
I love my cat. She’s a grey tabby with dark striped fur. The stripes over
her eyes look like a crown. That’s why I named her Kingsley.



Since I live in the city, Kingsley has to stay indoors. But sometimes I
think she pretends that she lives in the forests, jungles or the grassy
plains of the world.



At night, she runs up and down the hallway, like a mother lion hunting
in the grassy plains.



Hidden behind the plants, she acts like a cheetah hiding in the tall grass.


