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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      I am not just any cat. I am Miro, a male house cat. My life, with its many ups and downs, is a living example for many of a world where everything is connected and nothing simply happens.

      I didn't have the struggles that many stray cats face, but that didn't mean my life was a breeze. There were tough times, times of separation, and times of pain. Now, I’m sharing my story—the good, the bad, and everything in between, from the perspective of a feline thinker and an innate gentleman. I like to perceive life with a discerning and analytical eye. You'll get to see the world through my eyes, with all the joys and sorrows that come with being a cat.

      You may be surprised to learn that I am a cat of some distinction, I carry a certain charm, with long, sleek fur, enchanting eyes, and a fluffy tail. I combine intellectual sophistication with an elegant appearance.

      Before I even began writing this story, I found myself reflecting on the kind of relationship humans and cats share. Is the relationship about fulfilling a need? Or filling an emotional void? Is it love, or simply an acknowledgment of an animal’s right to a dignified life?

      I feel now that I have found the courage to answer this question truthfully.

      Respectfully,

      Miro
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      Reclining on a velvet bed in front of a glass wall overlooking the Arabian gulf, I gaze at the sunlight falling on the surface of the water. Seagulls circle in the sky, and outside, there is an intense heat.

      It is midday now.

      I can say, without hesitation, that I live Sarah's life.

      Wherever she goes, I go with her. Whatever she suffers, I suffer beside her. The events of my life have become a mirror of hers—each reflection a little sharper, a little more revealing than the last.

      Numbers are human things, but I have learned to read them through Sarah. She turned thirty-two just a few days ago, the candles guttering in a draft I felt before she did. I am nearing my fourth year, which, in the soft arithmetic of cats, makes me a seasoned soul, my whiskers already weighted with stories.

      For the last two years, Dubai has been our home. A city of glass and light and relentless forward motion, where Sarah works for an international company and fills her evenings with the quiet business of being loved.

      She sits now with Arun in the living room, the two of them bent over lists and arrangements, their voices low and purposeful.

      Arun is an engineer of Indian origin, with a decade spent in Dubai, and a laugh that tends to fill whatever room he enters. He is also Sarah's fiancé.

      “Hey, Miro, come here, you rascal!”

      Their love story is, as Sarah likes to remind anyone who will listen, one for the ages. She often jokes that it was love at first sight—just like with cats.

      Love at first sight. I know that feeling. I have carried it with me longer than I care to admit. But for me, it was also the last sight. The cats I loved drifted away one by one—wandered off, moved away, vanished as if the universe had arranged their disappearances personally, as a kind of joke at my expense.

      I have terrible luck in love.

      Still.

      It is good to watch Sarah and Arun move toward something. A wedding, only a few weeks away. A future, already taking shape on paper. And of course—I will be there.

      “Miro, where are you?”

      Her voice finally penetrates my reverie, as though she always knows when I have drifted too far inward. I think she likes to hold me before she leaves, as though that brief warmth is something she can carry with her, folded small and tucked somewhere close.

      “Miro?”

      The doorbell rings.

      Too late.

      Sarah crosses to the door and opens it. Her friends from Cat Rescue have arrived. Every Saturday, they come to take her on their quiet missions—visiting places where stray cats gather, feeding them, rescuing those who need help.

      I watch from my velvet perch.

      That is Sarah. Always giving. Always leaving.

      I hate her leaving, but I know now that she will return.

      
        * * *

      

      My story began long before this moment—before the Gulf, the glass, and the warm spill of sunlight. Life is a journey, and I am still learning how to move through it. Who I am, who I was, and who I will become are not separate things, but threads woven into the same path.

      Everything began for me in a tiny German village, where I was born on a wet autumn day. The sound of raindrops mingled with my first cries. As a newborn kitten, I immediately felt the chill of the outside world, but my mother's warm fur and the softness of my brothers, like fluffy cotton balls around me, made me feel cozy and safe.

      About three weeks into my life, I started to notice the world around me. I can look back now and see that the apartment around us was a far cry from comfort. The walls were stained with dirt and grime, and a foul smell mixed with cigarette smoke hung in the air, seeming to come from all directions at once. The lighting was dim, casting a dull yellow glow over everything, and an oppressive silence filled the space, broken only by the occasional meow from my brothers and me. Even when we slept, it felt as though the silence waited patiently for us to drift off again.

      The smell of cooking never stayed in the kitchen. It drifted, settled, and mixed with everything else, like the cigarette smoke and our cat litter tray that wasn’t cleaned often enough. Fresh air came to that apartment rarely, almost as a stranger.

      The curtains were a dismal color that seemed to squeeze the air out of your chest, adding to the overall sense of desolation and claustrophobia. The furniture was old and worn, with scratches, holes, and burn marks from cigarette butts. It was like a patchwork of imperfections, with wobbly tables, scratched beds, and couches pockmarked with tiny holes. 

      But amidst all this ugliness was my mother. The beautiful being who made the surroundings pale around her. I will never forget her striking blue eyes, thick eyelashes, soft orange fur, broad shoulders, and slender legs. She walked with the grandeur of a queen and the elegance of a lady. 

      Every morning she fed us, and when we were done, we played. The shoes left near the door were our mountains and our prey, smelling of the outside world, pungent and thrilling. We rolled, pounced, bit and tumbled, chasing each other in frantic laps around the room until our legs gave out and we collapsed in a warm heap, breathing hard and utterly content. Mama watched over it all with a calm, steady attention, only intervening when things went too far—which they often did.

      She was a great mother.

      Motherhood cannot be performed. It cannot be dressed up in the right words or assembled from careful gestures. Either it is real, rooted in the body and the will, or it is nothing at all.

      
        * * *

      

      One afternoon in my very first weeks, I caught a scent I had never encountered before—something large and warm, complicated in ways I couldn't yet name.

      Then I saw them.

      They were enormous. Upright. Moving through the room on two legs with a lumbering, top-heavy confidence, as though they had never considered that four might be more practical. The fur on their bodies was sparse and patchy, concentrated mostly on their heads, and their skin was pale and soft-looking, marked with spots and gathering a thin layer of grime at the creases, like dough left out too long.

      I pressed close to my mother's side and looked up at her.

      “Who are these creatures?”

      “They call themselves humans,” she said.

      “Humans—does that mean ‘big’?”

      A small smile. “No, little one. It means they believe themselves to be the masters of the earth.”

      “Are they our masters, too?”

      She was quiet a moment before answering. “They think so.’’

      “Can I play with them?”

      “Humans,” she said carefully, “don't understand our language. And they don't play the way we do.”

      “Can we understand them?”

      This seemed to please her. She straightened slightly, something brightening in her expression.

      “Of course. Their language is easy enough to learn, once you listen properly.” She touched her nose to my forehead. “You're a smart one. You'll have it in no time.”

      I puffed up at that. “If they come near us,” I announced, “I'll hiss them away. I'm not afraid of them.”

      “You're brave,” she said simply. “Just be careful. Don’t trust them too quickly.” She paused, then added more gently, “Some things I can't explain yet. But in time, you will understand.”

      I thought about that for a long time.

      The humans shuffled past again. I watched them with the measured skepticism of a creature who has already decided he is not impressed.

      Their height made them awkward. Their bare skin looked fragile and unhealthy. They had no tails—no graceful way to express themselves.

      I felt…sorry for them.
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      Among those humans was Max. He looked like a sack stuffed with corn, his shoulders drooping, his legs thick and heavy. His face had a rough, weathered look, and he kept his dark hair cut short. When I got close to him, I could smell cigarettes mixed with the stale scent of sweat that had lingered on his skin for days. From his large ears, half-exposed and pressed against his head, hung dangling metal earrings that made his head look even bulkier, as if all it lacked were horns to resemble a bull.

      I saw him constantly planted in front of a screen, scrolling through pictures with a glazed expression. His life seemed dull to the point of being hollow. He smoked a great deal, and whenever he did leave the apartment, he came back with bottles swinging from his hands.

      He never cared about playing with us, which struck me as genuinely strange. My brothers and I were tremendous fun. I tried everything to get his attention: jumping up, scratching at his legs, weaving between his feet. He didn’t care.

      The other human was Lizzie. She was short and plump, with wide, sharp blue eyes and fine frizzy hair. She spent most of her days moving between the kitchen and the couch, where she scrolled through her small device with the same blank focus as Max. She rarely left the apartment. She was in constant pain, and her moods shifted without warning, one moment calm and composed, the next overcome with emotion, leaving everyone around her bewildered.

      I learned later that Lizzie had a chronic joint disease that was slowly destroying her from the inside. I remember watching her swallow several pills every single day.

      Living with illness and pain changes humans in different ways. Some become bitter, lashing out at everyone and everything. Others grow quieter inside themselves, finding a kind of peace in accepting what they cannot change.

      Unfortunately for us, Lizzie chose bitterness.

      She let her suffering curdle into resentment, and everyone in the apartment paid for it.

      Sometimes Lizzy would stand in front of me, her face pinched, her steps halting, until something flickered back to life behind her eyes and she’d snap, “Get out of my way, you idiot!”

      I never felt warmth from her. Not once. Even the way she set down our food bowl told us everything: a hard slam against the floor, as if she hoped the food would choke us.

      At the time, I found myself wondering why we were there with these two at all. I felt no connection to them, nothing that made me think of them as part of our lives, nothing that gave them any real place in it.

      I preferred spending time with my family. Playing with my brothers was much more enjoyable and livelier.

      
        * * *

      

      I have always had a thing for high places, and in that apartment, the living room couch felt like a mountain waiting to be climbed. I imagined scaling the cushions, pulling myself to the top, and taking in the full sweep of the room from above. There was something thrilling about the height, the way everything looked different, smaller, easier to comprehend.

      I wanted to share it with my brothers.

      “Come on up, catch me if you can!” I called down. “Don't be shy!”

      My little brother looked up with wide eyes. “It's really high.”

      “Dig your claws in and start climbing. The view from up here is something else, I promise.”

      He glanced away. “Let me go get the others,” he said, which was his way of stalling. Everyone knew it.

      “Where are they?”

      “Playing with a little green ball near the shoe rack. It keeps bouncing.”

      “I've been waiting long enough. Tell them to come.”

      The couch eventually became our favorite spot—good for lounging, and even better for sharpening our claws on the armrest cover.

      
        * * *

      

      When we wore ourselves out from playing, we would drift under a large wooden table in a small room off the main hall. A narrow window let in a strip of sunlight, and dark grey curtains ran from ceiling to floor along one wall. I loved to slip behind those curtains and disappear. It was the one quiet place in the apartment, a small pocket of calm away from the noise my brothers kept up at all hours. Someone was always awake, always batting at something. Mama tried to keep up with us, though she seemed to enjoy the cheerful chaos.

      Before settling into sleep, we each got our time with her. She would groom us, one by one, brushing our fur, kneading gently, setting everything right. When my turn came, she would pick me up and start at my chin, working her way down in slow circular strokes, as if she were keeping some careful rhythm only she could hear. Then she would move to my tail, drawing her rough tongue along each tuft of fur. Finally, a nudge of her nose at my back end, and our time was finished.

      I used to wish I could stay a kitten forever, just to keep being taken care of like that.

      But life, as I was about to learn, rarely gives you what you want.
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      Around two months old, I discovered the art of hide-and-seek. I had a knack for picking the perfect spot. My brothers would sweep the whole house, walk right past me, and find nothing. I stayed still. I stayed quiet. I won.

      My best hiding spot came one afternoon when I squeezed between two old leather shoes in a dark room. My brothers searched everywhere. I listened to their pawsteps pass the doorway, then grow faint. The smell of leather was warm and earthy. I curled tighter, felt my breathing slow, and fell asleep before they ever found me.

      What I didn't know was that Mama had been frantic.

      “Where's my kitty?” she called, her voice sharp with worry.

      I opened my eyes. The sound seemed far away, then closer. I blinked in the dark. “Meow, I'm here, Mama.”

      “Get out of there right now! Where have you been?” Her tone was somewhere between fury and relief.

      “I'm stuck behind a door. I don't know where I am,” I called back, a little desperate.

      She found me. She always did.

      “There you are.” Mama let out a long breath. “You little scamp. I was so worried about you.”

      She grabbed me by the scruff, her teeth firm but gentle, and pulled me along at a pace that left my legs dangling. I felt weightless, carried through the air like a small sock. Then she dropped me among my brothers, who piled on top of me, cheering and shoving. For one bright moment, I felt like the cleverest kitten in the world.

      I suppose I wasn't quite as sneaky as I thought.

      
        * * *

      

      Those early days were full. Every hour held something—sleeping, playing, feeding, tumbling over each other in a heap. Mama was always nearby. I had no idea yet what life had in store.

      One afternoon, I was behind the curtains, half-asleep in a strip of sunlight, when my little brother came skidding over and rolled a small green ball toward my nose.

      “Wake up. Come play.”

      I stood and stretched, front legs extended, claws splayed.

      My little brother kicked the ball away.

      “I'll fetch it,” I said and bolted.

      My little legs pumped hard. The ball bounced, rolled, and picked up speed. I chased it around the corner—then my legs crossed, my balance gave out, and I tumbled in a spinning heap until I hit something shiny and solid that stopped me cold.

      I stood up slowly. Turned around.

      Something was staring at me.

      I crept toward it, claws out, nose forward, and sniffed. A cat looked back at me, its face just inches from mine, copying my every move. I recoiled.

      “Who are you?” I hissed.

      Silence.

      “I said… Who are you?”

      Nothing.

      “Back off. This is my turf.” I arched my back, stiffened my legs, stretched myself tall. My pupils widened with alarm. The cat in front of me did exactly the same.

      Back by the ball, my brothers had been watching.

      “Hey, our brother is acting really weird. He's moving around in front of something big and shiny,” one said.

      “Let's go see.”

      They padded over and lined up beside me, eyes fixed on the shiny surface. My brother turned to me, eyes wide, ears flat.

      “I can totally see you in this, bro. What is it?”

      I stared. The cat stared back. Then, slowly, I stepped closer and understood.

      “It's me,” I said aloud. “But how can there be two of me?”

      We stood there, all of us, studying our own reflections with deep concentration. I had never seen myself before, not properly. My eyes were small and dark blue, like buttons. My whiskers were long and white and soft, almost glowing. My fur was creamy from nose to belly, while my head and back were a light brown, the same shade as my small tail.

      Then I noticed my ears.

      My brothers' ears stood straight up, pointed and alert, giving their heads that clean, rounded shape. Mine were smaller. They folded down, flopping at the sides, making my head look like a little rice pot. I stared. My brothers stared at me. I felt a cold ripple of worry.

      Was something wrong with me?

      I ran to Mama.

      “Meow, Mama, Mama!”

      “Yes, little one.”

      “Am I sick?”

      “No,” she said without hesitation. “You are the most beautiful, healthy kitty in the world.”

      “But why are my ears like this small and folded down?”

      Mama's face softened. She pulled me in close, breathed into my fur.

      “Your ears are different,” she said. “They are also beautiful. Come now, small sassy kitty—it's time to eat.”

      Hunger is a powerful thing, and it won out over my thoughts in the end. I let the worry go, pressed into Mama's warmth, and didn't think about it anymore.

      I later learned that shiny object was called a mirror, something humans used to admire themselves, which we cats don’t need.

      
        * * *

      

      From the very beginning, grooming was my world. Hours dissolved into the rhythm of it – the slow, deliberate stroke of tongue over fur, the satisfying warmth of a coat brought back to order. It was painstaking work, but there was a quiet pride in doing it well.

      In those early days, my brothers and I looked after one another. I'd nose my way to a brother's nape and scrub patiently while he sat still, eyes half-closed in contentment. He'd return the favor when my turn came, working through the hard-to-reach places I couldn't manage alone. Mama watched from across the den, close enough to intervene if she had to, far enough to let us learn.

      And learn I did.

      My tail was the enemy. It curved around me like a question mark, always a fraction out of reach, no matter how I twisted and lunged. I'd spin in tight circles,  convinced each time that I was closing in, only to find it had slipped away again. The frustration built hot behind my eyes.

      “I'm going crazy, Mama!” I wailed, mid-spin. “My tail is twisting around me, and I can't catch it to clean it!”

      Mama's ears flicked. Then she laughed, a low, rumbling sound that filled the den like sunlight. “You're such a funny little rascal.”

      But she didn't leave me spinning. She padded over and pressed her head gently against my tail, holding it immobile, letting me feel what stillness was. No lecture. Just warmth and the quiet message that everything could be figured out if you slowed down long enough.

      When she felt I was ready, she gathered my brothers and me before her. We sat in a row, attentive as she moved through each position with unhurried precision—tilting her head just so, folding a hind leg to open her hip, curling her spine until every angle surrendered to her tongue.

      “To clean yourself properly,” she said, “choose a warm, comfortable place. Begin at the top and work to the bottom, or the bottom to the top. Finish one part completely before moving to the next.”

      We practiced. We tangled ourselves into awkward shapes, laughed at each other, and tried again. Slowly, something shifted. My body grew more willing, more pliable, as though it had been waiting for permission to stretch this far, to reach this well. My tongue, I discovered, was not just a cleaning tool. Pressed to a brother's ear, it was comfort. Run along Mama's jaw, it was gratitude.

      In time, I became good at it. Better than good—it stopped feeling
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