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Maya loved Saturdays best of all. On Saturdays, she rode her
bike to the animal shelter with her mom. She always brought a
pocketful of treats for the cats. Today, a small ginger tabby
with a red collar and a silver bell watched her from the corner.
He had three legs, but his amber eyes were bright and curious.
Maya knelt down and whispered, "Hello, little one."
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The shelter lady told Maya the cat's name was Pip. "He lost
one leg, but he's full of love," she said. Maya reached out a
hand, and Pip bumped his pink nose against her fingers. His
white chest patch was soft as a cloud. Maya's gap-toothed
smile grew wide. "Mom, can we take him home?" she asked.
Mom nodded, and Maya's heart did a happy flip.
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At home, Maya showed Pip his new bed and bowls. She wore
her yellow shirt with the sun print and her green tool belt, just
in case. Pip tilted his head and jingled his bell. He sniffed
every corner of the room. Maya watched him closely. "I hope
you can play," she said softly. "I hope you can climb and jump
like other cats."



That evening, Maya built a small ramp from a wooden plank.
She set it against the sofa. Pip watched with his amber eyes.
Then he hopped up the ramp, one, two, three steps, and sat on
the cushion. "You did it!" Maya cheered. Pip purred loudly. But
when Maya brought out a tall scratching post, Pip just looked
up and meowed. It was too high for him to reach.

4




Maya worried. "Maybe he can't play like other cats," she
thought. She sat on the floor with her chin in her hands. Pip
limped over and rubbed against her knee. His bell jingled
softly. "I want you to be happy," Maya told him. "I want you to
climb and jump and play." Pip blinked his amber eyes as if he

understood.



The next morning, Maya put on her green tool belt. "I have an
idea," she said. She gathered small wooden planks and soft
cushions. She built a low step by the window. Then another
step, and another, each one easy to reach. Pip sat nearby,
washing his ginger paw. His three legs looked strong and
steady. "These are for you," Maya said. "Try them out!"
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Pip walked to the first step. He sniffed it. Then he placed one
paw, then another, and hopped up. He climbed the steps one
by one. At the top, he sat in the sunshine and purred. Maya
clapped her hands. "You can climb!" she laughed. Pip's tail
swished happily. He looked proud of himself.
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Next, Maya made a tunnel from a cardboard box. She cut
round holes on both sides. Pip peered inside. Then he dashed
through, his bell jingling. He came out the other end with a
happy chirp. Maya rolled a soft ball across the floor. Pip
chased it, batting it with his paw. He moved in his own clever
way, and he never missed a beat.
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Maya discovered Pip loved to play hide-and-seek. She hid
behind the curtain, and Pip found her every time. His three
legs made him quick and quiet. He would peek around corners
and wiggle his whiskers. Maya giggled. "You're the best
hider!" she said. Pip purred and rubbed against her red
sneakers. He was not sad at all. He was full of joy.
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One afternoon, Maya's friend Sam came to visit. Sam saw Pip's
three legs and asked, "Can he really play?" Maya smiled.
"Watch this!" she said. She tapped a wooden plank, and Pip
climbed up his steps. He jumped from cushion to cushion and
chased his ball. Sam's eyes went wide. "He's amazing!" Sam
said. Pip jingled his bell as if to say, "I know!"
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Maya realized something important. Pip did not need to play
like other cats. He had his own special way. She built him a
little tower with wide steps and soft landings. Pip climbed to
the top and sat like a king. He looked down at Maya and
meowed. "You were never unable to play," Maya said. "You just
needed the right spaces." Pip purred in agreement.
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From that day on, Maya and Pip played every day. They
climbed the easy steps and jumped on cushions. Pip chased
string and pounced on toy mice. His amber eyes sparkled with
fun. Maya laughed more than ever. She was glad she gave Pip
a loving home. "Different abilities don't stop joy," she told her
mom. Mom hugged her tight.
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Maya invited the neighborhood kids to meet Pip. She showed
them the climbing spaces she built. "Pip can do anything," she
said. "He just does it his way." The kids cheered as Pip climbed
and jumped. He was happy and playful, and everyone loved
him. Maya felt proud of her clever, three-legged friend.
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Now Maya and Pip are best friends. Every morning, Pip climbs
his steps to watch the sun rise. Every evening, they play hide-
and-seek. Maya still wears her green tool belt, ready to build
something new. Pip's bell jingles wherever he goes. They are
happy together, and that is all that matters.
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Maya learned that every cat is different, just like every person.
Some need extra steps, and some need a little help. But
everyone can play and climb and be happy. Pip showed her
that with a loving home and a clever idea, joy always finds a
way. She scratched his white chest patch and smiled.
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And so, the girl and the rescue cat spent their days playing
and climbing. Pip's three legs never slowed him down. Maya's
tool belt was always nearby, just in case. They were a perfect
team. The sun shone on their happy home, and Pip's silver bell
jingled a cheerful song. Different abilities do not prevent joyful
lives.
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