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كَانـَـتْ رقَطْـَـاءُ قِطَّــةً لطَيفَــةً، تعَِيــشُ فِ مَنْــزلِِ صَاحِبِهَــا حمْــدانَ، الَّــذِي كانَ يعَْتنَــي بِهــا مُنْذُ أنَْ 

ــوفِ المُْلوّنـَـةِ، لمََحَــتْ  كانـَـتْ هِــرَّةً صَغــرةً. وَذاتَ يـَـوْمٍ، وبيَْنَــا كانـَـتْ رقَطْــاءُ تلَعَْــبُ بِكُــراتِ الصُّ

ــارِعِ المُْجــاوِرِ، ولفََتـَـتْ ألَـْـوانُ  مِــنْ نافِــذَةِ مَنْزِلهِــا مَجْموعَــةً مِــنَ القِْطـَـطِ الجَْميلـَـةِ تلَعَْــبُ في الشَّ

ــوْنِ، وَأخُْــرى  ــةُ اللّ ــةٌ بنُّيّ ــطِ انتِْبــاهَ رقَطْــاءِ فإحْداهُــنَّ بيَْضــاءُ، والأخُْــرى سَــوْداءُ، وَقِطَّ ــكَ القِْطَ تلِْ

رمَاديـّـةُ، وَلـَـمْ تكَُــنْ إحِْــدى القِْطــطِ مُرقطّـَـةً بـَـلْ كانـَـتْ ذاتَ لـَـوْنٍ واحِــدٍ وفــروٍ ناعِــمٍ.

Raqtaa was a sweet cat who lived in the house of her owner, Hamdan, who 

had looked after her since she was a kitten. One day as Raqtaa was playing 

with some balls of coloured yarn, she spotted some pretty cats playing in the 

neighbouring street from the window of her house. The colours of the cats 

caught her attention. One was white, another was black. One cat was brown 

and another was grey. None of the cats had spots on their coats. They were all 

plain-coloured with soft fur.



Raqtaa felt jealous and sad because she was different from the other cats. 

She decided to go on an adventure to the city in the hope of finding other cats 

that looked like her. On her way, she passed some cow on farms. She saw a lot 

of cows that were spotted black and white, just like her. She was really happy 

and joyfully continued on her way until she reached the city centre. There were 

huge fashion stores displaying dresses and giant advertising boards. Raqtaa’s 

attention was caught by the spotted dresses, to which the accompanying 

spotted handbags and shoes added an additional touch of beauty.

شَــعَرتَْ رقَطْــاءُ بِالغْــرةَِ وَالحُْــزنِْ؛ لأنََّهــا كانـَـتْ مُخْتلَِفَــةً عَــنِ القِْطــطِ الأخُْــرى، فقََــرّرتَْ أنَْ تذَْهَــبَ 

ــا تشُْــبِهُها. وَفي الطرّيــقِ مَــرَّتْ رقَطْــاءُ  ــدَ قِططً ــلِ أنَْ تجَِ ــةِ عَــىَ أمََ في مُغامَــرةٍَ إلى المَْدينَ

الْسَْــوَدِ  باللوّْنـَـنِْ  مِثلْهَــا  المُْرقَطّـَـةِ  الْبَقْــارِ  مِــنَ  الكَْثــرَ  فشَــاهَدَتْ  الْبَقْــارِ،  مَــزارِعِ  عَــىَ 

ــةِ،  ــتْ إِلى مُنْتصََــفِ المَْدينَ ــتْ طرَيقَهــا مُبْتهَِجَــةً إلى أنَْ وَصَلَ ــضِ، وَفرَحَِــتْ كَثــراً وأكَْمَلَ وَالْبَيَْ

عايـَـةِ العِْمْلاقـَـةِ. شَــدَّ  وَهُنــاكَ في محــاّتِ الْزَْيــاءِ الوْاسِــعَةِ حَيْــثُ الفَْســاتين، وَلائحِــاتِ الدِّ

ــةُ. ــةُ المُْرقطَّ ــبُ، والْحَْذيَ ــا الحَْقائِ ــمَّ جَمالهَ ــي أتَ ــرُ الفَْســاتيِن الرَّقطْــاءِ التّ ــاهَ رقَطْــاءِ مَظهَْ انتِْب



Despite Raqtaa’s enjoyment of the city’s bustle, soon darkness fell. She began 

to feel tired, so she decided to go home. There, she was greeted by a big white 

cake decorated with black spots! Hamdan and his family had all gathered to 

celebrate her birthday. She felt very happy and realised that her colour was 

unique and rare.  She said: “I’m grateful to God who so wondrously created me!” 

وَبالرُّغــمِ مِــن اسْــتِمْتاعِ رقَطْــاءِ في أجَْــواءِ المَْدينَــةِ إلّ أنََّــه سُعْــانَ مــا حــلَّ الظّــامُ، وَشَــعرتَْ 

بالتَّعَــبِ؛ فقََــرّرتَْ العَْــوْدَةَ إلى مَنْزِلهِــا حَيْــثُ تفَاجَــأتَْ بِكَعْكَــةٍ كَبــرةٍَ لوَْنهُــا أبَيَْــضُ وَمُرقَطّـَـةٌ 

ــعادَةِ وتأَكََّــدَتْ  ــتْ بالسَّ ــعَ حَمْــدانُ وعائلِتَـُـه؛ ليَِحْتفَِلــوا بِيَــوْمِ مِيلادِهــا، فأَحََسَّ بِالأسْــوَدِ، ثــمَّ تجََمَّ

ــدَعَ في خَلقْــي«.  ــتْ: »الحَْمْــدُ للــه الّــذي أبَْ ــزٌ وَنــادِرٌ فقَالَ ــأنََّ لوَْنهَــا مُميَّ بِ




