

Five Little Cat Tales

猫が主人公の英語のショートストーリー 5話

Five original short stories about cats.
Words that are not usually taught in junior high school are in bold.
Meanings are listed at the end of each story.

架空の物語です。Claudeで作成しました（記事「非エンジニアのAI実験室」の実験用サンプル）
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1. Rain on the Window

窓にあたる雨

Mimi was a small gray cat who lived on the fifth floor of an old building. On rainy days, she sat by the window and watched the street below. She liked the sound of the rain. Tap, tap, tap.

One morning, something landed on the ledge outside the glass. It was a tiny brown bird. Its feathers were wet, and it was shivering.

Mimi's eyes grew wide. Her tail began to move from side to side. She was a hunter, after all, and a bird was a bird. She pushed her nose against the window.

The bird looked at her. It did not fly away. It was too tired and too cold.

"Go away," said Mimi, although no one could hear her. "I am going to catch you."

But the window was closed, and Mimi could not open it. The rain got stronger. The bird moved closer to the glass, where the wall kept off a little of the water.

After a while, Mimi felt strange. Her body was dry and warm, and she was sitting on her soft bed. The bird had nothing.

"This is not fair," she said to herself. Then she jumped down and ran to the kitchen. She meowed as loudly as she could. "Meow! Meow! MEOW!"

Mrs. Green, the old woman who lived with her, came out of the bedroom. "What is it, Mimi? Are you hungry?" Mimi ran back to the window and scratched the glass.

"Oh!" said Mrs. Green. She opened the window a little. She put a small box on its side on the ledge, like a tiny house, and a dish of water and some crumbs beside it. The bird hopped inside.

Mimi watched all afternoon. When the rain stopped, the bird came out, shook its feathers, and flew away over the roofs.

Mimi was not a good hunter that day. But she felt happy, and she was not sure why.

The next time it rained, there was a soft tap on the glass. Tap, tap, tap. Mimi smiled.


この話のことば


	ledge　（窓の外などの）細い出っ張り

	feather　羽、羽毛

	shiver　（寒さなどで）震える

	hunter　狩りをする者、ハンター

	meow　ニャーと鳴く

	scratch　ひっかく

	crumb　（パンなどの）くず






2. The Bakery Cat

パン屋の猫

Tora was an orange cat with a big belly and a very important job. Every night he guarded the Morning Star Bakery. The baker, Mr. Lopez, went upstairs to sleep, and Tora stayed downstairs with the bags of flour and the shelves of bread.

His enemy was a mouse named Pip. Pip was small, fast, and very clever. Every night he tried to steal a crumb of bread, and every night Tora chased him around the room. It was a kind of game. Nobody ever got hurt.

One cold night, Tora was half asleep when Pip ran across the floor in front of him. Tora lifted a paw, then stopped. Pip was not running toward the bread. He was shouting in his tiny voice, "Tora! Something smells bad!"

Tora sniffed. His ears went straight up. Smoke was coming from the big oven. Mr. Lopez had forgotten to turn it off, and a tray of old bread had started to burn.

Tora jumped onto the table and knocked every metal pan to the floor. CRASH! CRASH! CRASH! Then he howled louder than he had ever howled in his life. Pip ran in circles and squeaked.

Upstairs, Mr. Lopez woke up with a jump. He ran down in his pajamas, saw the smoke, and turned off the oven. Then he opened all the windows. No one was hurt, and the bakery was safe.

The baker looked at Tora. Then he looked at Pip, who was sitting on the table, still shaking. "Well," he said slowly, "it seems I have two night guards."

From that night on, Tora and Pip had a deal. Pip never touched the bread, and Tora never chased Pip. On Fridays, Mr. Lopez left a small piece of cheese on the table, and the two of them ate it together in the quiet dark.


この話のことば


	belly　おなか

	guard　見張る、守る

	flour　小麦粉

	clever　賢い、頭の良い

	crumb　（パンなどの）くず

	paw　（動物の）足、前足

	smoke　煙

	oven　オーブン、かま

	knock　（ぶつかって）たたき落とす、たたく

	howl　大声で鳴く、吠える

	pajamas　パジャマ

	deal　取り決め、約束






3. The Missing Key

なくなった鍵

Luna was a black cat who loved shiny things. Coins, spoons, paper clips, a bit of foil. If it sparkled, Luna wanted it. She carried them, one by one, to her secret place under the sofa.

One Monday morning, Mr. Harris was running around the house. "My key! Where is my key?" He looked in his coat. He looked in his bag. He looked under the table and behind the TV. He was going to be late for work.

Luna watched him from the top of the bookshelf, and her tail stopped moving. Last night she had seen a shiny silver thing on the table. It was so beautiful. She had taken it to her secret place.

"Oh no," thought Luna. "That was the key."

Mr. Harris got down on his hands and knees. "Maybe it's under the sofa," he said. Luna's heart jumped. He took out a flashlight and looked under.

There was a spoon, three coins, a paper clip, a blue button, and his key, all in a small pile. He sat on the floor and looked at it for a long time. Luna came and sat next to him. She looked at the ceiling as if nothing had happened.

"Luna," he said. "Is this your treasure?" She gave a small meow.

Mr. Harris began to laugh. "OK, OK. I understand. But please, not my key." He picked up the key and left everything else where it was. He went to work, late but smiling.

That evening he came home with a present, a small bell on a red string. Luna touched it with her paw. Ding! She loved it.

The next morning, Mr. Harris's key was hanging on a hook by the door, high up where no cat could reach. Luna looked at it for a long time. Then she looked at the bell. It was almost as good.


この話のことば


	shiny　ぴかぴか光る

	coin　硬貨、コイン

	foil　アルミ箔（はく）

	sparkle　きらきら光る

	secret　秘密の

	flashlight　懐中電灯

	pile　山、積み重ね

	ceiling　天井

	treasure　宝物

	paw　（動物の）足、前足

	hook　フック、かぎ






4. Sora and the Sea

ソラと海

Sora was a white cat who had never left the house. Her whole world was one kitchen, two bedrooms, and a small garden.

One Saturday, the family packed a picnic basket for a day at the sea. Sora loved boxes and baskets and any small place, so she climbed in for a nap. Nobody saw her. The lid closed.

When the lid opened again, Sora saw a sky so big that she wanted to hide. The wind pulled at her face. Somewhere, a huge voice was breathing in and out. It was the waves.

"Sora?!" cried Emi, the little girl of the family. "You came with us?"

Sora walked onto the sand very carefully. It was warm and soft, and she liked it. Then a wave rushed toward her feet. She jumped three times her own height and ran up Emi's back to the top of her head. Everyone laughed. Sora did not.

After that, she found a small crab walking sideways across the sand. "What are you?" she whispered. The crab lifted one claw. Sora lifted one paw. They looked at each other for a long time. Then the crab walked away, and Sora tried walking sideways, too. She fell over.

In the afternoon, she sat on Emi's lap and watched the sun go down. The sea turned orange, then pink, then purple. Sora purred so loudly that everyone could hear it over the waves.

On the way home, Sora rode in the basket again, but this time the lid stayed open and her head stayed out. She watched the lights of the town come closer. The world was much bigger than the kitchen, she thought. She wanted to see more of it. But next time, maybe, without the waves.


この話のことば


	picnic　ピクニック

	nap　昼寝、うたた寝

	lid　ふた

	wave　波

	sand　砂

	crab　カニ

	sideways　横に、横向きに

	claw　（カニの）はさみ、（動物の）つめ

	paw　（動物の）足、前足

	purr　（猫が）のどをゴロゴロ鳴らす






5. The Wall by the River

川のそばの石垣

Gon was the oldest cat in the village. His brown fur was turning gray, and he walked slowly, but everyone knew him. Every winter evening, he sat on the stone wall by the river and did nothing at all. To a busy young cat, it seemed like the strangest thing in the world.

A young cat named Kiki lived nearby. She was fast, loud, and always busy. She ran up trees, jumped over fences, and chased every leaf that moved.

"Gon, why do you just sit there?" she asked one evening.

"I'm waiting," said Gon.

"For what?"

"For the lights in the windows. Sit down and see."

Kiki sat down. Two seconds later she stood up. "Nothing's happening!"

"Try again," said Gon.

Kiki sat down again. It was cold. Her tail twitched. But slowly, she began to notice things. A window turned yellow. Then another one. Somewhere, someone was cooking, and the smell of soup floated over the wall. The river made a soft sound, like someone whispering.

Then the first snowflakes came down. One landed on her nose. She wanted to jump and chase them, but she stayed where she was.

"Gon," she said quietly, "it's beautiful."

"It's like this every evening," said Gon. "Most cats run past it."

They sat side by side while the snow fell, and the sounds of the village slowly grew quiet, until the whole street was white. At last Kiki asked, "Is this what you were waiting for?"

"Every night," said Gon. "And I never get tired of it."

The next evening, Kiki was on the wall before Gon came. She was sitting very still, with snow on her whiskers.

"You're late," she said.

Gon smiled, and sat down beside her.


この話のことば


	village　村

	fur　（動物の）毛、毛皮

	fence　柵（さく）、塀

	twitch　ぴくぴく動く

	whisper　ささやく、ささやくような音を立てる

	snowflake　雪のひとひら、雪片

	whisker　（猫などの）ひげ





