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Once, a cat had a home. And then, suddenly, it didn't.

No collar. No food bowl. No one left to call its name.

But the world keeps turning, and life must go on.

This is the journey from lost housecat to master of street survival.

Every chapter in this book follows the quiet mission of an animal nobody is waiting for—a creature fighting to survive without losing its true self.

And within this cat’s story, you might just see your own life a little more clearly.

P. Pim
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Chapter 1: The Cat Nobody is Looking For

[image: ]


Late one afternoon, I spotted it sitting beside the dumpster outside my building.

Its coat was indistinguishable from any other street cat—an unremarkable tabby. Not cute enough to go viral on social media, yet not ragged enough to elicit pity.

It looked entirely ordinary.

But the moment I paused to look, it stood, ready to bolt.

Yet it hesitated, calculating whether the person standing before it was safe enough to trust.

Among the local strays, this one looked "new."

Not young, but clearly unaccustomed to being alone.

No collar. No food bowl. No one to call its name.

And most importantly: no one looking for it.

Whether you're human or feline, the transition from "having" to "having nothing" is more than a change in status. It is being thrust into an alien world entirely against your will.

A world where nobody knows you.

A world where you walk past people, and no one turns to greet you.

A world where, if you were to vanish, no one would even notice your absence.

Before that day, I had never paid serious attention to street cats.

But this particular one made me stand still much longer than I normally would.

It didn't meow. It didn't weave between my legs. It made no effort to be friendly.

It just stood perfectly still, trying desperately not to be a burden.

In an era where cuteness is the ultimate currency that buys a cat a home, lacking the charm to beg might unknowingly be its greatest sin.

Someone once joked, "Stray cats are smart; they know they have to make a sad face to get fed."

But that is purely a human perspective.

A cat isn't acting to please us. It is simply using what it has.

And sometimes... all it has is silence, and eyes that are just learning how to be wary.

On its first day of being nobody's cat, it hadn't yet grasped the rules of street survival.

It didn't know where to stand to get a meal.

It didn't know which trash can usually held leftover chicken.

It didn't know which footsteps meant it should run.

And it didn't know when to feign aggression to avoid being bullied out of its spot.

It still stood like a housecat.

But it wasn't a housecat anymore.

I was reminded of a former coworker.

One day, they simply disappeared from the office.

Their email was deleted. No farewells, no going-away parties, not even a goodbye post.

They vanished into thin air, and no one mentioned it.

It wasn't that nobody cared.

But in a world where replacing a person is as easy as swiping a screen, we simply don't have the time to bond deeply enough to miss anyone when they're gone.

Erasing someone takes just a single click.

But for the person being erased, their entire world has collapsed.

That stray cat wasn't the most pitiful creature out there.

Yet, it wasn't tough enough to be considered a survivor, either.

It was stuck right in the messy middle of adaptation—the most painful place to be.

Like someone struggling to transition from "trusted employee" to "freelancer hustling for their next gig."

Or from "a child whose parents call constantly" to "someone who could vanish without anyone asking about them."

The most terrifying thing in life isn't poverty. It isn't hunger.

It's the crushing realization that nobody remembers us anymore.

While I stood there watching, the cat didn't do anything particularly memorable.

But it made me remember something vital:

We have all been "the person nobody is looking for" at least once in our lives.

We have all endured that first day where our name is wiped from the system.

Where no one greets us, and no one asks how we are.

And we are left to figure out how to survive in absolute silence.

That day, the cat remained right there.

It didn't approach to beg for food. It didn't dive under shelter. It refused to close the distance.

But it didn't disappear, either.

It was starting with just "existing" before it could move on to "surviving."

Much like our own lives on the days when everything falls apart.

We might not have a plan yet. We might not know how to start over.

But at the very least... we are still here.

And maybe that's enough for the first day when nobody is looking for us.

People often say that life only begins anew when we accept that the past is gone.

But the truth is, human beings are not creatures who let go easily.

We form attachments far faster than we realize.

Even if it's just the office desk we sat at for five years.

Or the familiar takeout box from the corner store.

I realized that I, too, had survived a day like that.

The day there was no regular desk to return to.

The day my locker passcode was changed by the new hire.

The day it felt like walking through a familiar place, only to realize there was no space left that truly belonged to me.

That stray cat probably didn't know exactly when its "place" had vanished.

Just yesterday, someone might have opened a door for it.

But today, it had to wait for a stranger to toss scraps from a second-floor window.

And perhaps, it was just beginning to learn that no one was ever going to throw anything down again.

Some people call this process "survival."

But looking deeper, it is an involuntary uprooting of oneself from the past.

We have been dislodged from where we were, yet we haven't quite reached our new destination.

We are forced to redefine ourselves.

From "the talented person everyone knows" to "the person nobody knows."

From "the colleague everyone wants to work with" to "the person without a job."

From "the cat whose name everyone called" to "the cat no one is quite sure they’ve ever seen before."

Some days, it will stand in the wrong spot.

Waiting in front of a store where the owner hates cats.

Or darting into an alley fiercely guarded by territorial strays.

It will be hissed at, chased away, and shooed with a plastic bag.

And it will learn—from tiny scratches that no one will ever apply ointment to.

It isn't a matter of choosing how to behave.

It is a matter of figuring out quickly how to change in order to survive.

I don't know if it had a name.

Maybe it once had a name that people used to call it.

But a name is like an old chat history on a wiped phone—suddenly it’s gone, and no one remembers it ever existed.

A name is what gives us an identity in someone else's eyes.

And on the days when no one calls it out, it’s no different from having no identity at all.

I stood there for a long time, wondering how quiet a person has to be to become completely invisible.

To not text, to not call, to not speak, to not show a single sign of missing anyone.

Or perhaps, the world is simply too full of demanding voices. So those who demand nothing at all are unintentionally overlooked.

The cat sat perfectly still in its spot once again.

It didn't look entirely hopeless.

Yet it didn't hold any clear hope, either.

It was simply there, demanding absolutely nothing from anyone.

And that might just be the very first step of survival.

Not demanding.

Not being a burden.

Existing exactly as you are, without expecting anyone to change a thing for you.

Once, I saw it get hissed at by a larger cat.

Instead of fighting back, it merely backed away.

But it didn't run.

It stayed close by, as if accepting that in this world, there was only a very specific patch of ground where it was allowed to stand.

I thought of the many people I know.

People whose lives shifted overnight.

From a respected manager to an applicant who never gets a call back.

From someone carrying an access badge for a luxury high-rise to someone with no doors left to unlock.

Many of them used the exact same tactic.

Staying far enough away to avoid being a nuisance, but close enough not to be forgotten.

And hoping that, one day, someone might toss something their way... anything at all.

That evening, I walked back to my room much slower than usual.

My head was full of unanswered questions.

The cat was still there.

Sitting next to the same dumpster.

Still not knowing which storefront to wait in front of.

Still not knowing what scraps to look for in the trash just to survive the night.

But it was still there.

It hadn't collapsed, it hadn't vanished, and it hadn't given up.

And that was enough.

At least... for the very first day that nobody is looking for you.

Because in the battle for survival, on some days
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