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Wishing All of Our Club 
Members a Very Happy 

Christmas and All the Best For 
2025 

 
 

TONKINESE BREED CLUB OFFICERS & COMMITTEE MEMBERS 2024 
 

President - Mrs Linda Vousden 
Vice-President  - Dr SarahCaney BVSc PhD DSAM MRCVS 

 
CHAIRMAN: Dr Julia Craig -McFeely  
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Address as for Hon.Secretary 
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Mrs Alexandra Lloyd -  Mrs Beth Noble 
Mr Gerry Smith - Miss Mary Watters 

 
Delegate to G CCF Council - Dr Julia Craig -McFeely  
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Courtesy Reminder  
Subscriptions for 2025 are due on January 1st 

 
To see whether you have already paid for 2025 just check your  

post code on t�Z�����Z�,���À�����/���Z���v���Á�����[ page under the Members tab of the 
Club web site: Tonkinese.info 
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I am an avid line-chaser, which is to say that I like to trace 
�����š�•�[ ancestors through the different pedigree lines back to 
the source �t ���•���(���Œ�����•���‰�}�•�•�]���o���X���/�[�À�����š�Œ������d �•�}�u�����u�Ç�������š�•�[���o�]�v���•��
directly �������l�� �š�}�� �š�Z���� �}�Œ�]�P�]�v���o�� �Z���Z�}���}�o���š���•�[�� ���Œ�}�µ�P�Z�š�� �]�v�š�}�� �š�Z����
Western Cat Fancy in the late 1800s; and to Wong Mau, the 
very first DNA proven Tonkinese in the 1930s.   
 

���o�}�v�P�� �š�Z���� �Á���Ç�� �/�[�À����learned fascinating things about the cat fancy and its 
���Œ���������Œ�•�X�� �&�Œ���‹�µ���v�š�o�Ç�� �����š�•�[�� �v���u���• reflected the times the breeder was living 
in; in the early days of the Siamese there were numerous cats named Prince 
of Siam, later on cats were named for literary characters, sports personalities, 
Grand National winners, award winning film characters and rock stars etc. 
���µ�š���/�[�À�����v���À���Œ���•�����v�������‰�}�o�]�š�]���]���v�[�•���v���u���X 
 

�Z�������v�š�o�Ç���/�[�À�����������v���]�v���Z�����À���v�����•���/�� �Z���À���� �š���u�‰�}�Œ���Œ�Ç�����µ�•�š�}���Ç���}�(��many cat show 
catalogues from between the 1920s and 1960s �t what a joy to be able to fill 
in gaps in my pedigree database with dates of birth, names of breeders and 
owners and make corrections to data that has incorrectly been passed 
around for decades.  There are perils though, the old catalogues were all 
typed up by hand which led to any number of mistakes, compounded by 
entry forms that were badly hand-written - exhibitors could even be 
inconsistent in the way they spelled their own �����š�[�•���v���u���J 
 

The early cat shows, even into the 1940s were definitely 
for the aristocracy and the gentry �t shows were often 
held during the week and, bizarrely, had 
entertainments such as the Band of the Coldstream 
Guards, I wonder how the cats reacted to that? 
Catalogue contained adverts for Ford Motor Cars, ladies 
beauty products, perfumes and local restaurants �t 
���o�}�v�P���Á�]�š�Z���š�Z�����u���v�Ç�������š���‰�Œ�}���µ���š�•�����v�������Œ���������Œ�•�[�������À���Œ�š�•��
for their studs and catteries. 
 

If you�[���� �o�]�l���� �š�} trace �Ç�}�µ�Œ�������š�[�•�� �‰�����]�P�Œ�����•�U���}�Œ���i�}�]�v������ �P�Œ�}�µ�‰���}�(���o�]�v��-chasers for 
tips, swapping of information etc. do let me know as I would be happy to set 
up such a group for the Tonkinese. 
 

Happy Christmas to you, your families and your Christmas Furries! 

Linda  Vousden   
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IMPORTANT G CCF NOTICE 
New addition to the registra tion rules agreed 26th October 2024  
An upper age limit has been set for breeding females.  Most queens (almost 
99%) have been retired from breeding by their 8th birthday.  It was agreed this 
should be fixed as the limit except for exceptional circumstances.  Breeders 
will be able to ask the Board for dispensation with a brief explanation of why 
the female is still required for breeding and a statement of her breeding 
history.  This will give another two years taking the queen to her tenth birthday 
as the absolute limit. 
This Rule change comes into effect from 1st February 2025  
 
�,�¶�P���V�X�U�H���Z�H���D�O�O���G�H�O�L�J�K�W�H�G���Z�L�W�K���W�K�L�V���Q�H�Z���U�X�O�H�����D�Q�G���S�H�U�K�D�S�V���Z�R�Q�G�H�U���Z�K�\���L�W���K�D�V��
taken so long to arrive?                   [Ed.] 

 
 

 
How Many Cats Can You See  Here?  

Not all of them are Tonks, answer on page 33  
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I have three cherished Tonkinese cats, each with a name 
full of meaning and memories. 
 
Jake, my nearly 13-year-old Brown point Tonk, was named after a 
character from The Tweenies. Back in the 2000s, my son was a big fan 

of the show, and our first four 
Tonkinese all took names from it—Milo, 
Bella, Fizz, and then Jake. I brought him 
home from a lovely breeder in 
Peterborough back in 2012, and he’s 
become the “leader” of our little group. 
Both Freja and Buster adore him, 
following his lead, and he’s always quick 
to chime in with his thoughts—
especially if he thinks he’s being 
ignored! Jake is famously talkative and 
will jump right onto the table to make 
sure he is heard, bringing his unique 
charm to every interaction. 

 
Freja, my playful Tonkinese girl from 
Cornwall, is about seven years old. Her 
name comes from the Nordic goddess of 
love, as a nod to my Danish roots. She is 
endlessly playful and still loves to play 
fetch, surprising me with her boundless 
energy. Every day, she gifts me with five 
or six toys she has carefully chosen for me, 
a sweet habit that is all her own. In 2019, 
she had a litter of seven kittens, and that’s 
where Buster comes in - he is her son!  
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Buster’s full name is Bustopher Jones, inspired by Cats: The Musical. 
The entire litter was named after 
characters from the musical. Buster is now 
five years old, he has got a striking, 
photogenic look, and I affectionately call 
him my “Calvin Klein Tonk” because he 
loves modelling for the camera. With his 
good looks, he rocks all sorts of bowties 
and sparkly collars, always ready for a little 
photo session. He’s a natural model, and 
we have so much fun dressing up for these 

little photoshoots. 
My trio —Jake, Freja, and 
Buster—are my constant 
shadows. No matter where 
I go in the house they are 
right there with me, a 
delightful trio with their 
unique personalities and a 
deep bond that is such a 
joy to watch. They 
perfectly embody the 
affectionate, loyal nature 
that makes Tonkinese cats 
so special.                                                                           Ulla Korterman 

 
 

A Cat Walks Into A Bar  
 

The bartender says: òWhatõll you have?ó 

The cat says: òA shot of whiskey.ó 

The bartender pours the cat his drink.  

Looking the bartender in the face the cat slowly pushes its  glass 

off the bar - then immediately demands  òANOTHER!!ó 
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Our very first Tonkinese came from Sue Amor in Evesham. 

After trialling a few names we settled on Evie as in Evie from Evesham. 
Another of our Tonks is sort of 
named after where she came 
from. That is Anna, our German 
girl. Her name isn’t geographical 
but is derived from the German 
word Ananas, my favourite fruit - 
pineapple.  
The food theme seems to continue 
with our current cats. Candy and 
Dolly are both from our ‘Sweets’ 
litter; their pedigree names are 
Lilyput Dolly Mixtures and Lilyput 
Parma Violets. Noodle and Sushi 
are from our Japanese foods 
litters.  

All our home bred girls’ pet names link to their pedigree names, I like 
that there is that connection.                              Lorraine Phillips (Lilyput) 

 
 

We Have Four Beautiful Tonk Boys. 

Hugo (6), Luca (4), Ezra (2) and Arlo (6 months). We now have a two 
year itch and have to get 
ourselves another Tonk to add 
to the family. 
 

Yes the names are a bit 
pretentious but they are our 
babies (no fleshy human type 
children). We now have a 
tradition of ensuring it’s a boy’s 
name with 4 letters… not sure 
why. Any name suggestions for 
future broods are welcome. 
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We came across Tonkinese cats because I have an allergy to cats. I was 
in and out of hospital with asthma as a child and my throat would close 
up in rebellion every time I ventured near a cat. Mum had to keep me 
on a leash to stop me petting random pussycats. With this in mind, as 
an adult, I had to make a sensible choice when it came to breed. I read 
up on allergies to cats - who knew it was actually cat spit that people 
are mostly allergic to rather than the fur itself. Anyway, we found out 
that Siamese and Burmese cats tend to produce less of the harmful 
protein (along with other breeds). More research and we learned 
about the hybrid wonder that is the Tonkinese which seemed to take 
the best from both breeds. 
 

Our breeder (Hilary or Hylily Tonkinese in Kent) was an absolute 
marvel. Knowledgeable, helpful, on call for anything and just up the 
road from us. It was a match made in heaven. Hugo was the cutest 
chocolate point kitten and after a 
couple of visits, we could tell that 
my throat was not closing up - this 
was going to be the start of an 
amazing journey for us.  
 

The temperament, the chattiness, 
the snuggles, the shoulder 
jumping, the purring, the sneaking 
under the covers in the winter, the 
constant desire to be with you, the 
intelligence (both good and bad), 
the aloofness when you come back 
from holiday, the long blinks, the 
knocking off of objects on surfaces, 
the defiance, the tail hugs, the chittering at birds, permanent lap 
battles, the agility and ability to get on top of everything, curiosity, 
skittishness, their walks on leads etc. On top of all of that, they are 
very handsome cats (and they know it!). 
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Whilst the intelligence is often a huge bonus, it can also be highly 
frustrating. Our cats like their routine and they know when it’s time for 
a meal. I used to work in London and get up very early to commute and 
so the cats would be fed around 5.30am. Although I know work locally, 
the cats have not been kind enough to adjust their meal time: 
 

5am - Scratching on the cat post in the bedroom (not once, but every 
couple of minutes to let us know something is coming). 
5.30am - Sat on the bedside table staring at me intently 
5.35am - Objects (such as the fan controller, my phone charger, my 
plastic water bottle, my book) start plummeting to the floor with 
mighty crashes, each making us jump out of our skin. 
5.45am - The cats stand on our standing fan switching it on to 
hurricane level. 
5.50am - Claw at the shutters until they open flooding the room with 
light 
6am - High dive from the headboard not taking into consideration that 
they might land somewhere sensitive 
 

This routine does not 
always make it through 
to the end as one of us 
usually concedes. They 
are happiest when they 
are being fed, noisy, 
tails up, shiny eyes. 
 

We are in love. They 
have enriched our lives 
beyond measure. Tonks 
will forever be in our 
lives now and we look forward to growing old with our ever increasing 

brood.                                                                           Graeme and James 
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Ingredients 
 

¶ 500g golden caster sugar  
¶ 500ml  double cream  
¶ 3 tbsp liquid glucose  (available in most supermarkets and 

chemists) 
¶ 140g white chocolate cut into chunks (not too small or they'll melt 

completely) 
 

Method 
 

Step 1 
Line a 22cm square non-stick tin with baking parchment. Put the caster 
sugar, double cream and liquid glucose in a pan. Slowly heat together, 
stirring continually, until the sugar melts and stops feeling grainy on 
the bottom of the pan. Turn up the heat and fast boil until a small 
amount of the mixture dropped into a glass of cold water sets into a 
soft ball that you can pick up on a teaspoon. By this time the bubbles in 
the mixture will look small and even. 
Step 2 
Turn off the heat and keep stirring for 5 mins or until the mix starts to 
thicken a little. Sprinkle in the white chocolate and swirl it through the 
mixture once using a spatula or the handle of a wooden spoon. Pour 
into a tin and leave the fudge overnight to set, then turn out and cut 
into squares. Will keep for up to 2 months in an airtight container ς 
don't store in the fridge or the fudge will go soft.  

White Chocolate Chip Fudge 
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Living up to Your Name 
Julia Craig-McFeely 
 

Many years ago I was approached at a cat show by a journalist who 
said she was writing a piece on what people named their cats (and 
why). I don’t think the article ever saw the light of day, but I realised I’d 
not thought much about it before, now it made think about how I 
named my kittens – their pedigree names. 
 

I’m rather envious of people who can come up with brilliant names for 
their cats, and I admit that it’s something I don’t think I’m particularly 
good at. I don’t really go for human names because they just don’t 
seem right (though there have been a couple of notable exceptions). 
At first I found names that seemed to suit their temperaments or 
behaviour… 
 

Gentle was certainly gentle – I don’t think I’ve ever had a kitten who 
trod so lightly through life. She was the perfect kitten for a family in 
which the mother was dying. Gentle stayed by her side constantly and 
even when their mum was barely conscious and didn’t respond to 
anything else, her family said she still stroked Gentle. 
Plummet was so called because he was a great hefty hefalump of a 
kitten. So hefty in fact that he wasn’t great at jumping and leaping, and 
his way of dealing with his more bumptious siblings was to climb up 
onto the arm of the sofa and wait until another kitten passed by, then 
plummet down on them from a height. 
Reckless – got her name from her extraordinary behaviour with my 
bedroom window. I found her unexpectedly in the garden one 
afternoon. Thinking she had somehow got past my legs and escaped 
through the door, I brought her back indoors, only to find her outside 
again about 10 minutes later. This time I followed her when I brought 
her back inside. She ran straight upstairs to my bedroom, squeezed out 
of the window that was supposed to be only open enough for some 
air, and leaped to the ground from the first floor. I was pretty horrified. 
At least there was lawn underneath, but since 1999 I haven’t dared to 
open an upstairs window that much. 
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Left to right:  
Rameses Reckless & 
Rameses Starbuck (Teddy) 

 
Chaos was all arms and 
legs and slightly barmy. 
He reminded me of a 
boxer dog belonging to 
some friends when I was 
a child, who was 
completely bonkers, and 
also called Chaos. I had 
always thought it was a 
great name for any 
animal, and because I 
was going to keep Chaos 

as a stud cat, I have the fun of seeing his name still on pedigrees. 
Wicked – well, I probably don’t need to explain to anyone why a 
Tonkinese might have that name! 
Stanley – is one of my exceptions for human names. Stanley was a 
chocolate point Siamese, very big, and with a long nose and rather 
serious expression but a very comical character. You have to 
pronounce it ‘Stanleh’ (as in ‘ee, Stanleh!’). He went to live with 
another Siamese; when his new owner took him home, her neighbour 
rushed around to meet him. She had said beforehand, ‘you can’t 
possibly call a noble cat like a Siamese Stanley!’ However, when she 
met him, she had to agree that no other name would do, and so he 
was named. 
 

Some breeders are very organised when they start out, and each litter 
is named with all the kittens starting out with the same letter of the 
alphabet. This means the breeder knows which litter each kitten 
belongs to, and at approximately what stage they were born during 
their breeding career. However, when I started out I wasn’t really 
planning on being ‘a breeder’ and I just gave my babies names that 



15 
 

worked for me. Starting an alphabetical system in the middle of a long 
life as a breeder seemed pointless, so generally I don’t have any 
system. There was one exception, and that was a first-generation litter 
in which I had four blues and one brown. They were beautiful, and one 
stayed with me and made a bit of a name for himself on the show 
bench. He died many years ago, but he is one of those who will always 
be an unshakeable part of me. He and his brothers had to have names 
that reflected the fact that they were almost identical. The first to get 
his name was Nimrod, and that was simply because I was playing 
Elgar’s Enigma variations at the time and it’s a lovely word that rolls off 
the tongue. Nimbus was named almost in the same breath, because of 
his beautiful silvery blue coat that reminded me of the silvering of the 
sun behind a cloud. Nemesis, the one I kept, was a bit more random – 
it was just a word that came to me beginning with N, but he was 
something of a watershed in my life; the first boy I kept and the one I 
completely lost my heart to, so he was a sort of personal Nemesis. The 
last blue, a girl, was called Nimble, because next to the boys she was so 
dainty. The last of the litter, the only brown, was called Shade – 
breaking the mould of the initial letter because he was a different 
colour. 
 

My later litters of Siamese all had names beginning with the Thai 
words that represented their body colours: Sinamtan…, Seedam…, 
Seefah… and because they were old-style Siamese I used some of the 
names of famous old-style cats from the 50s and 60s for the second 
half of the name, allowing me to recall some of the beautiful Siamese I 
had known as a child. 
 

Then I ran out of ideas a bit and started looking around for inspiration 
close at hand: things that I was doing or that came up at work. A trip to 
Egypt resulted in a couple of litters with the names of Egyptian 
Pharaohs and queens, while another was named after characters in a 
manuscript of French medieval romances that I was editing at the 
time. 
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Rameses Listo 
 

I had some fun recently with a 
whole litter whose names included 
the word ‘Crack’, because I had 
two who were determined to be 
called Crackpot and Crackerjack. 
The others were Crackdown, 
Firecracker, Nutcracker, 
Safecracker and Wisecracker. Sadly 
that sort of inspiration doesn’t 
come along very often! 

 

Kittens from my beautiful boy imported from Bangkok had to have 
Thai names I felt, although that proved a bit problematic because, 
frankly, Thai names generally don’t sound particularly good to English 
speakers! The vet who gave him his first vaccinations in Thailand was 
called Dr Nongnut Assawompsam. Hmmmm…. In the end I looked for 
place/street names in Bangkok around where Minnie (registered name 
Ramintha, after the area where he grew up) came from, and got some 
good names that didn’t sound too boinky. 
 

There are some names that I’ve regretted ‘giving away’ (giving to 
kittens who were not going to stay with me), Like Maverick and 
Calamity, but my biggest regret in this respect was Moriarty. Many 
years later someone bred a stud boy for me, and I asked them to call 
him Moriarty so that I would have a Moriarty at last. He has now been 
neutered and lives a life of indolence and indulgence in London, and 
his name only appears in a handful of pedigrees. There is a nice 
convention between breeders that if you buy a kitten from another 
breeder they include your prefix in the new kitten’s registered name, 
so that Moriarty had both my prefix and the name I hankered after.  
 

Naming is one of the fun things, and something permanent and unique 
that you give to a kitten that they will carry with them for the rest of 
their lives, so I don’t let my new owners choose the pedigree name  
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 except in very rare cases. However, like 
all breeders I find it hard to let kittens 
go to someone else, and the way I cope 
is to try not to become too attached, 
which often means that I haven’t got a 
sense of the right name for the kitten at 
the point when I need to send in the 
registrations. After breeding for more 
than three decades I have more recently 
found myself struggling for naming 
inspiration, partly because at the point 
of registering I’m usually fairly 
exhausted, so my brain isn’t firing on all 
cylinders. I have been through 
Shakespeare and various other ‘themes’ – games of chance provided a 
lovely group of names, as did liqueurs. It’s fine if they have impressed 
me particularly with some aspect of their personality, but it’s rare for a 
whole litter to name themselves that easily.  
 

Last year I had a boy in a litter going abroad to be a stud boy for 
someone else, and I wanted to call him Callisto, partly in memory of 
one of the most beautiful Burmese cats ever bred, who had died at a 
great age not long ago. (She wasn’t one of my breeding, but she was 
an exceptional cat, and I wanted one of mine to have that name.) 
Callisto is the name of a moon orbiting Jupiter, and I was thrilled to 
discover that there are 288 planetary moons in our solar system, most 
with excellent names, as well as 473 ‘small-body satellites’, some of 
which also have names and not just numbers. Some are 
Shakespearean, but many are not, and this has provided me with a 
wonderful list of options in case I run out of inspiration.  
 

If anyone has some good suggestions for kitten names I’m always glad 
to hear them, particularly if they are words that don’t have any other 
associations, and so are very particular to that kitten.  
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By Mary Watters 
 

The letterbox clicked and the sound of scattered envelopes landing on 
the doormat caused Emily Chester to move with haste.  She tipped 
Silver from her knee, the sleepy cat uttering a loud squawk of protest; 
and rushed to intercept Clement, who was, even now, racing 
downstairs at full tilt to pounce on the intruders. “Not this time!” Emily 
cried, shooing him away, and scooping up the post. 
 

It would soon be Christmas, and the envelopes were mostly card-
shaped, but one stood out – with a neatly printed label and the logo of 
an elegant cat.  Emily smiled contentedly and went to sit down again.  
She knew it was her Christmas edition of ‘TonkInfo’ and was sure to be 
a pleasure to read. 
 

Settling down, she was soon re-joined by Silver, eager to resume her 
interrupted siesta.  Clement, meanwhile, glowered at her from the 
doorway, conscious that his fun had been deliberately spoilt.  Emily 
glanced at the two cats, so different, but such characters, and 
wonderful companions – and her mind slipped back five years, to 
another Christmas:  Christmas Eve, in fact… 
 

Emily remembered the shock she had just received.  She had sat, her 
hands circling a cup of tea, and watched the watery sun that peered 
through the dark, snow-laden clouds, her own eyes filled with tears.  
She had been so looking forward to Christmas.  She had prepared 
everything.  Decorations to put up, baking to do, board games to play. 
But the telephone call had changed all that. 
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Jack’s words floated through her head: “Mummy, can I stay with Dad 
for Christmas?” And David, adding his voice to his son’s, smug, 
perhaps? Sarcastic? “We’d like to have him.  Take the pressure off you 
with all your deadlines to keep.” Emily had stuttered an agreement, 
even in her shock, accepting that her own workload – the workload 
that had contributed to her divorce – had yet again stepped in to ruin 
her plans. 
 

At that moment, Jack called to her from the kitchen, “Mum! Can Tim 
and I have a mince pie? Please?” Emily spun back to the present, 
smiling, and called “Oh, all right, but mind out – they may still be hot – 
they’re probably not ready to eat yet…” 
 

Her memories called to her again.  How, determined to carry on, she 
had made mince pies then, her mind a turmoil:  The realisation that 
she couldn’t really blame Jack.  She was a grouchy and sharp-tongued 
mother, she knew it.  She flinched guiltily as she remembered the 
times Jack had asked her questions about his homework, or suggested 
she read to him, and she had snapped at him, and told him to “Look it 
up yourself!” or shouted, “Not now!” 
 

She remembered, too, the snow – and how her life had changed.  A 
robin, a rather ruffled robin, had been blown against her kitchen 
window in a gust of wind, and stood, dazedly, looking in at her.  Emily’s 
heart had warmed, and she had fetched her coat and some crumbled 
biscuits.  Stepping outside, taking care not to slip where thin fingers of 
ice were reaching out, she had placed the biscuit crumbs on the patio. 
 

A scrape of wood had made her glance up and she had seen that the 
door of her shed was slightly open.  Tucking her coat tightly around 
her, she had gone to close it. Reaching down to move twigs that 
blocked the entrance, she had spotted that the rows of pots inside 
were scattered anyhow, crinkled leaves and mud had blown in, sacking 
had tumbled to the floor.  Tutting to herself, Emily had taken a step 
inside to tidy up.  It was then that she had noticed.  Her heart lurching 
a little, she had peered towards the pile of sacks and spotted a tiny 



20 
 

object lying beside them.  Small, scraggy but fluffy in shape.  An 
animal, and a young one.  Emily had made out a tiny head, wavering up 
feebly towards her, eyes just opening, ears pricked, and an 
unmistakable ‘mew’ sound.  A kitten. 
 

The helplessness of the little creature had tugged at Emily’s heart – 
sprinkling magic and starting to change her perception forever.  She 
had moved forwards instinctively to pick it up.  But she had stopped.  
She knew that there may be a mother cat, may be other kittens, she 
should leave it alone – let nature take its course. Very softly she had 
stepped backwards, leaving the shed as it was and returned to her 
house. 
 

But it was difficult to concentrate.  She had pottered about – putting 
up the decorations simply to keep active; constantly returning to the 
kitchen, to gaze towards the shed and try to decide what she should 
do…  The wind had continued to howl, the sky to darken.  Finally, as 
her Christmas lights flickered on the tree, she had put the kettle on, 
glanced outside, and gasped.   
 

Large snowflakes had been falling steadily, their pretty shapes clearly 
visible.  Not yet a storm, they were gliding gently down and landing.  
Emily had grappled with her conscience.  Ought she to check the kitten 
now?  She had dithered, making tea, pouring it out, and sitting down 
to sip the hot, strong, brew.  It was then that she sensed a difference.  
At almost four o’clock, dusk had been arriving, and the outline of the 
garden was blurred.  But there was something.  A small sound.   A 
repeating noise.  Emily had turned to the French doors, to see two 
almost almond eyes glittering in the reflected light from her kitchen, 
and, with a shiver, she had seen a paw raise and slide down the glass.   
A snow-sprinkled pale cat had stretched up, pawing the window.  Emily 
had opened the door in a flash, letting the shivering animal in.  Could it 
be the mother cat?  Had desperation lured it towards the house?  She 
had fed it chopped chicken from the unfinished joint that was to have 
been her dinner.  Barely waiting, the cat had gulped the food in huge 
mouthfuls.  Once finished, it had licked its whiskers appreciatively and 



21 
 

cleaned its face.  Then it had gone to the door, asking to be let out.  
Emily had stroked it cautiously, and let it go. She had watched its slight 
figure trot down the path towards her shed.  She had hoped it would 
be alright.  “What’s not broken doesn’t need fixing,” she had sighed.   
 

It hadn’t been many minutes later before she had heard the same 
scraping noise again and known that the cat had returned.  She had 
opened the door, and stood back, speechless, as the cat had entered 
once again, on a gush of cold air, carrying a baby cat in her mouth.  
Purposefully, she had padded across the kitchen floor, bringing the 
kitten towards the table, and placing it, with a little ‘flump’, beside it.  
“Oh my days!” Emily had mouthed.  She had watched in awe as the 
same procedure was repeated twice more, until three little creamy-
white kittens had lain side by side, their mother standing protectively 
in front of her precious family, looking up at Emily, her golden-yellow 
eyes beseeching.  
 

And that was it. Emily had been won over. Sitting now, back in the 
present, she recalled the hurried call to the vet, the calm way he had 
given her advice.   She remembered the special quiet moments she 
had shared with her unexpected family on Christmas night.  She 
recalled the ecstatic breeder who had rushed to her house to recover 
her escaped Tonkinese queen and her kittens on Christmas Day.  She 
stroked Silver, the kitten she had found in her shed, and snapped her 
fingers for Clement, who had joined her a few months afterwards, 
once she had made friends at the Tonkinese Breed Club. 
 

The cats had changed her life.  Literally.  Emily had resigned from her 
job, taking over a small bookshop in the village – a job that allowed her 
free time with her son, and to rebuild her life.  Her stress was gone.  
These beautiful cats, who looked so intelligently and thoughtfully at 
her – never just demanding from her, but really sharing her life – had 
helped her to find herself, and what was important in her life. 
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For All Who Think 
Christmas is a Humbug 
- and that Santa Needs  

Taking Out - 
 

… with thanks to  

the Rodaho Kitten! 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Tonkinese Books 
(prices include P&P) 

 
 
 
Tonkinese Cats – A History - Softback, 2nd edition, 
published 2018. 23cms x 15cms, 160 pages with 152 
photos/illustrations. The international history of 
Tonkinese since the 1980s £21  

 
Tonkinese Cats In Colour - A5 softback, 80 pages with 
over 260 photos in full colour. Winner of the Cat 
Writers Association 'Paula A Gregg PhD Memorial 
Award - Living and Learning with Purebred Cats'.   
RRP £11.50,  TBC Members’ Price £8.50 
 
Order online at  
https://www.lindavousden.uk/store/c16/Books.html 

https://www.lindavousden.uk/store/c16/Books.html


23 
 

A BOOK THAT’S NOT JUST FOR CHRISTMAS 

Julia Craig-McFeely 
 

You definitely meet interesting people through cats! 
Many years ago I ran into someone called John Gray. 
He was in the process of changing vets after his 
previous one had killed one of his two lovely 
Birmans by overdosing with painkillers after a 
simple surgery. I had no idea who John was, he was 
just a nice bloke in a horrible situation, and I 
recommended he move to my vet (which he did). I 
got to know John and his lovely wife Mieko over the years as they asked 
advice and stayed in touch about their remaining boy, Julian, and eventually 
moved house away from Oxford. It was not for some time that I realised this 
was ‘the’ John Gray, the Philosopher. I knew there was something a bit 
special because he always checked under his car for bombs before getting 
into it (He was one of Margaret Thatcher’s political advisers)! John was a 
professor of politics at Oxford, and for a decade he was professor of 
European thought at the London School of Economics, but more than that he 
is a prolific author and he writes in an engaging and fascinating way. You may 
have heard him on BBC Radio 4 ‘Thought for the Day’ – always beautifully 
crafted – and he has guested on ‘Desert Island Discs’ (11 March 2018). 

Anyway, rather than a giant name-dropping 
exercise, this is actually to introduce the fact that 
John wrote a book Feline Philosophy: Cats and 
the Meaning of Life, and it seems like a good 
suggestion for a Christmas Present. This thought-
provoking book is far more than just a book 
about cats. 
 

It was clear to me from the moment I met John 
and Mieko that they absolutely loved their cats, 
and in this book John has plundered his very 
genuine connection with his cats over the years, 
and particularly with the surviving Birman, Julian, 
who died in 2020 at the grand old age of 23.  
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Of course, John isn’t the only philosopher to have been attracted to cats: 
Michel de Montaigne, was the one who asked: ‘When I am playing with my 
cat, how I know she is not playing with me?’ a question that certainly got me 
thinking!  
 

In the broadest of senses John uses cats to put us in our place, noting how if 
they could understand the human search for meaning ‘they would purr with 
delight at its absurdity’. John says that the book is ‘…not a scientific inquiry. 
But if you live with a cat very closely for a long time – and it takes a long time, 
because they’re slow to trust, slow to really enter into communication with 
you – then you can probably imagine how they might philosophise.’ 
 

One of the many points he makes is that cats don’t get bored, because they 
don’t struggle to be happy; nor do they worry about what they are 
achieving/have achieved/should achieve because they are not crippled by our 
human fear of death. For them there’s no point in creating anxiety about 
something you can’t possibly change. Of course, you could say that you can’t 
just ‘not worry’ about the things that worry you, but perhaps having a model 
to emulate might make it a bit easier, and I don’t think being more like our 

cats could ever be a 
bad thing. One 
conclusion of the book 
is how wonderfully and 
fearlessly cats live their 
lives. They just get on 
with it. ‘Cats live for 
the sensation of life, 
not for something they 
might achieve or not 
achieve’, says John. ‘If 

we attach ourselves too heavily to some overarching purpose, we’re losing 
the joy of life. Leave all those ideologies and religions to one side and what’s 
left? What’s left is a sensation of life – which is a wonderful thing.’ 
 

Feline Philosophy: Cats and the Meaning of Life was originally published by 
Allen Lane on 29 October (£20), 122pp. Also available on Kindle. Since its 
publication it has been reprinted by Picador and Penguin  
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FELINE FESTIVE  
Beth Noble 
 

Get ready for the festive season with our cat bed tutorial 
I'm one of those people who gets excited about Christmas - not just for 
the presents, but for the decorations, food, and the chance to make 
things for my cats without it seeming odd! This year, I thought I’d share 
something I’ve been making: turning an IKEA storage box into a festive 
hideaway for your cats. 
 

For this tutorial, you'll need: 
¶ A TJENA storage box from IKEA (£5, or any medium-sized box with 

a lid) 
¶ Wrapping paper or fabric to cover the box 
¶ Wide ribbon 
¶ Scissors 
¶ Craft knife 
¶ Tape 
¶ Glue 
¶ Small cushion or blanket 
 

You'll also need: 
¶ Something round to trace (I used 

a 20cm plate) 
¶ Pen or pencil 
¶ Cutting mat (optional) 
 
Tip: Heavier paper, like kraft paper, is easier to work with. 
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Step 1 - Cut out the doorway 

Start by tracing a circle in the centre of the 
front of your box using something round (I 
used a 20 cm plate). If you want to make it 
perfect use a ruler to centre it - but it’s not 
essential and it can be roughly central! 
 
Next, carefully cut out the circle. If your box is 
thicker (like the TJENA box), a craft knife will 
help. Be cautious! 
 
Tip: Slide a cutting mat inside the box and take your time, you will 
probably need to make a few passes to cut through 
 

Step 2 - Assemble the box 

If you're using the TJENA box, follow the 
assembly instructions that came with the 
box. 
 

 

 

Step 3 - Wrap the outside of the 
box and lid 

Now, wrap the outside of your box like 
you are wrapping a Christmas present 
for your cat. Wrap the box and lid 
separately. I used glue to stick the paper 
down, but tape works too.  
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Once the box is wrapped, cut out a new 
circle in the paper for the entrance hole - 
this circle should be smaller than 20 cm (I 
drew around my roll of tape). Then cut tabs 
and fold the edges neatly inside, securing 
them with glue or tape. 
 
Tip: Spray adhesive or PVA glue both work 
well here - just be sure to use non-toxic glue 

(most craft glues are safe for cats, unless they ingest large quantities - 
so store them where your cats can't find them!). 
 

Step 4 - Wrap the inside of the box 

Now wrap the inside of the box. There is no need to wrap everything - 
just the sides and back. I found the best way to do this was to measure 
and cut three pieces of paper - one for each side and one for the back - 
and glue them in place.  
 
Tip: Tape the edges of your paper for reinforcement. This helps 
prevent curious teeth or claws from grabbing onto any loose paper. 

 

Step 5 - Add ribbon 

Wrap ribbon around the box like you’re 
decorating a present. You can even add 
a bow! Glue the ribbon down to keep it 
secure from playful paws. 
 
Tip: To make my ribbon I used 4cm 
wide strips of a self-adhesive flock 
paper.  
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Step 6 - Make it cosy 

Finally, make the inside inviting by adding a soft blanket or cushion. 
You could also use your imagination to add other decorations - 
perhaps some sparkly lights, or decorate the door with a garland or 
wreath!  
 
For a special touch, sprinkle 
some catnip inside or add their 
favourite toy - then place it 
somewhere for your cat to 
explore - it will look great under 
the Christmas tree. Your cat will 
love their new festive hideaway! 
                     Jammy does J 
 
Don’t stress too much if things don’t look perfect - cats are all about 
comfort, not precision!  Happy crafting! 

 

CK and Ted relaxing in their new hideaway beds. 
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Food and drink - that you should never give your cat:  
ü Rich, fatty foods, like gravy or grease, can cause problems ranging 

from an upset stomach to pancreatitis.  
ü Alcohol can cause serious intoxication in pets, and many pets are 

attracted to the sweet taste of drinks, especially eggnog or Baileys. Be 
sure to clean up and rinse all glasses after Christmas parties.  

ü Chocolate, coffee, and tea all contain xanthines that are dangerous to 
animals. Chocolate is especially a problem because pets love its 
flavour. Unsweetened baking chocolate and dark chocolate are the 
worst culprits, sweets and dried fruit should be placed out of your 
pet's reach.  

ü Popcorn, raisins (can be toxic to cats), or cranberry garlands are 
beautiful, but can cause an obstruction when eaten. 

 

Gifts Under the Tree - Edible items left under the tree can be very 
tempting. Companies often package pet gifts wrapped in ribbon, be sure 
to remove ribbons or ties before you present gifts to your pet. If played 
with and swallowed ribbon or string can cause intestinal obstruction, 
requiring surgery. Batteries for toys or other gifts can be toxic and may 
also cause intestinal obstruction. Keep in a safe place until they are ready 
to be used in the gift.  
 

Christmas decorations – you only have to look at the picures on page 11 
to know what cats thinks of Christmas trees and their baubles, tinsel, 
lights etc. If you use treasured glass baubles keep them high and away 
from cats’ reach. Don’t use lametta or other tinsels that can easily be 
chewed and swallowed and keeps lights switched off while you are out of 
the room if you cat is a chewer!  
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Visitors - Some cats love visitors and behave very well but if your pet 
tends to be fearful (or even aggressive) around strangers or in crowds, 
make sure it has a quiet room to sneak away to 
with water, food, a place to rest, and a litter box. 
When inviting visitors, make sure they know you 
have a pet – they may be allergic to them. 
wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ΨōŀƴƎΩ ƻŦ ŀ /hristmas Cracker can 
be terrifying to a cat. 
 

Poisons – Festive Poisonous plants include:  Lilies, Holly, Mistletoe, 
Poinsettias, Hibiscus and Ivy 
 

Car Safety - Warm engines are a favourite place for outdoor cats, so honk 
the horn or bang on the hood before starting your car. Antifreeze has a 
sweet taste that cats like but it's toxic enough to cause serious illness and 
even death very quickly. Make sure your car isn't leaking any fluids and 
keep containers clean and safely locked away.  

 
 

FESTIVE PUNCH  
(Non-Alcoholic, delicious  and serves 20 !) 

 

1/4 cup of sugar.  

1/4 tsp. of ginger,  

1/4 tsp. of cloves,  

6 eggs (well beaten),  

1/4 tsp. of cinnamon,  

1/2 cup of lemon juice,  

1 quart of vanilla ice cream,  

2 cups of orange juice (chilled),  

1 pint of ginger ale that has been chilled,  
 

Cut ice cream into chunks in punch bowl.  

 Pour in ginger ale and beaten eggs; add spices and sugar, orange 

juice and lemon juice. Stir and Sprinkle nutmeg on top.  
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Answer to HOW MANY CATS? 
There are twelve cats  

in the picture. 
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óTwas the night before Christmas and all through the house, 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse ï 
 

Well, Iôve got to admit that partôs simply not true, 

There were lots of things that remained for us to do. 
 

The problem ï youôve guessed it ï I can already tell: 

Dulcie, Cecilia, (Felicity as well). 
 

All were set upon play (sabotage is more trueé) 

And as decorations came out, excitement grew. 
 

No sooner had Christmas cards been hung on a string 

Than all bounded in, paws raised, to give them a swing. 
 

Baubles and tinsel likewise came under attacks 

To try a quick nibble of these promising snacks. 
 

To conclude, as they spied the tree, lovely and green 

There was a big crash, the loudest thereôd ever been, 

As all three felines made aim for the splendid star ï 

Shining from the highest spot, too tempting by far. 
 

So thatôs the reason, when Santa finally came, 

That the house was not festive, it looked just the same. 
 

But Iôm sure youôll agree that life is hard to beat 

When a pile of Tonkinese is under your feet. 
 

(Mary Watters ï With thanks to Clement Clarke Moore for his inspirationé) 
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  Scientific Laws of the Cat
 

1 - Law of Inertia A cat at rest will tend to remain 
at rest, unless acted upon by some outside force 
- such as the opening of cat food, or a nearby 
scurrying mouse.  
 

2 - Law of Magnetism All blue blazers and black 
sweaters attract cat hair in direct proportion to 
the darkness of the fabric.  
 

 
3 - Law of Sleeping All cats must 
sleep with people whenever 
possible, in a position as 
uncomfortable for the people 
involved as is possible for the cat.  
 
 

 

4 - Law of Thermodynamics Heat flows from a warmer to a cooler 
body, except in the case of a cat, in which case all heat flows to the cat.  
 

5 - Law of Elongation A cat can make her body long enough to reach 
just about any counter top that has anything remotely interesting on it.  
 

6 - Law of Configuration No rug may remain in its naturally flat state 
for very long.   
 

7 - Law of Resistance A cat's resistance 
varies in proportion to a human's desire for 
her to do something.  
 

8 - Law of Energy Conservation Cats know 
that energy can neither be created nor 
destroyed and will, therefore, use as little 
energy as possible.    
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9 - Law of Random Comfort A 
cat will always seek, and usually 
take over, the most 
comfortable spot in any given 
room.   
 
 
 
 

10 - Law of Bag / Box Occupancy All bags and boxes in a given room 
must contain a cat within the earliest possible nano-second.  
 
 

 
 
11 - Law of Furniture Replacement A cat's desire to scratch furniture is 
directly proportional to the cost of the furniture.  
 

12 - Law of Pill Rejection Any pill given to a cat has the potential 
energy to reach escape velocity.  
 

13 - Law of Cat Composition A cat is composed of Matter + Anti-
Matter + It Doesn't Matter 
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 Give a Stray a Christmas Dinner
 

The next time you pass your veterinary surgery, pop in and see if they 
are taking part in the "Give a Stray a Christmas Dinner" campaign this 
year. 
The campaign aims to collect donations of cans or packages of dog and 
cat food for Christmas to help local animal charities to give cats in their 
care a special Christmas dinner. 
Veterinary surgeons who have taken part in the campaign in past years 
have reported that pet owners are more than happy to make a 
practical contribution while the charities are highly appreciative of the 
extra food, at what is, regrettably, one of their busiest times of the 
year. 
You could also consider popping some pet food into the charity boxes 
usually found by the door of many supermarkets – the Rotary Club are 
especially good at this. If an elderly person is in need of a food box 
they will also need food for their cherished pets. 

 
 

Rescue Result! 
 

Among many ƻŦ ±ŀƭΩǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭ ǊŜ-homings were Tristam & Timo, two lovely 
Tonks that needed our Rescue and were found perfect homes. Here is the 
email that their new owners sent to Val (published with their permission): 
 

“Well we have Tristan and Timo at home now. What a rush last week 
was.  We were amazed on Monday when you rang and said that Garry 
had chosen us as their new slaves.  We got everything ready here to 
receive them and drove up to Kendal on Thursday.  Quite a trip as we 
have not been away since 2018 due to lockdown and having the two 
previous rescue Tonks. 
 

We had a day in the lakes to unwind and then met Garry on Saturday 
morning and transferred the valuable cargo.  They behaved impeccably 
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on the long journey.  Just a few meows, but they purred when 
rubbed.  We got home about 5pm and they were surprisingly bold 
when released in the kitchen.  After about an hour we let them into 
the next room with some space to investigate and then later into the 
dinning/sunroom which is quite large so they had lots to explore. 
 

Yesterday they explored all these areas again 
during the morning and we were around them 
all the time but let them have their own 
space.  In the afternoon they took themselves 
off to their bed and slept for several hours (as 
did we!).  In the evening we sat quietly and after 
a while Timo climbed onto my lap and settled 
down and went fully to sleep 
dreaming.  Amazing for day 1, it took our other 
cats several weeks to sit on us. 

 

Tristan loves a fuss and has walked 
across us but preferred to settle on 
the barrel that Garry sent with 
them.  Tristan is the adventurous one 
at the moment.  He spends a lot of 
time assessing how high he can get.  
 

They will help us get over the loss of 
Jacob and Phoebe and will have a wonderful time with us.  Thank you 
so much for recommending us to Garry, we feel very privileged.  They 
have now had their check up and vaccination at our vet and Timo has 
now been microchipped as he did not have one. 
 

Tristan and Timo are lovely cats and are really settling in now and 
exploring more of the bungalow.  Timo loves a lap in the evenings and 
Tristan now sometimes joins him.  It is quite hot under them both. 
 

Best wishes ς Alan & MŀǊȅέ  
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Tonkinfo is the copyright of the Tonkinese Breed Club, and photos included in 

the magazine remain the copyright of the owners. 

Tonks and Snow 


