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On a bright Saturday morning, Maya skipped down the
sidewalk with her green canvas tote bag. Her wavy dark
brown hair bounced, and her red sneakers tapped a happy
beat. She was going to the animal shelter with her mom. Maya
had been waiting all week for this day. She couldn't wait to
meet the cats and find a special friend.
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The shelter was warm and noisy. Cats of every color stretched,
napped, and played in their little rooms. A fluffy white cat
pawed at the glass. Two kittens tumbled over each other like
fuzzy acrobats. Maya walked slowly past each one, her big
hazel eyes taking in every whisker and tail. She wanted to
choose just the right cat.




Then Maya saw a small grey tabby cat sitting alone in the
corner. The cat had soft fur with darker stripes, droopy amber
eyes, and a tiny notch in its left ear. It wore a red collar with a
little brass bell. The cat looked shy and a little thin. '‘Nobody
wants that one,' said a volunteer. 'It's too old.'
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Maya knelt down and spoke softly through the cage. 'Hello,
little cat,' she whispered. The cat blinked its amber eyes but
didn't move. Maya's heart felt a gentle tug. She turned to her
mom. 'This is the one,' she said. 'This is the cat I want to take
home.' Her mom smiled and nodded.
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At home, Maya found a quiet corner in her room. She lined a
cardboard box with a soft old blanket and a small pillow. 'This
will be your cozy bed,' she said. The cat sniffed the box and
then stepped inside. It curled up into a small grey ball. Maya
sat nearby, quiet and patient, letting the cat rest.
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The next morning, Maya filled a little bowl with food and
placed it near the bed. The cat sniffed the food and took a tiny
bite. Then another. Maya watched with a warm smile. 'Good
kitty,' she said softly. The cat's long scruffy tail gave a little
twitch. It was a small start, but Maya knew it was important.
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Every day after school, Maya brushed the cat's fur with a soft
brush. The cat's grey tabby stripes began to shine. At first, the
cat was still shy. But Maya never rushed. She brushed gently
and hummed a quiet tune. Slowly, the cat started to lean into
the brush. Its pink nose twitched with contentment.
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Maya also played gentle games. She tied a soft ribbon to a
stick and swished it slowly. The cat watched with its amber
eyes, then reached out a paw. It batted the ribbon and rolled
onto its back. Maya laughed. 'You like that, don't you?' she
said. The cat's little brass bell jingled as it played.
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One evening, Maya sat on her bed reading a book. The cat
jumped up and settled beside her. It pressed its warm body
against Maya's leg and began to purr. The sound was soft and
steady, like a tiny motor. Maya felt a happy glow inside. "You're

purring!' she whispered. The cat blinked slowly and purred
even louder.



The cat started to follow Maya everywhere. It padded behind
her to the kitchen and curled up while she did her homework.
It waited by the door when she came home from school.
Maya's mom smiled. 'That cat really loves you,' she said. Maya
nodded. 'And I love it too,' she said, scratching behind its
notched ear.
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One cold night, a storm rattled the windows. Maya heard a
small meow from the corner. The cat was shivering in its bed.
Maya picked it up and wrapped it in her mustard-yellow
cardigan. She held it close and sang softly. The cat stopped
shivering and snuggled into her arms. 'You're safe now,' Maya
whispered.




From that night on, the cat was never afraid again. It slept on
Maya's bed every night, a warm grey ball at her feet. In the
morning, it greeted her with a chirpy meow and a jingle of its
bell. Maya would smile and say, '‘Good morning, little friend.'
The cat would purr and rub against her legs.

12




Maya learned something important from the little cat. Every
animal, no matter how old or shy, deserves love and care. She
told her friends at school about the shelter. 'Even the older
cats need homes,' she said. Her friends listened and some of
them visited the shelter too. Maya felt proud to share that
lesson.
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Now the little cat purrs all day long. It purrs when Maya feeds
it, when she brushes its fur, and when they play gentle games.
It purrs when they curl up together on the sofa. The cat's
amber eyes are bright and happy. The notch in its ear and its
red collar with the brass bell are signs of its story, a story with
a happy ending.




Maya and the little cat are best friends. They share a warm,
happy home filled with gentle routines and quiet love. Every
morning, Maya feeds the cat and brushes its fur. Every
evening, they play and snuggle. The cat feels safe and loved,
and Maya feels happy too. Their days are full of purrs and
jingling bells.




And so, the girl and the little cat live happily together. Maya
knows that every animal deserves a loving home. She is glad
she chose the cat nobody else wanted. The little cat is glad too.
It purrs a soft, steady song that says, 'Thank you for loving
me.' And Maya whispers back, 'Thank you for being my friend.'
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