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Dedication
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To Little Girl—my brave and beautiful tabby with emerald eyes and an unbreakable spirit. You crossed oceans not only to find a new home, but to show all of us what true courage and love look like. This book is yours—every word, every memory, every heartbeat within these pages belongs to you.

To all the cats across the world—those who roam freely under distant skies, those who curl into loving arms, and those still waiting for kindness—you remind us every day of grace, resilience, and the quiet power of a purr.

To every caretaker in the streets of Karşıyaka, İzmir, Toronto, and everywhere in between—those who open doors, hearts, and cans without expecting anything in return—you are the unsung heroes who make their journeys possible.

And most especially, to my beloved wife, whose boundless compassion turned a neighborhood gang into a family and made Little Girl’s extraordinary journey across oceans a reality. The love you hold for her—for all of them—is the soul of this story.

With endless gratitude and love, this book is dedicated to all of you.
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Foreword

From a Cry in the Streets of İzmir – A Path from Heart to Heart
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Some loves begin with a glance. Ours began with a cry.

On an ordinary October afternoon, on a dusty side street in Karşıyaka, İzmir, while searching for a lost kitten, someone else found me. A tiny tabby, no more than six months old, came running out of nowhere—crying, rolling, playing with my fingers, then settling into my arms as if she had been waiting for that moment her entire short life.

Laughing, half joking, half serious, I asked, “Would you like to come home with me?”

She purred, pressed closer, and answered without words: Yes. Finally.

From that moment on, she had a name—Little Girl—and I had a companion who would change everything.

What followed was a year of pure joy: dawn hunts, midnight motorcycle signals, lap cuddles, proud mouse offerings, and a bond deeper than I ever thought possible between a human and a cat.

Then came the hardest choice of my life—to leave her behind as I returned to Canada, believing that the streets she knew and loved would be kinder than a new life in a cold, unfamiliar country.

For three months, she waited, returning each evening to an empty apartment, searching for the family that had vanished.

For three months, we carried the weight of guilt across an ocean.

And then, against all odds—through the kindness of strangers, the loyalty of family, and an extraordinary Turkish friend who carried her onto a plane—she crossed that ocean to find us again.

This is the true story of a small tabby who refused to let the path between our hearts be broken by distance, time, or doubt.

It is a story of love at first sight, heartbreaking separation, an impossible reunion, and the quiet, daily miracles that happen when a street cat decides you belong to her—and proves she will move the world to keep it that way.

Welcome to Little Girl’s journey. A brave soul whose paws carried her farther than most humans would dare—guided by one simple, fierce belief: family finds its way home.

Turn the page. She’s waiting for you too.
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Introduction

Little Girl — A Cry in the Streets of İzmir

[image: ]


Some encounters arrive like destiny.

It was a cool October afternoon in İzmir, Turkey. The air carried the scent of the sea and the hum of city life as I walked through the familiar streets near our apartment, softly calling into doorways and narrow passages. Days earlier, another small kitten had gone missing, and as I searched, my heart felt heavy with worry.

Then I heard it—a thin, determined cry cutting through the noise of traffic and footsteps.

I turned, and there she was.

A tiny tabby girl, no more than six months old, charging toward me as fast as her short legs could carry her. Her fur was patterned with classic swirling stripes of brown, black, and hints of orange—dusty from street life but glowing in the afternoon light. Her green eyes were wide and fearless, full of curiosity and stubborn hope.

She threw herself at my feet, rolled onto her back, and began playing with my hands as if we were old friends. When I leaned down, she gently bit my fingers—not to hurt, but to test. Adventurous. Intelligent. Emotional. Stubborn. Gentle and aggressive at once. Funny, strong, and full of personality. Every contradiction wrapped into one small, fearless soul.

I picked her up, and she fit perfectly in my arms. Warm. Calm. Certain she belonged there.

Without thinking, I asked out loud, “Would you like to come home with me?”

She paused, blinked as if surprised anyone had asked her permission, then leaned into my chest and purred.

Yes.

We took the elevator together. When I opened the apartment door, I smiled at my wife and said, “Look—I found a new kitten.” From that moment on, she had a name: Little Girl.

She burst into our lives like a joyful storm—running from wall to wall, eating with us, claiming her place as if she had always lived there, and falling asleep on the couch like it was her own. She loved food, loved birds, chased and caught mice, climbed trees, and ruled the outdoors with confidence. At night, she curled into my lap and drifted into sleep, purring.

Every evening around nine, she would want to go out—to hunt, wander, and spend time with her neighborhood companions. We would watch from the balcony; she would look back and meow to let us know she was okay. When she was ready to come home, she would proudly sit on the motorcycle by the main entrance and call for us. I would go down to get her, and she would step into the elevator on her own, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

When my mother visited, Little Girl became even more excited—jumping, running, showing off. We took her to a veterinarian in İzmir and had her spayed so she wouldn’t cry for male cats. Every day around six, when we returned from work, she would be waiting for us—spending her days outside with friends and her evenings with us.

We lived like this for ten beautiful months.

Then life intervened. It was time to return to Canada, and we didn’t know what to do. We considered leaving her behind; we even consulted a woman who fed many neighborhood cats, thinking Little Girl could stay with her and live freely among them. But the woman surprised us. She simply said, “You must take her with you.”

We hesitated.

On the morning we left İzmir—around four o’clock—we took Little Girl downstairs one last time so she could play with her friends. She thought it was a normal day. A routine morning. She believed she would see us again.

We got into a taxi and headed for the airport.

She watched us leave.

That evening, she waited for us. The next day, and the next, and the next—returning to our apartment, looking up at the balcony, hoping. For nearly three months, she searched for us. I called my brother, who lived in the same city, and asked him to check on her, to feed her, and to let her know she hadn’t been forgotten. He sent photos. I smiled through tears.

I began looking for ways to bring her to Canada. I even planned to fly back to İzmir myself.

Then one day, a friend volunteered to bring her to us.

It felt like a blessing from Almighty God.

This is a true story.

The story of a brave tabby who waited in empty streets, crossed an ocean, and taught two ordinary people what unbreakable love truly means.

This is Little Girl’s story.

Welcome to her world.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Paws Across
Oceans

The True Story of a Brave Tabby






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





