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1

Ten Thousand Drops of Cat Rain

The cats required a curtain raiser before coming onstage—they would never so much as make an appearance without a bit of fanfare. Ahead of the rain came a little wind, only a smidge, like the sudden lurch of missing your footing on the stairs. Not too much force, no strong gusts, everything just a little askew. The kitties needed to hold back some of their energy for play.

The wind rose, and the kitties took advantage of the occasion to burrow into the shadowy clouds, concealing themselves behind the curtain. Amped up and full of excitement, ears dancing like beams of light, they darted here and there, countless glowing specks, riding the clouds toward the stage.

The stage in question was directly overhead, a patch of sky, neither near nor far. Look up and it would seem to be right there, but try to touch it and you’d soon realize it was out of reach. Such a gigantic swath of sky, I could have walked anywhere and still remained within its ambit. Dark clouds wafted closer, the curtain rustled open, and an unmissable performance began.

The kitties had set the stage for a grand presentation of cat rain, ten thousand drops in all.

From a distance, I watched the cats soaring ahead atop their clouds, fast as galloping horses. People saw this and hastened indoors, heads lifted to the sky. I happened to meet a cat’s eyes with a flash of recognition but couldn’t recall where we’d met before.

All this was back before I had a cat, before I had any idea where cats came from. The sky grew darker, the clouds lowered, and an urgent wind filled the building, foretelling a bout of cat rain. An abrupt pitter patter pitter patter. The show began in a flurry, no warning, no prologue. In the blink of an eye, every cat plummeted in raindrop form. Splish splosh splash. All done in a few seconds. No one had time to react. It felt as if the storm had ended before it began.
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The shortest downpour of this rainy season, so brief I barely got wet. I wished I’d been closer to center stage so I could have gotten a closer look at the cat rain.

Ten thousand drops of cat rain mean ten thousand kitties. Rain from the cats, cats in the rain. Cats and rain, one and the same. The cat rain vanished as it plopped onto the ground, leaving behind countless paw prints.
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Dream Cat
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The air was cool after the cat rain. I slept soundly that night.

I dreamed of a cat tunneling out of my ear, expanding all the while, faster than the eye could see. Dark-brown fur with scattered strands of gold. In the dream, I called him Doughball.

Doughball and I got on right away. He didn’t show any fear and kept pulling pranks on me. His expansion was out of control, and for a while, I was worried he would grow too large for the room to contain him. Could Doughball’s belly, round as it was, be filled with some kind of gas? I thought of pricking it with a needle to see if it would deflate but couldn’t bring myself to. After all, when I stroked Doughball, he was a flesh-and-blood cat—I didn’t want to hurt him. And so I just let him inflate, bouncing around like a rubber ball.

Each day, Doughball went through his repertoire of tricks: flying leaps, high jumps, tail-biting, chasing himself. He was a springy thing, and I kept failing to catch him. Trying to make him stop, I had to chase him around the entire flat, jumping up and down like a monkey.

Doughball reached the size of a television and abruptly stopped growing. I put my hand to my chest and let out a sigh of relief. Phew.

Even though Doughball was no longer expanding, he was still several times the size of a regular cat and ate an extravagant amount. Our household expenses soared thanks to the bottomless pit that was his stomach. Husband grumbled that his wages were all going to Doughball. Yet when Doughball had eaten his fill and lay next to Husband, legs flopping in every direction, Husband was so delighted he couldn’t stop beaming. So cute, he would murmur, forgetting his grievance.

Doughball scampered around in front of me each day, his frolicking as entertaining as any TV program. Husband and I had fallen out of the habit of watching television several years ago, but Doughball made us remember what it was like to settle down together in front of a show. Every episode was directed and performed by Doughball. We watched him climb, leap, run like a mad thing. Rather simple and repetitive programming, but we never tired of it. Watching Doughball perform became our regular postprandial pastime.
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After each show, Doughball had to eat in order to replenish his strength and round out his belly again. Sometimes he would then nestle against my chest for a nap, snoring loudly. I enjoyed our snuggling, but his bulk pressed down on me till I could hardly breathe. “Get off,” I would say. “You’re too heavy!” He invariably ignored me and stayed put, though I sometimes wondered if he was just pretending to be asleep.

When I woke up from this dream, my chest felt warm, and I was sure that was where Doughball had been.
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Plant Cats, Get Cats

I never used to pay much attention to cats as a species—you could say I lacked an understanding of them. Then Doughball began visiting me in my dreams, and though our time together was brief, it was enough to cultivate a feline appreciation within me. I didn’t want to leave Doughball, but dreams didn’t come every day, and he wasn’t always in them.

The day came that I realized I hadn’t dreamt of Doughball for a while and missed him very much. Whenever I ventured out, I couldn’t stop myself from scouring trees and bushes, hoping a cat would pop out, even though I knew it wouldn’t be Doughball.

Once I started seeking out cats, I naturally saw many of them. It turned out there were plenty of kitties on the ground: in flower beds, in the mud, in fields, beneath trees. . . . They were everywhere, sauntering around in vast numbers, as if they had sprung from the earth itself.

Kitties are like any other vegetable. Plant melons, get melons. Plant beans, get beans. Plant cats, get cats.

In this world, there are those who plant cats, and those who pick them.

The cat planters have only to scatter cat seeds on the soil. No need for watering, fertilizing, or tending. Come spring, there’ll be a harvest of countless kitties. And it’s true—when spring arrives, the number of cats increases overnight. Once they’ve squirmed from the soil, they mature quickly.

Spring is cat-harvest time, the best season to pick them.

The springtime sun grows more plentiful each passing day. Cats emerge, alongside all of nature, as they return to life and everything is renewed, with no distinction between house cats and strays. They’ve all just gained consciousness and are now accepting their lives as cats.

The kitties stretch out their tiny paws and gingerly probe the warmth of the sun. Side by side, they sprawl out on the fuzzy carpet of the earth. In good weather, you’ll see cats energetically opening themselves up and lying flat to soak up the sunlight. When they’ve absorbed their fill, they’ll slowly open their eyes.
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When the cats sense they’ve ripened, they’ll pluck themselves completely free of the soil. With all four feet on the ground, they’ll take a few experimental steps on the earth’s surface, then ramp it up until their legs are springing, fully extended, leaping ahead, sprinting.

Fresh from the soil, the cats dash swiftly in all directions. Some linger in the woods, others reach the road. You’ll often notice cats emerging onto the street. Some fear people and hide, vanishing in a puff of smoke. Others, like Doughball, are mature enough to parade themselves in front of passersby as if to say, Take me with you, take me away from here! Cat lovers pause and bend down to stroke these cats, perhaps play with them for a while, or else head to a nearby convenience store to buy some cat treats. Sometimes the cats trail these humans a little ways and only stop if they don’t look back.

Then there are cats who like people but don’t wish to leave the soil, and so choose to sprout in a place where humans gather. They learn where and when cat lovers will bring them food and water. Now that they can wander freely without needing to go hungry, these cats linger outdoors forevermore, fostering a close connection to the earth, just as many people cling tightly to their hometowns.
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Cat Picking

Having cycled through spring, summer, autumn, and winter, upon returning to spring the following year, I abruptly realized I was a person without a cat, a startling discovery.

Why didn’t I have a cat? The question utterly stumped me. I chewed it over from morning to night, at home and out, while eating a meal or strolling down the street, but I couldn’t come up with a satisfactory answer.

Many ideas just pop up in our heads, and there’s no way to explain them. Some are passing fancies, which lead to endless weariness and regret. I didn’t want to be one of those people. After all, cats are living things and must be taken seriously. They need to be understood, the way I understood Doughball.
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I kept pondering and pondering every second of the day, so consumed I lost my way. As my eyes faded out of focus and the world before me blurred, a gray-white clump wafted before me. I rubbed my eyes, but there it remained. Stepping forward, I took a closer look and almost cried out. It was a stripy dark-gray cat, eyes shut, sound asleep. I clapped a hand over my gaping mouth.

A delicate little kitten, probably born not long ago, round face with slightly puffy cheeks, fur so soft and clean he couldn’t be a stray. He was neither on the ground nor up a tree but suspended in midair, bobbing there quietly like a helium balloon, neither high nor low, close enough that I could reach out and pull him into my embrace.

I hugged the kitten, who remained sound asleep. I stroked his fur and gently kneaded his tiny ears, then rubbed his little claws, quietly inquiring, “And what’s your name? Where do you come from?”

The cat remained fast asleep. I jogged home with him in my arms, hunched over for fear of dropping him. As I opened my front door, his eyelids drifted open but he remained motionless, gazing innocently at me, not showing the least bit of fear.

I went to the kitchen to pour him some milk and watched him lap the bowl dry looking perfectly content. He must have been starving. I fashioned a nest of blankets for him to sleep in with water and dry food nearby. When I turned around, he was curled up between the sofa cushions and had already dozed off. Only now did I understand, as if I’d just awoken from a dream, that there was a cat in my home. All of this happened with such inevitability that I didn’t find any of it odd, and nor did Husband when he came home and saw the kitten. It was as if Cat had always been here.

Husband said he didn’t look like he had come from out of the cat rain, nor did he seem to have grown from the soil. Rather, this was a cat who had been imagined into being and was now real.

Whether Cat had come from my mind or elsewhere, the truth was inescapable: I was now a person who had a cat. An actual cat. As for why I hadn’t had a cat before this, the question no longer seemed important.
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New Flat

Husband and I inhabit a small two-bedroom flat, just the right size for a couple. We’re on such a high floor that when we look up from the ground, our home is a tiny dot no larger than a peanut, a particle of dirt flung into the sky. This minuscule speck is more than enough for me. Apart from accommodating me and Husband, it holds our wardrobes, chairs, sofas, bed, and many, many more miscellaneous items, cramming it full. And now, without any effort, we’d thrown a cat in there too. What an obliging little dot!

Day by day, the kitten grew used to his new surroundings. Having made the rounds and explored every corner, he declared dominion over all he surveyed. He lay wherever he wanted, including on Husband and me, incorporating us into his territory too.

Soon, Cat had occupied every space in the flat, which didn’t seem smaller as a result but rather increased in size. And the expanding part was Cat himself.

Cat was a new flat within this old flat, a tiny dwelling within our already small one. Living with a cat is like living within a cat: no matter what’s happening outside, you won’t necessarily notice. The cat flat contained only the cat and nothing else, not even memory. I would often forget I was cooking, until the stench of the scorched pan reminded me. Right up to that point, I’d have been playing with the kitty, lavishing him with all my attention—waving a wand to make him dart around and leap into the air thoroughly revved up.

I clung greedily to every moment in the cat flat, not just because I wanted to spend more time on kitty games but also because its walls were velvety fur, and I could run my hands across them this way and that—so smooth—while Cat’s soft purr purr purrs were broadcast right into my ears, as if the cat flat contained a surround sound system, cocooning me in tranquility.

The floor of the cat flat consisted of fleshy paw pads, pink and tender, perfectly springy and softer than any carpet, more shock absorbent than any floorboard, more anti-slip than any tile. They yielded gently with each step, then sprang back instantly.

The only windows were Cat’s eyes. Peering through them, you’d glimpse a cavernous hollow in his body, now dark and now light, mysterious and unpredictable. The space stretched beyond the bounds of my vision, reaching even farther than when I stood at the top of my building gazing at the sprawling city. There were no borders in sight, and unlike the city, the space was not crammed full of apartment blocks, car-filled roads, and heaving crowds.

What an endlessly changing world. One moment it darkened, turning into a vast cave in which nothing could be seen, threatening to swallow everything, so I clung tightly to the floorboards, terrified of being sucked into the blackness. Finally, a glimmer of light would appear, and only in its reassuring glow would I let out a sigh of relief. Just like that, the space would transform into a resplendent paradise. Here were swings, parallel bars, spiral slides, seesaws, and across the uneven ground were glossy green wheatgrass and fluttering butterflies for Cat to chase. He sprinted back and forth, over and under, blissfully happy. I wanted to be in this vibrant wonderland too but couldn’t find an entrance, so I had to watch from outside as Cat lived his best life, completely at ease. I gazed, mesmerized, as the light dimmed, until the playground disappeared and all I could see was myself in the glass with longing in my eyes for that extinguished idyll. My heart could be seen in the reflection too, thumping steadily, and if I listened closely, I could hear a clear echo.
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Fat Cat

When Cat first came to live with us, he was so scrawny that a gust of wind could have toppled him over, and Husband was able to lift him in one hand. He proved to have an astonishing appetite though, polishing off prodigious quantities each day. All his portions and some of mine. Whenever he saw me with food in hand, he would plop in front of me, calling meow meow, butting my arm till I didn’t know whether to go on eating or not. With his cuteness, he kidnapped me; with his mischief, he tricked me into funneling him extra food and drink, easily liberating me of my snacks. If you set everything Cat ate end to end, it would stretch as long as an entire train, a different carriage for each kind of food, ferrying all sorts of nutrition.

Having eaten a train, Cat’s body also grew very long, stretching all the way from the balcony through the living room into the bedroom. If we had more rooms, I’m sure he could have gotten even longer. Cat often conducted this train through our flat, hauling his long body behind him. Choo choo this way, choo choo back the other, as if he were chasing something, or maybe being chased. Often I would see his legs in one room and his head in another.

As Cat’s appetite increased, so his body continued elongating. He could loop himself over the laundry rack several times, swinging back and forth. He taught himself to swing, being both swing and swinger in one. After every meal, with nothing left to do, Cat would hang himself up and swing freely, frittering away his time.

I was now dedicating much more time to petting Cat. Each head-to-tail stroke used to last just a few seconds, but now it took several minutes to get from one end to the other, quite a workout. Cat didn’t always stretch out but enjoyed napping with his body twisted this way and that, or coiled around a table leg. For a proper petting, I needed to weave in and out too, moving from one room to another.
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Even with his new, longer body, Cat didn’t bring any trouble into our lives. His body was everywhere at once, splayed in all directions, but too soft to get in our way. And even when we did trip over him, he provided a landing as soft as cotton wool, so we never got hurt.

It’s not like Cat kept growing indefinitely. He was able to use his powerful digestion to tailor his length, growing longer or shorter at will. If he got too long to be comfortable, he would simply shrink himself by digesting the excess, maintaining his size. This way, he could go on swinging, never swelling up so it became too difficult to move, free to continue running around, a tiny express train going choo choo.
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