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This book is lovingly dedicated to Pepper and Skippy, who have filled 

our lives with joy, friendship, and endless love.​​

Skippy the Friendly Cat

Once upon a time, in a quiet little neighbourhood of Stanley in the Falkland Islands lived a sweet black cat named Skippy.

Skippy had the softest fur, bright golden eyes, and a tiny white spot on his chest. He was friendly, gentle, and loved to stroll around the neighbourhood each day, greeting everyone he met with soft meows, happy purrs, and little rolls around their feet.

The neighbours all knew Skippy well. "Here comes the little charmer!" Mr. Jenkins would say as Skippy brushed against his legs. The children would giggle when Skippy flopped over in the grass and stretched out, purring loudly.

But at home, things weren’t always so peaceful for Skippy. He lived in a cozy house with his human mom and dad, and his human brother David. Skippy had been there ever since he was a kitten, and he knew every corner of the house, every sunny spot on the floor, and every quiet hiding place.

But what Skippy loved most was being with David. They had a special bond. Skippy would curl up on David’s bed in the mornings, and in the evenings, David would scratch just behind his ears—the perfect spot. Skippy also enjoyed the peaceful hours during the day when David was at school and mom, and dad were at work. That was when the house was still, and the sun streamed in through the windows. Skippy would find his favourite patch of light, curl into a soft ball, and sleep soundly.

But one afternoon, everything changed.

His mom came home carrying a big box. Out of it popped two tiny black and white kittens—fuzzy, squeaky, and full of trouble. Skippy’s eyes grew wide. He wasn’t impressed at all.

The kittens were wild little balls of fur. They zoomed through the house like mini tornadoes, skidded across the floor, climbed the curtains, and worst of all, pounced on Skippy while he was napping. They had no sense of peace or personal space. Skippy tried to be patient, but it was very hard.

So, Skippy started spending more time outside.

One day, while padding along the fence a few houses down, he noticed something new. A lady was hanging up laundry in the backyard of a house that had been empty for a long time. Skippy sat and watched her. She looked kind and calm. He decided to get a little closer.

When she saw him, she smiled. “Well, hello there,” she said softly.
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That was all Skippy needed. He trotted up to her and gently rolled on her feet. 

The lady chuckled and gave him a warm pat. Skippy purred and then wandered off to nap under a tree. But something about her made him feel at ease.

Over the next few days, Skippy kept visiting her. She started to look for him at her window, and when she saw him, she’d call out, “Hi Skippy!” He liked the way she said his name.

One sunny morning, she opened her front door. “You can come in if you like,” she said.

Skippy looked around, then padded inside. What he saw made his heart flutter with joy. Inside was a cozy living room with a big soft couch, and on that couch was a warm fluffy blanket that looked perfect for napping. The sun poured in through the window, making the whole room glow like a dream.

“This,” Skippy purred to himself, “would be the perfect home.” The house smelled fresh and quiet. No wild kittens, no bouncing paws. Just soft rugs, a sunny couch, and peace.

The lady smiled. “You can sleep there if you want.”

Skippy didn’t need to be told twice. He hopped up onto the couch, circled twice, and sank into the warm cushions. The sun poured through the window, just the way he liked it. He sighed deeply, tucked his tail around him, and closed his eyes.

He still loved his family, of course. But now, Skippy had found another home, a quiet place with a gentle lady whose name was Wendy who always had a sunny spot waiting just for him.

From that day on, Skippy visited her every morning. He curled up on Wendy’s lap, and he followed her when she went out into the garden. He liked her husband Anthony too, who had kind eyes and a warm smile. 

One evening, as Wendy patted Skippy on the couch, she said to Anthony, “I think Skippy has chosen us. Anthony nodded. “I think so too.” Skippy had found his ideal home, but he felt sad to leave his other family, especially David. He knew he would have to make a big decision soon.

The End.

Skippy's Big Decision

Skippy had a cozy home with his human mom and dad, and their playful child David. He loved lying on David’s bed in the sunshine and curling up for long afternoon naps. Life was good—but things had changed. His mom had brought home two black and white kittens. They were bouncy, noisy, and always up to mischief! They knocked over Skippy’s water bowl, stole his food, and chased his tail when he was trying to nap. 

Skippy tried to be patient, but he really missed the peace and quiet. One afternoon, Skippy wandered down the road to Wendy and Anthony’s house. It was calm there. Wendy and Anthony were kind and gentle. He loved this house and wanted it to be his forever home.
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Day by day, Skippy visited more. Then one night, he stayed over and curled up at the foot of Wendy and Anthony’s bed. The next night, he stayed again. Soon, he had his own cozy spot in the lounge where he could curl up and watch TV with them. 

“This is nice,” thought Skippy. “No naughty kittens. Just cuddles, snacks, and quiet. “Wendy and Anthony loved Skippy so much. One morning Wendy walked up the hill to talk to Skippy’s mom.

“I know Skippy belongs to you,” Wendy said gently, “but he’s been spending so much time with us, and we love him dearly. Would you mind if we adopted him?”

Skippy’s mom smiled, but her eyes were a little sad. “We still love Skippy very much,” she said, “and we don’t mind him visiting or even sleeping over, but we can’t give him away. David loves him, you know, he sleeps on his bed.”

She looked out at the garden and sighed. “So many people come to the Falkland Islands just for a couple of years, and when they leave, they leave their pets behind. That’s why we’re careful.”

Wendy thought that was awful and couldn’t understand how people could do that. She told Skippy’s mom that she completely understood. But Skippy had made up his mind. One day, he padded back to his old house and when he climbed on to David’s bed, he saw the two kittens curled up, snoring and purring.

Skippy sat quietly for a moment. Then he nodded to himself.

“David has two new furballs to cuddle with,” he thought. “I think it’s time I chose where I want to be.”

That evening, David came down the hill to Wendy and Anthony’s house. He brought Skippy’s favourite toys, his basket, and a small blanket. “He’s happy here,” David said. “You can adopt him if you want. Just promise to love him and not to leave him behind if you leave the Falkland Islands.”

“Oh, David,” said Wendy, giving him a big hug. “I promise we will love him and take him with us if we leave.” The very next day, Wendy registered Skippy as her and Anthony’s cat. From then on, Skippy was officially part of their family. They gave Skippy his own bowl filled with tasty kibbles, a sparkling bowl of water that no one knocked over, and lots of cuddles.

Sometimes, Skippy still visited his old house. He’d give David a nuzzle then trot down the hill to where his cozy bed, full food bowl, and his loving new family waited. And he never looked back when the kittens started tumbling after him.
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The End.

​​​​​​​The Cat Who Knocked

In the cold and windswept town of Stanley in the Falkland Islands, there lived a scruffy black cat with bright yellow eyes and a clever mind. He had been on his own since his owner left and went back to Chile. She had asked the neighbour to take care of him and to find him a new home. But the cat had other ideas—he decided that he would find a new home on his own.

People were kind and invited him out of the cold, giving him food, but he still hadn’t found his perfect home. He walked the streets of Stanley for a long time watching and waiting. One day, near to where he liked to prowl, he saw a friendly black cat jump on to a windowsill of a cozy little house. He watched how the cat tapped at the window with his paw, and someone would open it to let him in.

The scruffy cat watched this happen many times. He noticed how the friendly cat would tap, and how the humans—whose names were Wendy and Anthony—would let him in. One freezing night, with snow swirling and his paws feeling like ice, the scruffy cat decided to try something bold.

He crept up to the window and tapped—just like he had seen the friendly black cat do.

Tap, tap, tap.

The couple looked up. “Skippy?” Anthony said. “Didn’t we just let him in?” Wendy asked.

They went to look and saw the scruffy big cat with big yellow eyes and frost-covered whiskers. They gasped. “Oh! You’re not Skippy!”

They quickly opened the window. “Come in, sweetheart,” Wendy said gently.
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The scruffy cat leapt inside, purring loudly. He rubbed against their legs and curled up by the warm radiator. His fur was hard and knotted, and he looked scared. He didn’t like it when Wendy picked him up and meowed in a loud, gruff voice. He soon calmed down, though, when she said, “It’s okay, big boy, you’re safe now.” Wendy gave him a bowl of food, which he gobbled up, and then she left him to explore. 
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