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A cat and a mouse got to know each other 

and decided to live together.  When winter 
was approaching, the cat told the mouse, "We 
have to prepare for winter, so we don't starve. 
You shouldn't go outside – you might get 
caught in a trap.  The mouse agreed.
 
They bought a pot of fat and discussed where 
to keep it. The cat suggested that they keep it 
in the local church: "No one would steal 
anything from the church. I'll put it under the 
altar, and we won't touch it until we need to."
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After a while, the cat started to crave the pot 
of fat, but he didn't want to share it with the 
mouse. He told the mouse he had to go visit 
his cousin, who just had a baby. "Sure," said 
the mouse, "and enjoy yourself. My best 
wishes to your cousin and the new baby!"
 
But of course this wasn't true. The cat didn't 
even have a cousin. Instead, he went right to 
the church, crept up to the pot of fat, and 
licked quite a bit of it from the top. After that 
he went for walk on the roofs of the houses in 
the town, and did not return home until 
evening.
 
When he got home, the mouse asked him, 
"What did they name the kitten?

"Top-Off," said the cat, casually.

"Top-Off?" cried the mouse. "That's a strange 
name."

"So?," said the cat. "Your cousins have 
strange names. One of them is named 
Crumb-Thief."

After a while the cat starting craving more fat. 
He told the mouse that another cousin just 
had a baby, and he had to visit her. The 
mouse agreed, but once again the cat went 
right to the church. This time he ate half of 
the pot of fat.
 
When he got home the mouse asked once 
again, "What did they name the kitten?"

"Half-Gone," answered the cat. 

"Half-Gone? Another strange name!" 
"Top-Off. Half-Gone," answered the mouse. 
"They are such odd names, that they make me 
stop and think." 

"You think too much," said the cat. "That's 
because you sit around home day-dreaming."
 
Soon the cat started to crave the fat again. So 
once again, he told the mouse that another 
cousin just had a baby, and he needed to go 
visit her.  He asked the mouse if this was OK. 
While the cat was gone, the mouse worked 
hard and cleaned up the house.
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The greedy, selfish cat ate the rest of the fat, all 
of it.  Feeling very full, he didn't come home 
until night. Again, the mouse asked, "What did 
they name the kitten?"

"You won't like this name either," said the cat. 
"His name is All-Gone." "All-Gone? That's the 
strangest name of all, and for some reason it 
really bothers me." The mouse shook her head, 
and went to sleep.
 
After this, the cat didn't pay any more visits to 
his imaginary cousins, but winter came and 
soon there was nothing to eat in the house. 
The mouse suggested that they go and get the 
pot of fat. The cat agreed, but when they got to 
the church, the pot of fat was, of course, 
empty.
 
"Now I understand what happened," said the 
mouse. "You weren't visiting your cousins. You 
were eating the fat. First, the top, then it has 
half-done, and then …"

"Shut up!" cried the cat. "One more word, and 
I'll eat you too." 

But "all gone" was already on the poor 
mouse's lips. She had scarcely spoken it 
before the cat jumped on her, grabbed her, 
and ate her up. You see, that is the way of the 
world.

The End
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