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I'm a black cat, and I sit in a windowsill. It's in a large apartment building in some big city I can't be bothered to name. I like to sit here and look at the outside world. I don't think my owners even know that I can speak and think.

I sit here thinking about a lot of things, things that humans don't understand. 

To most, I might seem stupid.

To some, I'm an unpredictable beast.

What do I think of myself?

Well, I'm just a cat, and some day I was brought into the world. Honestly, I like it that way.

I could never stand to live like the humans do. Having a name that I like, friends... but alongside those things, you need a job. You have to work to have what you do. I don't like that. I just like to sit in my windowsill, and watch the world pass by. 

Nothing escapes my golden and green gaze.

Sometimes my staring is cut short because a bird call startles me, or I get a particularly bad itch behind my ear. I feel one coming on now, so naturally I'll bend to the side, raise my back leg, and rake through my pelt to scratch the itch. Thankfully, I don't hurt myself and the itch goes away. As I lick my muzzle, I relax on my windowsill again. 

Every day, a bird bothers me on this windowsill. It gets distracted by my tail hanging out over the edge and tries to peck at it. I've learned its movements and can flick my tail to avoid its irritating pecks. I can't understand the language it uses when it squawks at me in protest. I lazily lift a paw and swat at the flying creature, sending it tumbling through the air. 

I'm not too interested in finding out where it lands. My eyes are trained at the mountains beyond the tall skyscrapers ahead of me. I squint my eyes, feeling my pupils slit as the sun bounces off one of the more reflective buildings. I believe it's brand new. The sun passing through the hard glass amplifies the snow against the mountain. 

It hurts my eyes, and I am forced to look away. I can no longer sit on my windowsill, lest I go blind. I jump back down into the apartment, shaking and stretching and letting out little meows of annoyance. I don't know where my owner is; I think I'm home alone. I'm more impressed that they left without saying anything to me. Humans sure are strange, and insensitive. 

I have the entire apartment to myself, but I have nothing to do and nowhere to go. The world draped in pink around me is an unfamiliar landscape of places I can never jump and things I can never climb on. To be honest, I haven't lived in this apartment very long, and that may be why I like sitting in the windowsill. 

I've thought about it quite a lot. I haven't lived very long, but I still feel as though I've been in this situation before with a different person. It's a familiar feeling that refuses to leave my mind, and it makes it hard for me to do a lot of the things that I used to. I find myself questioning where I came from, who or what created me, why I was created... and why I feel like I've been through all of this before. 

Sometimes I see my reflection in the window when my owner doesn't open it. I'm surprised that human did not close it when it left me. Was it not afraid that I would jump out of the window hundreds of feet to the ground, and get lost in this gargantuan city? Did it trust me so much as to not end up flattened from leaping at a bird or stalking toward a cat in the apartment buildings across from us? 

I have always been curious. Curiosity will kill me one of these days. I hear the humans say that phrase 'curiosity killed the cat'. Sometimes I question its origins too. But every time that my brain gets distracted by these thoughts, I am brought back to the beginning; why do I exist? 

I thump my tail on the ground as I sit down and curl it around my paws. This is the only question I have never been able to answer. I often strain my brain to remember things before I lived in this apartment, but nothing comes up. I am not a kitten by any means; I'm sure I've stopped growing by now.

I smack my paw against my head, growling as I once more try to remember some of my past. It's a foggy territory in the back of my head, and I start to feel dizzy when I traverse it. My vision blurs and my pelt feels cold, but I still venture through the cold mists looking for answers. My pelt droops as the mists wet and cool it, making even my whiskers shake. 

I blink and I am back to reality again, still shivering. I wonder what my owner thinks of me when I do that. Maybe it knows that something is wrong with me and does grow concerned, but because I don't seem physically ill, they brush it off. My head still hurts every time I go through this, and I never come out of it feeling any better than before I began. 

I waddle off into the kitchen to search for my food and water bowls. Maybe I'm just thirsty and hungry, and I can think harder on a fuller stomach. I'm lucky, because my owner filled up my bowls before it left. I let out a sigh of relief as I trot over to the bowls and stick my face into the squishy, mushy mess that is canned cat food. It's still cold, a sign that it must've been put down recently. 

Did I really not realize when my owner left? I'm impressed with myself to be honest. Usually I am so observant, and nothing escapes my gaze... except for this. I suppose I'm not as glorious as I often portray myself. I only get halfway through my meal before I begin thinking again, and spoil my appetite. 

I clean the food from my muzzle and lap up water to wash it all down. The water is fresh; it was bottled, most likely. My owner treated me well to never give me tap water. I continue to clean my jaws as I wander the apartment. I allow myself the opportunity to explore areas untouched, for perhaps they will answer my questions. 

In the back of the apartment is a closet I have only seen opened once or twice. I always wonder just what is in it, but my owner always nudges me away before I can get a peek. I stare up at the golden door handle, an oddity amongst all the other silver handles in the area. I squint my eyes and try to imagine what is behind the door. Is it just a place for older clothes that need to be thrown out? Are there keepsakes my owner got from family and friends that are too precious to be displayed? Are there gifts in there for me that I have not yet seen because it is not a holiday? 

I latch onto the last option particularly hard. I give my lips a final lick before I gaze around the room in search of something to use to get to the door handle. I cannot move many of the things in the room because I'm not that strong, but I will try. I find a box laying against the wall separating the living room and the kitchen, and purr. It's just a cardboard box, but it's better than nothing, and at the very least it's bigger than me. 

I walk behind the box and hit it with my head to push it forward. Something is in it, that much I can tell, but I push on anyways. I fight with the carpet and my own strength to push the box toward the secretive, out-of-place door. I only stop when I can no longer push, and find the box pressed up against the door. I leap onto it and reach up the door. I am unlucky, because I cannot yet reach the door handle. 

I hiss in frustration, looking around for another box or something that I can use. I don't have very many options in this place; that box must've been my last solace for this endeavor. Now, I am forced to be creative with my methods. Regardless of what happens, I am going to open that door and find out what is inside that I've been banned from seeing. I decide to try for my next plan; jumping for and turning the handle. 

The closest thing that I can see is the velvety couch, but it would still be a long shot from the doorway. I climb up it anyways, and settle myself on the top. I stare at the door handle and try to 

calculate the distance in my head. At least a foot or two stands between the couch and the door. I thump my tail in preparation before getting to my paws and steadying myself on the uneven fabric surface. I take a deep breath and raise my hindquarters before I leap for the door and scramble for the handle. I yelp as I slam into the door and barely even nudge the handle before falling onto the box. I groan as I lift my head, my head hurting for a completely different reason now. I glare daggers at the door handle, determined to turn it and open the door. I want to see the gifts I'm yet to get! I decide to climb back up on the couch and try one more time. Maybe my trajectory was just off and I needed to perfect my method. I hadn't hit my head on the handle at any rate... I shake my head and ready myself for a second time. I leap, and wrap my paws on the handle when I collide with it. But very quickly, I fall with a meow of protest. I turned the handle, but I wasn't able to push the door to open it. 

Now, I knew that I could do things this way, and
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