
To my son Vadim.

SMART KITTEN OZZY
He could have slept for another hour, however this is out of question, when an idea for a new book strikes your mind.
The Writer slipped out of bed carefully, trying not to wake up his wife. He left the bedroom and tiptoed down the corridor.
His son was sleeping in the other room, while his new friend Ozzy, a little black kitten with little splashes of white on his front paws and tail tip was peacefully napping in the corridor, having curled up in a ball. A month back, Ozzy simply showed up in their family and just stayed for good.
Ozzy could be considered a lucky fellow. The son was crazy about cats and fishing, and so every beautiful fish he caught would be given to the kitten immediately.
The Writer walked into the large room and closed the door behind him quietly.
The room was dark, but he had no desire to turn the lights on, feeling as if the bright light would somehow ruin that subtle magical state everything around was in.
The Moon was still clearly visible in the sky which, however, has been already lightly touched by the sun rising in the east.
Heavy with sleep, he picked his notebook and looked around in search for a place to perch himself.
Suddenly he noticed the illuminated windowsill that had a small free spot with no flower pots on it.
“This is exactly what I need,” the Writer thought to himself. “It's somewhat dusky, but that’s okay. I'll start writing, and the dawn will come soon.”
In fact, this was not his first time attempting to create a story.
Today, he has come up with the idea to write about Three Fearless Sailboats.
They will suddenly materialize where someone seeks help, always coming to the rescue and restoring justice if need be.”
He was about to put down the first words of the future book when absolutely different plot hit him like a bolt of lightning.
“Well, of course!” the Writer rejoiced. “Of course! May those Three Fearless Sailboats drift in the ocean for now, and meanwhile I will write the book about the Lion-Hearted Boy who is racing on the clouds on his Superbike, a distant sound of which would make the evil forces tremble with fear, trying to escape. Now that’s a thrilling story!”
The overjoyed Writer envisioned his character and the chasing vengeance so distinctly that he could practically sense the smell of gases coming out of the exhaust pipe of the Superbike. As he was deep in his thoughts, his wife opened the door, peeping into the room curiously.
“What is this rattling all about?” she asked, smiling. “Are you riding a motorcycle in here or something? A horrible clatter has woken me up!”
“Good morning!” the Writer beamed. “I don’t know what you are talking about. That’s probably just the sounds in the street.”
He gazed at his wife dreamily.
“Good morning!” his wife replied. “Allright. I think I’ll get some more sleep then.”
“He is up in the clouds again," she thought filled with tenderness, wrapping herself in a warm blanket and peacefully drifting off, as the Writer kept wandering in his la-la land.
I'll have you know that the Writer always believed that his wife was just like the real princess.
She had a sweet smile and a graceful walk. She had golden curly hair and beautiful, kind green eyes. She had a gentle heart and magical hands. To cut the long story short, everything about her was princess.
The Writer has even thought of writing a book about his Princess wife, but for that he would have to study her a little bit longer.
The one thing he had no doubts about was that his wife was extremely smart.
The Writer went about writing again, when he noticed his little kitten Ozzy.
Apparently, the latter walked in when his wife opened the door.
Having seen the Writer, Ozzy immediately wondered, “What's going on in his head? There are some weird boats and bikes...”
Ozzy was still small, but he was already a very bright and observant kitten.
He would often hide somewhere or pretend like he was playing, while watching the Writer work.
Sometimes, as he was sitting at the computer, the Writer would cuddle Ozzy in his lap. Ozzy loved checking Facebook pages on the monitor, and not only because there were plenty of cat pictures. 

He was one hundred percent sure that his master would become very famous one day.
“So, what if he has not written a single book yet? He will write them eventually and therefore he is a real Writer. And isn’t it just marvelous when your master is the Writer?” Ozzy was reasoning to himself quite sensibly.
Even though Ozzy knew the Writer for only a short while, he believed that he - like no other - understood his master’s personality and so he was the most fit to pitch the Writer an interesting idea for the book. Today, the timing to do so could not be more perfect.
“Better write a story about me, Ozzy The Cat!” he exclaimed. “Everyone loves reading about cats. They will find it fascinating! On Facebook, also!”
Yet the Writer did not say a word to little Ozzy. He just smiled at the kitten and petted him, leaning towards.
“Probably, my words simply cannot wing their way to him!” Ozzy thought to himself, having gotten slightly discouraged by this.
However, as he was still very young, he has not mastered the art of sulking for far too long yet.
“That’s probably because I am still not big enough, and my words have small wings!” Ozzy concluded and it comforted him. “When I grow up, my words will have bigger wings, like a jay that comes flying to our yard. That's when everybody will finally hear my words!”
Ozzy could never imagine a word which would have the wings as big as those of an eagle, because no eagle has ever flown into their yard.
“Now, if my words do not reach him, they must land on the floor. Where are they then, I wonder? I think I’ll better look for them,” Ozzy decided.
As he failed to find any words nearby, the kitten rushed under the couch.
He was sure that they hid somewhere in attempt to escape, but there was no one under the couch either! Not a single word!
The kitten carefully stuck his face out from under the couch and carefully studied the room. He knew that he should not waste a second, so he started running around the room frantically in search of the missing words.
He checked behind the curtain. They were not there. He then dived under the carpet, and to his great disappointment have not found anyone there either!
He was extremely tempted to jump on the table to look for them over there, but Ozzy thought of himself as a well-behaved kitten and so he would never dare to pull it off. But then again, he could not let himself stay so sad for this long! This needed to be fixed asap!
That’s when a sea shell which was sitting on a shelf among various souvenirs caught his eye. It was a large, beautiful pink shell which was brought from the Caribbean. For what it's worth, Ozzy decided to check it, too. Who knows what those tricky words can come up with!
That was, as a matter of fact, a great place for playing hide-and-seek. Without a moment's hesitation, Ozzy jumped on the shelf and explored the shell.
"If they're in here, they must have crawled inside so I do not notice them," he poked his head a little further in hopes of finding them. Moving forward, he got inside the shell almost entirely so that only his little black tail with a white tip would stick out.
Sadly enough, no one was in that shell also!
“Well, whatever,” Ozzy thought, moving backwards. “At least I have discovered something new! Now I know where I can hide!” 
He was very small and thus his every day was filled with new discoveries.
Without being disheartened, Ozzy kept on looking.
“They must be hiding behind those flower pots that sit on the windowsill,” Ozzy figured quickly.
He froze and started approaching the flower pots like a small fierce predator.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Having jumped up on the windowsill, he forced his way forward, maneuvering between the pots. This time round, Ozzy had no doubt that he would find those sneaky words which hide from him so well. He snuck in between the pots, sniffing around and paying attention to every flower. As he was making his way towards the large plant with beautiful variegated leaves, Ozzy's heart started throbbing.

“Uh huh!” he thought triumphantly. “They must be here! I’m looking for them everywhere, while they are probably sitting here on the little  branches dangling their tiny feet and giggling!
Trying not to frighten away his prey, Ozzy poked his head through the plant’s thick crown carefully. With his small paws, Ozzy then reached for the nearest branch and looked around. What he saw among the leaves was only Writer’s familiar face. 
Ozzy was incredibly pleased with this unlikely find!
The Writer placed Ozzy in his lap and stared at the Moon. Ozzy was very curious to know what caught the Writer’s attention. So, he also looked at the sky and saw barely visible outlines of the Moon.
This was Ozzy’s first time seeing the Moon and he liked it immensely.

The Writer was petting Ozzy, staring tenderly at his soft fur, small black ears, squishy little paws, having forgotten about everything. He forgot about the incredible adventures of the Three Fearless Sailboats and the Lion-Hearted Boy who disappeared somewhere on his Superbike.

The room was so quiet that all he could hear was just Ozzy's calming purr.
This is when the Writer finally realized what he should write about. He should write a story for his son and it has to be about Ozzy The Cat, the family’s furry bundle of joy.
The Writer lifted up his gaze to the sky again where Ozzy was staring at the Moon just now, but the it has already vanished.
The first rays of the sun were streaming through. The Writer's eyes were glued to the sky as he hoped to see the Moon appear again.
For a moment, he even thought he had noticed it and so had Ozzy.
Yet it was getting brighter and brighter, and the Moon did not show up anymore.
Ozzy concluded that if the sun made the Mood dissolve, then it means the words he was looking for all this time dissolved along with it.
“Tomorrow when the Moon is still up in the sky, the Writer will slip into the big room quietly and on this very windowsill will create the most wonderful story ever. The story will be about me, Ozzy!” he thought to himself, being absolutely positive about it.

“Hence, they did reach him, after all!” he sighed happily.
Ozzy was assured of that because he - just like the Writer’s Princess - was outstandingly smart.




