
Once upon a time, in a creaky old house that looked like it came from a storybook, lived a cheerful family, 
their giggling daughter, and a mother cat with three teeny-tiny kittens. The mama cat had her paws full 
taking care of her babies and really didn’t enjoy when the little girl dressed her kittens in frilly doll clothes. 
The kittens looked like stuffed toys, but they didn’t seem to mind the cuddles—well, one of them didn’t!

The smallest kitten loved sneaking into the dollhouse, soaking up all the hugs and attention. But the other 
two? Oh, they were wild adventurers! They preferred pouncing, tumbling, and chasing each other around 
the house. One day, during an epic game of tag, they knocked over a big vase—CRASH! After that, they 
were sent outside, where their mischief only grew.

On a drizzly day, the two troublemakers climbed into a soggy cardboard box for a quick nap. Suddenly—
slam!—the lid closed! Their dad had scooped up the box and popped it into the car’s trunk. The kittens 
froze. What was happening?! The car rumbled and bumped down the road, making the box jiggle and 
shake. When it finally stopped, the kittens felt themselves being carried somewhere, then—plop!—the box 
hit the ground.

The kittens heard footsteps fading into the distance as the rain started to fall. The soft raindrops reminded 
them of home, and they snuggled close, their fur damp but warm. The sound of the rain sang them to 
sleep, their little hearts wondering where their adventure would take them next.


