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On a bright Saturday morning, a small boy named Leo walked

to the animal shelter with his green canvas backpack. He wore

his favorite mustard-yellow sweater and red sneakers. Leo

loved animals and wanted to find a friend. At the shelter, cats

of all sizes and colors waited in cozy cages. Leo wondered

which cat would choose him.
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A kind shelter lady led Leo to a quiet room. "These cats are

older," she said softly. "They need gentle care and lots of love."

Leo looked around and saw many cats napping. In the corner,

a small grey tabby cat hid behind a blanket. She had one

ragged ear and a pale patch over one eye. Leo's heart went

thump-thump.
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Leo knelt down and spoke in a whisper. "Hello, little cat." The

cat peeked out with sleepy amber eyes. Her red collar had a

tiny brass bell that jingled softly. She was thin and a bit stiff in

her hips. "No one has chosen her yet," said the shelter lady.

"She is very shy." Leo smiled his calm, caring smile. "I choose

her," he said.

3



The little cat came home in a soft carrier. Leo set it down in

the living room and opened the door. The cat stayed inside, her

amber eyes wide. "It's okay," Leo said gently. "This is your

home now." He sat quietly on the floor and waited. The cat

sniffed the air and took one small step out.
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Leo had prepared a cozy spot by the sunny window. He placed

a soft blanket in a cardboard box and put it near the heater.

"This is for you," he told the cat. She crept over and sniffed the

blanket. Then she curled up into a tiny ball. Her brass bell

jingled once as she settled. Leo grinned. "I'll call you Hazel,"

he said.
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At dinner time, Leo poured soft food into a shallow dish. He set

it down slowly so Hazel wouldn't be scared. "Here you go, little

one," he said. Hazel approached with careful steps. She ate

quietly, her tail low. Leo sat nearby and watched. "Good girl,"

he whispered. Hazel's ragged ear twitched, and she ate a little

more.
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The next day, Leo found Hazel hiding under the couch. He

didn't pull her out. Instead, he sat on the floor and read a book

aloud. His voice was soft and steady. After a while, Hazel's

head popped out. She listened to the story. Then she crept

closer and sat just out of reach. Leo kept reading. He knew she

needed time.
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Leo found a soft brush with gentle bristles. He sat on the rug

and patted his lap. "Come here, Hazel," he called softly. Hazel

hesitated, then walked over slowly. Leo brushed her grey tabby

fur in long, soft strokes. Hazel's eyes closed halfway. A tiny

purr started deep in her chest. "You like that, don't you?" Leo

whispered.
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Each day, Leo made a new cozy spot for Hazel. One was a

basket by the bookshelf. Another was a folded quilt on his bed.

Hazel liked the quilt best. She kneaded it with her delicate

paws and turned around three times before lying down. Leo

laughed. "You're making biscuits!" he said. Hazel blinked her

amber eyes slowly. That meant she was happy.
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One evening, Hazel followed Leo into the kitchen. She sat by

his feet and meowed. Leo gave her a tiny piece of cooked

chicken. "You're my little shadow," he said. Hazel rubbed

against his leg. Her brass bell jingled. Leo felt warm inside.

"You're not shy anymore," he said. Hazel purred and followed

him to the living room.
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Then one day, Hazel couldn't find her favorite quilt. Leo had

put it in the wash. Hazel walked from room to room, meowing.

"What's wrong, little cat?" Leo asked. Hazel looked up at him

with worried amber eyes. Leo understood. "Your quilt is

coming back soon," he said. He sat on the floor and patted his

lap. "Rest here for now."
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Hazel climbed onto Leo's lap and curled up. She was small and

warm. Leo stroked her silver muzzle and her ragged ear.

"You're safe," he whispered. Hazel's purr rumbled like a tiny

engine. When the quilt was dry, Leo put it back in her basket.

But Hazel stayed on his lap. She had found a better spot.
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From that day on, Hazel followed Leo everywhere. She sat by

the bathroom door while he brushed his teeth. She waited by

the front door when he came home from school. She even

watched him do his homework. "You're my best helper," Leo

told her. Hazel purred and blinked. She was not shy anymore.

She was home.
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Leo learned that older pets need gentle care. He fed Hazel

slowly and brushed her fur every day. He made sure her cozy

spots were warm and quiet. He never rushed her. "Older cats

are special," Leo told his mom. "They just need a little more

love." His mom smiled. "And you give her lots of love," she

said.
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Every evening, Hazel purred on Leo's lap. They sat together in

the big chair by the window. Leo read books aloud, and Hazel

listened with her eyes half closed. Her brass bell jingled softly

when she shifted. "We are a family," Leo whispered. Hazel's

purr grew louder. It was a warm, happy sound.
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In their cozy home, Leo and Hazel showed that every cat,

young or old, deserves kindness and a family. Hazel's grey

tabby fur grew soft and shiny. Her amber eyes sparkled. And

Leo's heart was full. "You were waiting for me," he told her.

Hazel purred and tucked her head under his chin. They were

both exactly where they belonged.
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