
Finding Hope 

Hope lived with us in our house. Hope was a 
medium-sized cat with ginger fur. Hope liked 
doing nothing better than lounging around on the 
sofa with the sun beating on him.  And eating his 
food. Hope also liked being stroked. Everyone in 
the family liked Hope.  


Georgina did not like it when Hope scratched her, 
clawing at her legs.  He normally did that when we 
were getting his food and he was being really 
keen.  Even when he had had his food he would 
jump up if someone made a sandwich.  But Hope 
was not really a greedy cat.


When Hope scraped at the door, one of us would let him out.  And when he came back 
and did the scraping again, one of us would let him in.  He scraped on the black front 
door so much that there was a white mark where he had scratched all the paint off.  Hope 
was a cat who knew what he wanted and made little cries to let us know what it was.


We didn’t want Hope to have anything wrong with him.  No fleas, no worms.  One day 
Mum took Hope to the vet’s for his yearly check-up.  Hope did not like going to the vet’s. 
Cheeky Hope pushed at his cage and got out. He escaped! He was a naughty one! We 
looked and looked but did not find him. Georgina and I wanted to carry on looking; 
however, our brother wanted his tea. Hope was lost. Everyone was upset, especially me.


After school, Mum came and picked us up.  It was a warm and sunny day.  Mum took us 
all back to the vet’s and we looked and we looked but we could not find Hope. He wasn’t 
in the bushes, he wasn’t in the trees, he wasn’t in the garden. He wasn’t under the fence 
in the little hole, which was the sort of place he liked to go.  (There was one in our garden. 
We called it the ‘cat pub’! ) Mum knocked on a random door and asked for help.  We 
needed to see if Hope had got into the people’s garden.  The whole family came out and 
helped.


The vet put a bowl of food out for Hope. The vet was Rory’s mum. She was a very nice 
person, reassuring and kind.


After Cubs, Dad took me and Laurie to look for Hope.  He drove his big van. He parked in 
the vet’s car-park. We called Hope maybe twice and we heard a little cry. Hope was by 
the food which the vet had put out. The vet had put out exactly the kind of food Hope 
liked.  And then he jumped up to the gate where Dad caught him, and I held Hope in my 
arms for the rest of the way home. I was very happy that Hope was back.




When we got back, Hope curled up at the bottom of my bed and fell asleep. When we 
talked about it later we decided that I would always go with Mum and Hope when he had 
to go to the vet’s.


We did not like losing Hope.  But now he is back!
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