

“Crystal Ball up on the wall, 
who’s the finest cat of all?”

And it would always reply:

“Kingsley is the best of all, 
as sure as I am a crystal ball . . .

or, at least, that’s what it s
aid it w

as.

And honestly, I am 
a crystal ball.” 



One night, a new cat called  
Snowy White skated into town. 

Kingsley cried out:

 When Kingsley asked his usual 
 question, the Crystal Ball replied:
 “I saw another cat tonight, 
 her name, they say, is Snowy White, 
 Her fur is bright. Her eyes are keen. 
 The finest cat I’ve ever seen.”

“It cannot be. I can’t have that!

 I’ll shoo away this rival cat!”



Snowy White was strolling through 
Purry Tale Lane when she noticed 
something written on a wall by  
the old apple tree. 

Kingsley shook the branch and 
sent apples raining down on her.

Snowy spotted Kingsley perched 
on a high branch. 

“Did you write this?” she asked.

Snowy White turned and 
fled, feeling startled — 
and a bit sticky.

“Go away!
Shoo!” 

he yelled.




