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      My earliest memory is of rain. That doesn’t mean I was born in the rain — although I could have been — just that my first memory is of being outside in the cold with the rain soaking my thick fur. I had lost track of my Mama cat, then it got dark, and there I was, alone, listening to the sounds of insects and cars and giant creatures who might think I was a meal on the run. I was so scared that when I mewed my voice shook.

      I can’t even remember now what I was trying to do the night I got lost or how I got where I was. I imagine I was exploring: “Oh look a bug! Oh look a plant! Oh look! EEK! Loud noise! Run. Hide. Oops.” And then there was nothing familiar at all.

      When it started to rain, I did my best to hide. I found the darkest area I could, near a tall fence that stretched up higher than my kitten eyes could see. I huddled next to it, under a lamppost with the light burnt out. I was still getting wet, so I was one unhappy kitten but I did not see any place better to hide. At least all the other creatures moving around in the rain and the dark would probably not see me. I spent a frightening night.

      I was just five weeks old when I was lost and then found. Most of what I know about my life before I got lost is hearsay. I have been told that there was a feral mama cat around and some possums, but no amount of searching turned up any sign of any other cats or a possum. There was a handsome cat with a particularly floofy tail across from the condominiums where I would go to live. He strutted and seemed to look a little like me, but no one was ever home to answer any questions about a lost kitten. No one answered the questions that were asked around the condominiums. So no one has any idea about where I came from. I, of course, was young and scared so all I remember is the darkness and rain and hunger.

      There I was in the rain, getting wetter than any cat wants to be and shivering in the cold and scary night. There were big trees and lots of hiding places but none of them smelled at all familiar nor did any of those hiding places have food. I could hear creatures running around. I could smell other cats, but not my mama cat.

      My desperate little mews were drowned out by all the night sounds and no one came. The storm itself was noisy enough, with the rain pounding, but branches also lashed against each other in the wind. Traffic rumbled on the nearby highway. I could see three buildings that I later learned were condominiums, but I sensed there were more. Someone was playing music, and when that stopped, I felt even more alone.

      The fence I huddled against was on the edge of the property that housed these condominiums. I liked the fence because I could keep it at my back to feel more secure. Once I crawled under the fence and found a place I called “no cat’s land” — a flat, spread-out area with no cover. When you are a tiny cat, that kind of place is not very desirable. My adopted mama told me later it was a business park with an insurance agent, a big empty building, and a restaurant, which was not cooking much in the middle of the night.

      So I stayed by the fence, feeling the patter of rain on my head and continued doing what any good kitten would do: I mewed. A lot. Loudly. As the dawn was about to break, I heard someone out walking, but I wasn’t sure I wanted them to see me. I stopped mewing and sat very still in case they were in search of a kitten snack. It was a lady, wearing a long blue coat over pajamas and sweat pants, walking around in untied tennis shoes and getting wet. I thought she was crazy to do something like that. I did not need to be chased by some crazy person. I was already scared and hungry. So I stayed very quiet.

      The crazy lady called, “Here kitty. Here Kitty. Here kitty, kitty. Where are you, little mew?”

      What I really wanted, when I mewed, was to be back with my mama cat, where she would keep me warm and fed. I was hungry. I did not want some crazy stranger taking me who-knows-where to do who-knows-what to me!

      As soon as that crazy looking person was gone, I started to mew again, but a little more softly. No normal people heard me over the rain. I considered eating a bug but I had no idea how to catch one or which one was most tasty. I also knew that it was probably chasing bugs that had gotten me into this mess in the first place. I did not want to repeat that experience. I stayed hidden and dozed.

      At first light I called out for my Mama again, but now my mews were drowned out by the new early morning noises — large roars as cars started up and drove off. I settled where I was, hidden behind the trees and bushes with the fence at my back, listening as they roared. I heard the constant low rumble of the nearby highway. I mewed some more after the cars quieted, hoping my mama cat would hear me. I searched a little for food but I did not find anything.

      Being hungry is something I remember nearly as well as being wet. I was so hungry my stomach hurt. I tried everything but nothing seemed to taste any good. I did nibble on some weedy grass but that wasn’t enough to fill my aching belly. I was a growing kitten after all and needed a lot of food, not just the paltry spider and half a dead bug that I was able to scrape up by my spot near the fence.

      I was also getting very dirty. Muddy dirt stuck to my pretty brown and black and white tabby fur. It was nearly impossible to get off, so I didn’t try very hard. It was probably good camouflage because who could find a kitten when all they could see was moving dirt? And what creature would want to eat me? I hid under bushes and stayed near that fence.

      A very loud truck drove up and rumbled to a stop. A bunch of humans with tools got out and began stomping around my area, running loud machines. One machine shot out small bursts of grass in all directions. Another blew things around. One of the men came up in my area and raked up all the nice pine needles I had been playing with. They also picked up some papers that had had very nice, meaty smells. The papers had been a promising snack if I got hungry enough, so I was very disappointed.

      When they moved off, I started to mew again. Then this other human came over to where I was. I was silent. She kept saying things like, “Kitty? Where are you?”

      I was quiet but as she started to leave, I let out another mew. I didn’t mean to. She was dressed in a light jacket but her hair was tidy and she was wearing normal clothes and not pajama bottoms. Her shoes were even tied! She turned and we made eye contact. She had very nice eyes, which seemed a little sad. But when she came towards me, I ran away as fast as my little legs could carry me. I was much smaller but thought I would use that to my advantage by hiding under a bush. Instead, I found my fence.

      “Well look at you, little one,” she said, coming towards me. I had managed to run into a corner of the fence and I had no way out. I turned to face her, trying to stamp down my fears by puffing up as big as I could be.

      I said, “Mew.” Well, I was a kitten. It was the only word I knew.

      This person picked me up with both hands and looked at me. I was high enough that I could look at her in the eye. I did not like this at all. I did not like being so high up and not clinging to a tree or fence. This person also smelled funny and not at all like my mama cat. What was up with that? She carried me all the way down to the far end of the condominiums, and she put me in this tiny little area with lots of plants.

      I immediately scooted under one of those plants. She brought out two dishes. I ignored them and remained under the plant. I looked for a way out but I didn’t see one. Then this person left for a little bit.

      In the quiet, I began exploring the area. I found, to my surprise, that there was an exit. The way we had come in had about an inch beneath the gate. I was tiny enough to crawl under it. I flattened myself out, which was easy to do because I was mostly fluff. I still am, actually. I fled the space she put me in as quickly as I could, and looked hard to find another hiding place in case she came back. I can’t remember if I mewed.

      A handsome black and white Tomcat who seemed to know about everything was roaming through the area. He said his name was Eight Ball when he sniffed at me, but I wasn’t worth his time. I was too little to be a potential queen, he told me, and added, quite confidentially, that in any case, he wasn’t up to servicing a queen any longer. His people had made sure of that. Apparently they had taken “his parts.” Being so young, I had no idea what he was talking about. It was really too bad because he was a fine looking cat and quite nice.

      Anyway, I hid in another small area, closer to my fence but still not there. I had no idea where to go. I mewed some more.

      Pretty soon that same woman who had taken me from my refuge was back searching for me again. I wasn’t sure if I should be hopeful or not. I saw her wandering and looking for me, but I stayed very small and quiet in my new hiding place, behind a fence with a gate. When she passed it by, I breathed a sigh of relief. I hoped to get another look at her before she left, just in case I wanted to find her. At least it wasn’t raining any more, although the dirt in this little area was still wet and my feet were getting cold. Unfortunately, there wasn't any food.

      I tried to clean my fur, but it was a lot of work. I saw my friend Eight Ball hanging outside the little gated area.

      “What are you doing in there?” he called.

      “I’m hiding,” I said.

      “Why?”

      “That person keeps looking for me,” I told him.

      “Yeah. She asked me about you.” He lay down and stretched out on the asphalt. “It’s nice here you know. Inside these places people feed you so you don’t have to hunt, which is probably hard for you, tiny as you are.”

      “I just want to find my mama.”

      “Don’t know your mama,” Eight Ball said. “You know they took away my parts so I’m not really good at finding queens anymore.”
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