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The City Cat and the  

Country Cat 

 

“Ah-choo!” Rex sneezed. “Ah-choo, ah-

choo, ah-choo,” he sneezed again and again and 

again.  

“Come on, Rex,” Bobby said, “We’d better 

get you inside. You must be allergic to something 

in the air here.” 

“It’s probably the pigweed,” Trixie the Pony 

said. “Tickles my nose, too!” 



Bobby helped Rex get in the pouch of the 

saddle bag, and then jumped up on Trixie’s back, 

and they all three galloped back to the farmhouse. 

Bobby carried Rex into their room and said, “Rex, 

maybe you should get in your bed in the carrier 

and take a nap.” 

“I think I… I think… ah-choo! I think I may. 

I did a lot of walking. I’m not used to this country 

life, Bobby!” Rex said and then sneezed again. 

“Okay. I’ll shut the bedroom door so you 

can get a good cat nap,” Bobby said and 

scratched Rex between the ears before he walked 

out. 

Rex walked into his carrier and curled up 

on his little bed. “Ah-choo!” 

“Gesundheit!” a small voice replied. 

Rex froze. But then he sneezed again. 

“Gesundheit!” the little voice said again. 



Rex crawled to the front of his carrier and 

timidly poked his head out the door. Both Bobby 

and his mom, Margaret had explained to him that 

things on the farm would be very different than 

they were in their apartment in the city. And boy 

were they right! So much space, and so many 

other animals, and so much walking! But no one 

had told him the farm was haunted. “Ah-choo!” 

He sneezed such a loud sneeze he scared himself 

and quick as a wink scurried to the back of the 

carrier. 

“Gesundheit!” said the little voice again. “I 

hope you’re not coming down with something. 

That would be dreadful.” 

“I think it’s just… Hey! Who are you?” Rex 

crept to the door and looked out. “And where are 

you?” 

“I’m over here,” the voice said. 



Rex looked in the direction of the little voice 

and saw a lump rise from under the sheet on the 

bed. “Ah-choo!” 

“Gesundheit!” the lump said. And then the 

lump under the sheet on the bed disappeared 

altogether and before Rex knew what was 

happening a very, very, tiny little cat appeared at 

his front door. “My name is Snaps. You must be 

Rex. Marica and John told me you were coming 

to visit.” 

“Oh, Snaps! I thought you were a ghost!” 

Though they’d just met, Rex was quite relieved to 

meet Snaps and not a ghost. “I’ve heard all about 

you from Margaret. It’s nice to… It’s nice to… Ah-

choo! It’s nice to meet you.” 

“Bless you! Nice to meet you, too,” said 

Snaps as she stretched across the floor in front of 

the carrier. “I’m not a ghost! Haha! Marica thinks 



she can keep me off the comforter on the bed by 

putting a sheet on top it, but she can’t fool me! I 

learned how to sneak under the sheet so I can be 

all snuggly,” she explained.  

“That’s funny, Snaps!” Rex laughed. 

“How are you enjoying country life, Rex?” 

Snaps asked. 

“Oh! I love it…mostly,” Rex answered. 
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