Life 1 (8 lives remaining)
One morning, a young black cat called Moggs stretched luxuriously and opened one yellow eye.   He could hear his owner, tottering in with an armful of shopping. Moggs was sure there must be cat food somewhere in there, and he could practically taste it already. Purring like the smoothest engine, he elegantly padded forwards, his white-tipped tail swishing from side to side as he weaved between his owner’s legs.   His owner wobbled with a degree of desperation, trying futilely not step on his companion. Entirely focused on the food, Moggs didn’t notice the increasingly frantic swaying of his owner, who grabbed onto a heavy Japanese vase.   As his hands grabbed at the vase, it began to fall, spinning towards Moggs. He tried to dodge out of the vase’s path, but he wasn’t fast enough.  It shattered on him, lodging ceramic shards in his chest. Moggs breathed his last while staring at his horrified owner.
Life 2 (7 lives remaining)
Moggs was very relieved to be alive. Sitting on his favourite blanket on the floor seemed too dangerous (he’d lost his first life now) so he jumped onto the smaller sofa. Not as comfortable as the larger one, but safer, right? His owner had other plans, however. He’d neglected to tell his cat that he was inviting his relatives around for some reason or another. Moggs was fast asleep behind a cushion when the guests arrived.  He was in such a deep sleep that he failed to hear the thundering footsteps and booming voice of Auntie Marion as she approached the small sofa.  She lowered her mighty derrière onto the sofa and her colossal weight squashed poor Moggs flat before he even realised what was going on.
Life 3 (8 lives remaining)
Moggs sat indignantly on a window sill looking for somewhere safe to sleep.  Somewhere he could escape from his clumsy owner and his careless relatives. He thought he’d seen the perfect place: in the kitchen there was a quite large round hole leading into a smaller dark space filled with lots of soft things like jumpers and towels.  He checked it out and climbed in.  It was the perfect size for a cat to curl up and amazingly comfortable.  When his owner threw a few more things in, which covered him up completely, he didn’t mind.  They just made his new sleeping place even more cosy.   But then he heard a click, and the space began to move around.   Moggs realised he had made a big mistake. Faster and faster it spun, while water poured in from the sides. Moggs’ third life ended with a spin dry.
Life 4 (5 lives remaining)
Moggs couldn’t believe that he had been killed three times in one day without even leaving the house!  He had thought that his home was a place of safety but actually it seemed more like a death trap.  Moggs had to take action!  He went off in search of somewhere safer, where he wouldn't lose the rest of his precious lives.  Out of the cat flap, down the path, out of the gate and onto the street he went.  On the other side of the street he could see rolling green fields and thought ‘What could kill me in a field? I’ll go there.’  So confidently, head up, tail high, Moggs set out to cross the road.  No sooner had he left the pavement than there was a horrible SCREEECH….BANG….CRASH!  Moggs didn’t make it to the other side.
Life 5 (4 lives remaining)
Life on the outside clearly held its own dangers.  Moggs decided that the best way to stay safe and conserve his remaining lives was to find somewhere to stay where there were no people, ornaments, machines or cars.  Looking both ways this time, he crossed the road and stalked carefully through the field of long grass, pausing to listen for anything that may alarm him.  He heard nothing. Soon enough, he came across a wooden building, from which emanated sweet smells and another tasty aroma…mice!  Moggs’ stomach rumbled.  With all the deaths he’d been experiencing today, he realised he hadn’t eaten for ages.  The door of the barn was open so he slunk in, creeping silently, on the prowl for any dozy mice he could find.  He’d never caught or eaten a mouse before but his hunting instinct was automatic, and they smelled delicious!
He followed his nose to where the smell was strongest – in a thick pile of straw on the floor.  He watched the straw and noticed that some of it was twitching ever so slightly.  He bunched himself up and pounced!
Unfortunately, Moggs hadn’t noticed a pair of grey legs standing in the straw.  The body attached to those hind legs got a fright when Moggs suddenly launched himself out of nowhere, and reacted instinctively by kicking out with both hooves. CRUNCH!
Moggs didn’t catch his mouse but did succeed in ending his fifth life by being kicked in the head by a donkey.  He didn’t see that coming.
Life 6 (3 lives remaining)
Moggs was seriously fed up by now. Only three of his nine lives were left. Clearly, he hadn't learned his lesson about how dangerous buildings were, even if there were no humans in them.  Moggs skirted round the barn, and saw some woods off into the distance. He decided that he had less chance of being killed there, and set off. The woods were quieter than the fields, and light dappled the trees. He was still hungry though and decided to see what he could find. After about five minutes of futile hunting, Moggs came upon the first stroke of luck he'd had in all his lives.   A dead rat was just lying there, completely untouched, in the middle of a clearing. Well, Moggs was hardly going to miss this opportunity. He slunk out of the shadow of a large oak tree and began to gobble the rat.   It was every bit as good as he'd thought.
However, there was a strange after-taste to it...
After finishing the rat, Moggs felt a bit strange. Colours began blurring before his eyes, and he realized belatedly that the rat had been poisoned.  Oh dear.
Life 7 (2 lives remaining)
It was dark when Moggs awoke.  And cold.  He was fed up.  Most cats’ nine lives lasted them for years but he’d nearly gone through all of his in one day!  He had to be especially careful now, or he’d be out of lives and that would be the end of him.  He didn’t know what to do or where to go, but eventually, hunger made him decide to head home.  He’d had no success in catching his own meals and felt he couldn’t trust anything he found in case it was poisoned like the rat.   He needed to get home and have some nice juicy meat out of a tin.  Surely nothing more could happen to him now?
Moggs left the wood, crept past the barn and made his way back through the field to the pavement.  He sat on the pavement looking across the road at his house on the other side.  He looked at the red front door with the cat flap.  He looked at the windows which were all dark.  His owner must be asleep so it would be totally safe in the house; no-one could drop anything on him, sit on him or wash him to death in the washing machine.  He remembered to look both ways before he crossed the road.  When he was sure there were no cars coming, he crossed quickly with a sigh of relief.  He was nearly there.  He went through the gate and up the path.  He was nearly at the cat flap when he saw two blazing orange eyes glaring at him out of the darkness.  Moggs bristled and hissed at the stranger to get out of his way.  The stranger moved forward and into a patch of light from a nearby street light.  His coat was a fiery red like his eyes and he snarled at Moggs.  Moggs turned and fled but the fox was fast and liked to chase.  Poor Moggs never made it to the cat flap.
Life 8 (1 life remaining)
When a cat loses lives, it loses something of itself each time.  What remained of Moggs made him look like a completely different cat to the one he’d been just hours ago.  His sleek black coat was scraggy and patchy.  His electric yellow eyes were dull and lifeless.  Only the white tip on his tail may have made him recognisable to his owner, had he been able to find his way home.  There was little chance of that as Moggs had no idea where he was; where the fox had left him.  He could smell a horrible stench and saw that he was near a row of wheelie bins, overflowing with rubbish.  There were crows and seagulls squabbling over edible items but Moggs didn’t have the energy to chase them and the birds just ignored him.  The sky darkened and Moggs heard an ominous rumble in the sky.  Soon it started to rain; rain that was hard enough to feel like bullets to poor Moggs.  Seeing a car parked nearby, Moggs dragged himself towards it, intending to shelter underneath it.  But Moggs was too slow.  The sky flashed and a streak of forked lightning crackled.  The lightning could have struck anywhere but guess what it hit?  

Life 9 (0 lives remaining) 
Being struck by lightning had a curious effect on Moggs.  When he came round, he felt bigger than before.  He was bursting with energy.  His fur and his eyes sparkled.  He just knew where he needed to go to get home and he set off with purpose.  He crossed several roads.  If there were cars coming, all he had to do was turn his head and glare at them and they slammed on the brakes.  People he passed on the street stopped and stared at him as he strutted past them.  When he got home his owner tried to pick him to give him a cuddle but soon yelped and put him back down.  He could have sworn he’d received an electric shock!  

Moggs lived to be a very, very old cat but he never seemed to age.  He could go anywhere with no trouble.  For one thing, people and other animals stayed away from him and even seemed in awe of him.  And, in addition, Moggs seemed to develop a sixth sense which meant he could anticipate accidents before they happened and avoid them, often walking away casually just before some catastrophe occurred.  People who witnessed this were amazed and said, “Look at that cat, how he knew something was going to happen and got out of the way!  He must have nine lives!”

If only they knew! 
