 Our family of four lived in a small town. There was a garden near our house and every winter we hung little pieces of meat on the big bush for hungry birds. The birds ate that meat and soon they got used to perch on our windowsill and knock at the window by their bicks.
 But last winter we noticed that the meat we had hung began to dissapear too fast. The birds were still hungry and they were knocking at the window more often than before. We couldn’t understand what was the matter. And one day my younger brother decided to keep his eyes on the bush and find out what was happening. 
 So he sat down near the window and watched closely. Soon he shouted: “Hey everyone! Come over here!”
 My mother and I came to the window and saw that a big grey cat was climbing the bush and eating the meat. That was our cat Fluffy. He was lazy and well-fed but in spite of that he was always hungry. And now he was eating the meat which we had hung for the birds. But before we had time to go out and send him away Fluffy had troddeen on a thin branch. The cat was too heavy and the branch was too fragile so the branch had broken and Fluffy fell down in snow.
 “He’s such a greedy cat”, my mother said with a loud laugh. And we laughed, too.
The next morning we moved the pieces of meat on higher branches. Fluffy was very dissatisfied . He had been walking under the bush for almost three days with his head raised. But later he calmed down and everything got back to normal. “Bird food is for the birds and cat food is for the cat!”, like my brother said. 
