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A Friendly Bait

by
Sophia Mavrou
Foteini Lioliou

Daraskevi Koursarakou
Ownce upon a time, t/vere Wwas a fumy, grey

cat and a beautifu[, rainbow-coloured
[outterﬂ , whose pat/vs crossed quite b)
chance or ill fate.

The cat was stray, but Peop[e called ber
/(jtt)/ as she }mng out in the parl(_of a small
town. Kitty's fa'vourite P[ace was a branch

Of a tree, W})B}"B S})B sat on fOi" })024}"3 ana’

]?0%7'3.

Owne day, while the cat was leisurely jzng on

p t/?B }"d%C/? a butterﬂ gze {(ts d[)[)e}"%
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The cat was amd{ea’ by the butterfly's
rainbow WIngs and she despemte[) wanted

to approach ber.

Yet, every time she attemptec{ to do so,
the butterfly flew away. That was the reason why the cat
came up with the vile p[cm to catch tbe butterﬂ)
19) Persuaa’ir@bemﬁr’m@tzé@/ could become
true friends.
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Butterfly: Ob,1 would love that!
But 1 bave never bad a friend before.
Y ou /szow, in the previous Parks [ lived
in everyone wanted to scratch my Wings...

So, | will need some time to ma/@ sure
you will not barm me. Is that 0/(..?

Kitty: That's fine lymel

Afterwards, they started baving g o+
a conversation a[oout t})ez’r [z"ves

cma’ getting Lo l(_now eacly otloer.

The butterfb rea[b wanted to believe
in the /qay% fairness and bonest intentions

stnce s})e fe[t [0%6& d%d d[SO mmtea’ SOMeone
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Days went by and the butterfly was now

determined to sit next to the cat, Ssince she no

[onger fe[t t})reatenea’.

Butterfly: 1 am so gmtefu[ that 1 found

a friend to be trusted, a frienc[ the [z'/(_e of you.
Can 1 bug you?

Kitty: Of course you can!

The cat's eyes shone [i/@ fz’red up stars at that
mowment, as it was now more real than ever that she

could graze the butterfb's Wings with ber claws.
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All of a sudden, the /qny reackeai across and
captured the butterfb}.T})e poor creature tried to
fly away, but the cat bad already scratched tbe
butterfb/s Wings. She immea’z’ate[) regretted over
ber decision to trust tbe cat.Sz’mu[mneous[y, the

lyutterﬂj realised that ber Wings started to fa[[ off
to the gromw[ and she was fee[ing fmi[.

Up on the branch, the cat watched all these with
Pride and p[easure.

Moral of the story:
Always be careful of whom you trust!
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