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Chapter One

Fluff the kitten was lying in her basket
on her back, showing off her furry
tummy and snoring a little. She wasn’t
deeply asleep, just dozing, with her
paws tucked under her chin. Her little
body only took up one corner of the
basket. Fluff was getting bigger,
just not very fast. The basket was in a
patch of winter sunshine, and it was

STRIPES PUBLISHING
An imprint of Little Tiger Press
1 The Coda Centre, 189 Munster Road,
London SW6 6AW

A paperback original
First published in Great Britain in 2007

Text copyright © Holly Webb, 2007
Illustrations copyright © Sophy Williams, 2007
Author photograph copyright © Nigel Bird
My Naughty Little Puppy illustration copyright © Kate Pankhurst

ISBN: 978-1-84715-024-0

The right of Holly Webb and Sophy Williams to be
identified as the author and illustrator of this work
respectively has been asserted by them in accordance
with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

All rights reserved.

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not,
by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or
otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it
is published and without a similar condition, including this
condition, being imposed upon the subsequent purchaser.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available
from the British Library.

Printed and bound in the UK.

10 9 8 7

For Tom

For more information about Holly Webb visit:
www.holly-webb.com



6 7

Ella was, and understood that she
really was old enough to look after a
kitten properly, she’d changed her
mind. Now she fussed over Fluff
almost as much as Ella did. Fluff
purred at the attention, and waved her
paws idly. Ella’s mum stroked the silky
fur on Fluff ’s tummy, and laughed. She
reached for the packet of cat treats on
the counter. Fluff sprang out of her
basket in half a second, standing on
tiptoe with her paws against the
cupboard door, scrabbling to get closer.
“I shouldn’t be doing this.” Mum

shook her head. “You eat far too many
of these. You’ll get too big for your
basket.”
Fluff delicately nibbled the prawn-

flavoured treat out of Mum’s hand, and

deliciously cosy. She was planning to
spend as much of the afternoon as
possible like this. She needed to keep
her energy up, after all, for when Ella
got home from school and wanted to
play.
Ella’s mum walked past, and Fluff

opened one eye thoughtfully.Was there
any chance of a snack? Ella’s mum
reached down to tickle her behind the
ears. She hadn’t wanted Ella to have a
cat at first.When she and Ella first met
Fluff at the farm where she’d been
born, Mum had called Fluff a dirty,
scruffy little kitten, and told Ella she
could have a goldfish instead. (Fluff
was a little sad that Ella didn’t have a
goldfish, actually. She would have liked
one.) But when she’d seen how upset
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After Fluff had run away from the
farm to escape being taken home by a
horrible boy who wanted to feed her to
next door’s German shepherd dog, Ella
and her family had finally found her
again a couple of days before
Christmas. It had been the snowiest
Christmas for twenty years, so Ella
hadn’t been able to go out and buy
Fluff a Christmas present. She’d made
up for it when the snow thawed,
spending most of her Christmas
money from Grandma on cat toys. Ella
walked past a pet shop on her way
home from school, and she liked to pop
in and spend her pocket money on
things for Fluff. Fluff didn’t mind at all
– she was very fond of those prawn-
flavoured cat treats…

pranced back to her basket. She knew
Ella’s mum was joking. The basket was
huge! Fluff liked to lie up against one
edge of it, to make it seem a bit smaller.
She had a feeling that Ella and her dad
had gone a bit over the top in the pet
shop.
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her out in the garden at the weekends,
but it was too dark when she got home
from school. Fluff loved the garden,
scratching the tree bark, chasing leaves,
watching the bird table. She wished
she could go and explore more when
they were out, but she could see how
worried Ella was about her getting lost
again, so she stayed close by. Fluff
thought it was a bit silly though – as if
she could get lost by just investigating
next door’s garden! She’d only been lost
before because she had been so young.
She was a bit bigger now, and she could
find her way anywhere, she was sure.
“I brought you home a present!”

Ella said, as she shut the door.
She carried Fluff into the kitchen,
gave her mum a quick hug, and started
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Suddenly, Fluff pricked up her ears.
She could hear someone opening the
front door. Ella was back from school!
“I’m home!” Ella called, and Fluff

bounded up to the front door to twine
herself round Ella’s legs lovingly. She
enjoyed having a nice sniff of the
outdoors as well, poking her nose
round the edge of the door.
Ella scooped her up gently. “Hey! No

running off, Fluff!”
Fluff rubbed her head up and down

Ella’s chin. She wasn’t trying to run off.
It would just be fun to go and have a
wander around outside. She hadn’t
been allowed out much since Ella and
her family had adopted her, and
sometimes it could be a little bit
boring, being an indoor cat. Ella took
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to root around in her school bag.
“Another trip to the pet shop?” Mum

asked, half-annoyed, half-laughing.
“That cat is going to think it’s
Christmas every day.”
Ella looked a little guilty. The pet

shop was on her way home from
school, and she was allowed to pop in,
as long as she didn’t take long. Mum
liked to know where she was. “I know.
But you did say she needed a collar.
They haven’t had any really nice ones
before, but look at this!” She held up a
beautiful blue leather collar. “Isn’t it
gorgeous? And look, it’s got a place for
her name and everything.” She
fastened it round Fluff ’s neck, and
Fluff shook her head briskly, not sure
about this new feeling.
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Ella looked horrified. “No! I didn’t
think of that. Just the phone number
then.” She picked Fluff up again and
held her tight, so tight that Fluff
wriggled after a few seconds, trying to
get down.
“Hey! Ella, it’s OK. It’s just a safety

thing. It’s really, really unlikely.” Mum
gave her an anxious look. “I know you
love Fluff, and of course we don’t want
to lose her, but I think you’re just
worrying too much. Fluff ’s growing up
now, and cats are very independent. I
think you’re going to have to let her out
on her own soon.”
Ella looked down at Fluff, who was

now sniffing at the counter, hoping for
more treats. “But what if she gets lost
again?” she asked.
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“It’s a bit big,” Ella said, studying it
thoughtfully. “But I suppose she’ll
grow into it, won’t she? It looks
beautiful.” Dangling from the collar
was a little round golden tag. “You
could choose,” Ella explained. “If I go
back to the shop they can put her name
on it. But I wanted to check what else
we should put. Should we have our
address engraved on it as well, in case
she gets lost?”
Mum looked thoughtful for a

moment. “Actually, I think just our
phone number. Not even her name. I
know it sounds silly, but if we put her
name on, it means everyone knows it,
and someone could call her over. We
don’t want anyone to find it easy to
steal our gorgeous kitten, do we?”
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“She was really little then, and it
wasn’t her fault, anyway. She’d never
been away from the farm. And she
found you, didn’t she? That shows you
just how amazing her instincts are.”
“Mmm.” It was true. They’d never

understood how Fluff had found her
way back to them, but Ella couldn’t
believe it was just a coincidence.
“I think we ought to get Dad to put

a cat flap in the back door. Then Fluff
will be able to come in and out when
she wants to.”
“OK,” Ella agreed reluctantly, still

anxiously eyeing Fluff. She was such a
small kitten, even now she’d grown a
bit – and even with her podgy cat-
treat-filled tummy.Would she really be
safe out on her own?

Mum sat down next to her. “There’s
no reason why she should, Ella. Cats
have a really good sense of direction.
She won’t just go running off for no
reason, she’ll look around, make sure
she knows how to get back. She’s
clever, isn’t she?”
Ella nodded. “Yes,” she agreed, and

then she added doubtfully, “but she was
lost before.”


