Nothing.
The little thing in the attic had been squashed in the dark for so long it couldn’t remember anything. ‘I wonder who I am it thought’. I must be nothing. 
Nothing sat up and looked around him. A mouse ran past towards a hole in the roof. Nothing followed. With a wriggle of his tail the mouse escaped the attic. Suddenly nothing remembered ‘I used to have a tail. It used to swish and move as I pounced.’
Nothing squeezed through the tiny hole and stared at the big starry sky. As he was staring, he walked towards the edge and before he knew it, he had tumbled to the ground. As he rolled into the garden, a red fox slinked over. The fox sniffed him. It’s wiry whiskers quivered and its pointed ears pricked. Then it slunk away into the darkness. Suddenly, nothing remembered ‘I used to have whiskers and ears.’
All of a sudden a big lolloping tabby cat tumbled out from behind a bush and smiled at nothing. Nothing began to cry. ‘I don’t know who I am, I know I should have a tail, whiskers and ears. But, I don’t know what I am…’ The cat licked him full in the face. Nothing stopped crying. He looked at the cats stripey fur and like a bolt of lightning he remembered. ‘I’m not nothing, I’m Toby the toy cat. I do have a tail with orange stripey fur, I do have two triangle ears and spikey whiskers and I need to go home.’ 
The large tabby cat picked nothing up in his mouth and carried him through the cat flap. Just then the grandad in the house picked nothing up. He couldn’t believe his eyes. His old toy cat. Toby had returned. Grandad sewed on new pointy ears, added extra wiry whiskers and covered Toby’s old fur with a new layer of rich orange fur the colour of marmalade with an extra swishy tail. Nothing was never nothing again. He was Toby, the toy cat.
