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“Sit, Mac!” said Sam Baxter. The Westie puppy sat back, and even though his waggy bottom didn’t quite reach the floor, Amelia Haywood cheered.

“You’re doing a great job training him, Sam,” she told her best friend. She couldn’t believe the difference in Mac after just a few weeks. When she had first met Sam, his puppy had seemed really naughty.



“I can’t believe that’s the same little dog that once tried to eat my shoes,” said Julia Kaminski, the receptionist at Animal Ark vet’s surgery. They were in the waiting room of the surgery, next to Julia’s desk. She wheeled over and took Mac’s lead from Sam, then looped it over a hook on the wall. “Mac will be fine here with me – won’t you, sweetie?”
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Amelia and Sam each patted Mac’s shaggy white coat and stroked his pricked-up ears. Then they went through to the section of Animal Ark that was nicknamed the hotel, where the animals staying overnight were kept. They passed a pen with a pair of rabbits inside, and another pen that held a spotty Dalmatian dog with a bandaged tail.

Amelia could feel her heart soaring. She and her mum had moved to Welford a few weeks ago, after her parents split up, and Animal Ark was already her favourite place in the village.

Mr and Mrs Hope, the vets who owned Animal Ark, were standing by one of the pens. Inside it were Caramel, a beautiful tortoiseshell cat, and her four kittens. Amelia and Sam had rescued them, and today was a special day.

“Hello, you two,” said Mr Hope, his kind eyes crinkling as he grinned.
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“You’re just in time to see them off to their new homes,” said Mrs Hope. Her red hair hung over one shoulder as she arranged three cat baskets and three bags full of sachets of kitten food on a table. There were leaflets sticking out about cat care as well.

Amelia looked up at the clock on the wall. It was almost nine o’clock, and time for the new owners to come and pick up their kittens. She was happy for them, of course, but a bit sad too. She’d miss the kittens when they were gone!

Amelia went over to Caramel’s pen. She took out the ginger kitten. When she and Sam had first found them, the kittens had been tiny enough to pick up with one hand, but they’d already more than doubled in size. The ginger kitten purred and kneaded the air, showing the pink pads on his paws.

Amelia heard more voices coming from reception, and Julia saying, “Go right on through. They’re waiting.”

Amelia and Sam’s friend Josh came in to the room.
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“Hi!” he said, smiling at them.

Amelia kissed the kitten’s head. “Your new pet!” she said.

“Hi, Flash,” said Josh, taking the kitten from Amelia. Josh loved taking photos, and he’d named his kitten after the flash of a camera. Flash’s ginger fur was almost exactly the same shade as Josh’s own hair.

An elderly lady wearing a long purple scarf came in next. “Hello, Mrs Cranbourne,” said Amelia and Sam together. She was followed closely by Mr Stevens, the farmer, in his mud-spattered jacket. They greeted him too.

When they’d first met Mrs Cranbourne they thought she was really grumpy, but now they knew how much she loved animals. Sam carefully picked up one of the tortoiseshell kittens, making sure he’d got the right one, and passed it to her.
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“Hello, Miss Fizz,” said Mrs Cranbourne, snuggling the kitten against her cheek. Miss Fizz mewed and touched Mrs Cranbourne’s nose with her own tiny nose.

“Isn’t this exciting?” said Mr Stevens.

“It’s time to go to your new home, Snowdrop.” Amelia picked up another tortoiseshell kitten, who had a white tip on her tail, and put her in the third basket. Sam scooped up the kittens’ mother. At first Caramel didn’t want to go into the basket, and wriggled in Sam’s arms. But when Amelia put a cat treat inside, Caramel quickly jumped in with Snowdrop.

Mr Hope held open the door, and Josh, Mrs Cranbourne and Mr Stevens went out with their new pets and bags of kitten food.

“Thank you!” called Mr Stevens.

“I’ll let you know how Miss Fizz settles in,” said Mrs Cranbourne with a wide smile.

“Come and visit Flash soon!” added Josh.

Amelia felt warmth spread through her like sunshine. It’s brilliant that they’ve all got loving new homes, she thought.

But from the pen came a sad mew. One tortoiseshell kitten remained, the one Amelia secretly called Star because of the star-shaped white patch above her eyes.

“Poor kitty,” said Sam, wiggling a piece of string into the pen for her to play with.
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“Hasn’t anyone said they want to adopt her?” asked Amelia.

“Not yet,” said Mrs Hope.

“We need the pen for our patients,” added Mr Hope. “This little one isn’t poorly, so we can’t keep her here for too much longer. If we don’t find someone to adopt her soon, she’ll have to go to a cat sanctuary.”

Amelia’s heart sank. She reached into the pen to tickle the kitten’s soft, fluffy head. Her golden eyes moved from Amelia to Sam, and back again.

“Three out of four kittens isn’t bad,” said Mrs Hope.

Amelia nodded, but inside she was determined. I will find you a home, Star.
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