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The Story Of Ginger 
By B. HILL CANOVA 

Dear Young Citizens: 
Come gather around and I will tell 

you the true story of my life. I am a 
little yellow cat and my name is Ginger. 
I have not had a very long life, but it 
has been rather interesting considering 
that I am a cat. 

When I was born I was so very, 
very younl: that I do not remember the 
place or the time. The first thing I can 
remember, about my life is one morning 

: I· was walking along on the wet pave
ment in the town plaza of J aro, Iloilo. 

··A light rain was falling, the wind was · 
blowing and I was so cold. Not know-

- ing what else to do. I crouched down in 
the shrubbery. I was too hungry to be 
able to think very, well. I do not know 
Jtow !Ong I sat there shaking and shiver-

"Here," offered the tall lady, "take 
my handkerchief and wrap it up." 

I was so tiny then that the handker
chief was large enough to wrap me in. 
The short lady put the handkerchief 
around me snugly. "Will you carry 
this?" she asked the tall lady as she 
took something out of a small paper 
bag. The tall lady took the article 
and the short lady put me in the 
bag. "Now," she said, "the wind can't 
blow on the little wet thing." She 
left my nose, ears and eyes poking 
out of the bag so I could get plenty of 
air. She held me close to her and it felt 
mightly nice to be carried in a paper 
bag by a kind lady right through the 
plaza of my home town on a rainy day. 
I didn't say a word. I only sat still 
thinking how nice to be getting warm. ing. . . A warm place means a lot to kittens . 

. Presently I heard somethmg gomg, · "We must hurry home" suggested the 
''\~p,. tap; tap:." . I looked 1:1P and t~o tall lady, "and give th~ little creature 
ladies were hurrl(!ng.along m the ram. • m f d H · ta i shall I all 
When I saw them J thought, "It must l~?"e 00 · ere is a x ' c 
be nice to be !~dies and have some placP. "Yes," agreed the short lady. Then 

. ~~n!~~m!~ ~::;r~a:!tt:,~;h a n~o;~~~tt!: ~he spoke to me, "Yes, little kitty-cat, 
you shall have something to. eat soon. 

gp." Although I was ever so weak You are just skin and bones. The taxi 
ffom hunger I managed to trot right to will take us quickly." 
them and give a few· faint meows. "A taxi," I thought, but really I didn't 

"You poor little thing!" both ladies think about the taxi very much for I was 
exclaimed. (One of these ladies was too busy thinking of the food the two 
short and one was tall so I will speak ladies had mentioned. Now that it is 
of them as the short lady and the tall all over I wonder how many cats have 
lady.) Thi; short lady stooped and ridden in a taxi. 
scooped me up in one hand. When we reached the home of the tall 

"Look how thin and sick it is. It is lady I heard dogs barking. I crouched 
cold too," she said. as low as I could in my paper bag and 
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the lady held me close to her and spoke 
kindly so I did not feel afraid. The 
short lady was visiting the tall one and 
they both went into her house. As they 
went up the stairs the husband of the 
tall lady asked, "What is that in that 
bag?" 

"Some fresh meat," laughed his wife. 

"No, just a bundle of bones," cor
rected the short lady. 

I did not mind 
them making jokes 
about me for l could 
tell that they were 
going to be good to 
me. They took me 

he becomes accustomed to food," sug
gested the tall lady. 

"That is right," said the other lady, 
"Now, little kitty, you must take a nice 
long sleep here by the kitchen stove." 
She made a little bed for me with an 
old towel. 

I do not know how long I slept. The 
next thing I remember I was stretching 
and yawning on the little bed. When 

I opened my eyes 
there the short lady 
was bending over 
me. "Yes, you tiny 
little thing, ~ou 

slept . like a top. 

How about some
thing more to eat?" 

to the back porch 
and quickly 
warmed a bowl of 
milk for me. Then 
they gave me a 
small fish. I did 

GINGER 

"Well, I was still 
hungry and some
thing to eat sound
ed good to me. This 

not like to eat so greedily but I was so 
hungry that in just no time I had lapped 
all the milk and gobbled down the fish. 
The place looked so strange to me but 
I felt ever so much better than I had 
felt when I crouched in the shrubbery in 
the plaza. 

"The little dear is still hungry," said 
,_t,he short lady. 

"Since he has been without food for 
so long I think it is not wise to give him 
too much at first. Suppose we give him 
a small amount every two hours until 

time she gave a bowl of rice and milk 
with a little sugar on it. This was so 
good and made me feel stronger but still 
I had no interest in playing. I just sat 
under the stove blinking at the cook as 
he went about his work. After a little 
the short lady came with a basin of 
boric-acid solution and small pieces of 
cotton. She washed my face, particu
larly my eyes and ears. I was still too 
weak from hunger to think about my 
looks. I did not feel like· squirming to 
get away when the lady washed my face. 

(Pleas<' h!l"tl to l'agc 259) 
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THE STORY OF GINGER 
(Continued from page f!39) 

"There," she said, "that 
makes you look better, even if 
you don't like ic.·· 

Several times during the day 
someone gave me more milk 
and a little fish. That night I 
was given a soft bed in a box. 
As far as I know that was the 
first bed I had ever had. I can -
not remf.mber where I had spent 
the nights before the two ladies 
picked me up in the Plaza. The 
next day the Sun was shining 

so I was taken out for a sun 
bath. In the garden I saw sev
eral cats. They belonged to the 
tall lady. I am sure they had 
never been hungry in their lives. 
They were so fat and full of 
play. A mother cat was giving 
one of her kittens a bath. I 
wanted to go near and play 
with the kitten but I was so 
shy that I only crouched by a 
tree. What else do you suppose 
that I .saw in that garden with 
the cats? You may be surprised 
when I tell you that there was 
a nice brown dog romping and 
playing With che cats. He 
played with them as if he was 

THE YOUNG CITIZEN 

their big brother. Did you ever 
know of a dog with such lovely 
manners? During the second 
day I was fed several times and 
allowed to sleep by the stove. 
That afternoon the short lady 
came into the kitchen and picked 
me up saying. "You are just a 
handful of cat. Would you 
like co go home with me? I 
have a little boy, Tino. who 
would be so pleased to have a 
linle might like you. He is a 
kind lad and I think you will 
like him." 

I was not anxious to leave 
che house of the tall lady. 
cl.id not think any house could 
have so much food and ·good 
cheer. However. the short lady 
bundled me up in. her a;rms, she 
and the call lady got into a car. 
and off co the wharfs w.: went. 
This was my second ride in a 
car. This time I was feeling ·SO 

much stronger than I had felt 
during my first ride, and I tried 
to take more notice of what was 
going on. The lady held me up 
on her shoulder and I looked 
about. thinking what big world 
this is. 

When the short lady and I 
sailed away for Negros on the 
S. S. Tanon I was held up to 

the rail to give the tall lady a 
farewell look. I put my tail and 
ears up as proudly as I could to 
show her how well she had fed 
me while I was in her home. 
As we floated ouc the mouth of 
che lloilo River I saw an air
plane land in the near-by air 
port. I thought, "Well. I have 
traveled in a paper bag. in two 
cars and am now on a ship. I 
wondered if I should ever fly 
by plane. I rather doubt it. I 
think planes are better suited to 

259 

people than to cats. 
I wanted to walk about and 

explore the ship, but it wab
bled about so much and I did 
not feel strong enough to keep 
from falling. The short lady 
placed a chair for· me bes,ide her 
own chair, and I dozed along 
as she stroked my back. It is 
nice to have your back stroked 
when the ship rocks. 1\t din
_ner time the table boy gave me 
some rice and fish. I think he 
must be a very nice boy for he 
helped me so gently from the 
chair to the deck when he gave 
me the food. And, Young Citi
zens. do you .. know that kit
tens appreciate_ gentleness, par
ticularly on rocky boats? 

Nothing very exciting hap
pened during the night on the 
boat. I sat. wrapped in some· 
thing warm, in a chair beside 
the lady's cot. The wuther 
was smooth and the moon 
shone brightly. As dawn came 
I saw the eastern sky turn gray. 
then a deep red and gold. Just 
before the sun was up we land
·ed at S.a.n Carlos. Cargadors 
catried 'the lady's baggage 
ashore. but she would trust no 
one to carry me. She took me 
in her arms and made me fee! 
safe when we went down the 
gangplank. I could see· the wat
er below. and as you know, cars 
do not care to fall into water. 

The lady. her baggage and I 
all got into a calesa. I thought. 
"My, my. there are so many 
ways to travel-paper bags. 
cars, ships, calesas." and I won
dered what next. 

When we rea~hed the house 
everything was so still. Noth
ing. except the big red roo.ster 
and a frw hens. were stirring 
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about. We crept into the b.:ick 
door. The lady peeped into the 
bedrooms. Every one was as
leep. She moved about quietly 
and gave me some milk. Ne11..t 

she washed my eyes, ears, and 
paws with a boric-acid solution. 
She whispered into my ear. 
"You play around and I'll take 
a bath, and perhaps by that 
rime Tino will be awake. He 
is going to be a proud little boy 
when he see you." 

I walked slowly. slowly all 
through the house, looking un
der chairs and beds. I made up 
my mind that this would be 
a nice place to live. The milk 
I had had was so good. I could 
hear the water splashing in the 
bathroom. When the lady came 
out she was fresh and clean. 
She took me up and ro,Id me. 
"Now let's go into Tina's 
room. I expect he is awake." 
We peeped in and there on the 
pillow was a small boy with 
soft, brown eyes wide open. 

"Oh!" he said, a little star
tled to see the lady, "you are 
at home. When did you get 
here. Oh!" he repeated when 
he noticed me in the lady's 
arms. "What is that?" 

"A kitten. It is for you.'' 

"Thank you," he cried and 
sprang out of bed. He took me 
in his arms ever so gently. 
''Good, little kitty.'' he said as 
he rubbed my back and head. 
He felt so warm that I started 
purring at once. "Is it really 
for me?" the little boy asked. 

''Yes, you are to be its mas-
1er." 

"It isn't very ht," noticed 
the ·boy. 
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"No. I am afraid ir has had 
a hard life thus far. We must 
feed it well and help it to grow 
slrong.'' 

"I'll let it have my egg for 
breakfas1,'' offered Tino. 

"We'll have an egg cooked 
for you and one for 1he cat 
100." said 1he lady. 

Tino dressed quickly and 
went to 1he kitchen to tell the 
cook (0 prepare an extra egg for 
breakfast so 1he cat could have 
one. As he s1ood about 1he 
kitchen wailing for breakfast he 
noticed 1he spice cans standing 
on the shelf. On one of the~ 
he noticed the word "ginger." 

He did not know h9w ginger 
looked so he opened the can and 
peeped into it. "Why, it is just 

the color of the kitten." he said 
to himself. He ran in 10 the 
lady and shouted, "I have found 
a name for the kitten." 

"Thafs good, what is it?'" 
asked the lady. 

''Ginger.'' 

"Why, that is a fine name. 
The kitten looks as if he had 
been powdered with ginger:" 

"Tino went hopping back to 
1he kitchen calling, "Ginger, 
Ginger, Ginger.'' 

Breakfast was soon ready, 
and whal do you suppose I had 
to eat? An egg and some bread 
soaked in milk! Did you ever 
hear of such a lucky kitten as 
I? Tino fed me many times 
during the day and I soon felt 
like playing. Tino had some 
marbles and pingpong balls. He 
rolled them and let me chase 
them. h is lots of fun batting 
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a pingpong ball with your fronl 
paw and then chase it all 
through the house. I think it 
is good to Tino to let me share 
his playthings. He has a liule 
brush and everr day he brushes 
my coal. I pur and pur while 
I am being brushed. 

I have been with my Ihde 
master several days ~ow and 
am as happy as a kitten can pos
sibly be. I am never hungry 
and am growing fatter and 
stronger all the time. All of 
my life that I can remember is 
just one week and I have told 
most of lh~ important things 
1hat have happened to me dur
ing 1hat lime. As I said in the 
beginning, I was so young when 
I was born that I do not re
member the 1ime and place. 
Tino says I must be about a 
month old. A month is not a 
very long life. I hope to live 
much longer and hope to stay 
with Tino all of my life. He 
says there is a cat across the 
street that is fourteen years Old. 
Perhaps I shall get acquainted 
with him some day and ask him 
how it feels to be so very, very 
old. 

It is now time to go to sleep, 
and all young cre3tures n~ 
plenty of sleep. If anything 
else happens to me that I thPnk 
will interest 1he Young Citi
zens I'll write you about it. 
Being a cat, of course, I can't 
actually write, but I'll put my 
mark by my name so you can 
see that this . is a really true 
story. 

Good nighl, Young Citizens. 

GINGER 
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