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Being different from others does  not make us inferior, we are not less  capable. We are all special, we are  descended from a Creator, in His  eyes we are perfect. We cannot judge  others based on rumors, gossip and  superstitions. We should try to get to  know a person before judging them  harshly, otherwise we’ have no chance  to make wonderful friendships. I thank  my mother for always teaching me to  be loving, respectful and tolerant of  others regardless of their appearance.
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It is hard to be a black cat! When  people see me, they throw stones and  shout ‘bad luck!” It’s worse when it’s  Friday 13th. They throw water, salt and  holy oil and say “go away, bad luck”  Why was I born black? Why couldn’t  I have been born white like Fluffy or  brown like Cookie? 

Fluffy sits on the couch watching her  favorite TV show while the old woman  strokes her, she gets tuna three times a  day and milk whenever she wants. And  when she’s full, she starts picking on  me, calling me darkness. 
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We all had the same mother, but she  died a few days after we were born.  Since our mother died, the Johnson  family has taken care of us. Grandma 

and Grandpa Johnson live all alone.  But they always get visitors during the  holidays. The house is so full and noisy  then; people sit around the table and  laugh happily. But I’m never happy.  
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Every time people come to visit, I  worry, who’ll kick me this time and how  Fluffy will act? People like to carry Fluffy  around; they take her everywhere,  and when I try to come along, they  push me back. I eat leftovers, food no 

one wants, but I don’t complain, it’s  better than going to bed on an empty  stomach. I’ve learned to clean up after  myself, to be quiet and not make a  mess. I don’t want to give anyone a  reason to throw me out. 

Last Christmas Fluffy said I could come  into the kitchen and eat whatever  I wanted and no one would have a  problem with it, so I did. But it turned  out Fluffy was lying; they threw me out  into the cold! 
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Another time Fluffy made a mess and  when I came to clean it up for her,  she ran away screaming and people  thought it was me. Because I’m a black  cat, I can never do anything right in  their eyes!  
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I’m a simple cat who doesn’t need  much, just a warm bed, 3 meals a day,  some milk, and hopefully a chance to  sit on the couch. My wish will soon  come true.

It’s early in the morning, big trucks  parked in front of the house; I’m not  sure what’s happening. A little girl is  lying in the grass crying, but no one  pays any attention to her, everyone  is busy. So I quickly run to her. Before  I could get to her, I see something  bright in the grass, I think it’s beautiful,  but I don’t know what it is. I pick it up  and give it to the little girl. She quickly  grabs it and stops crying.  
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I didn’t want to stand near her just  in case she got angry with me. She  grabbed me! I closed my eyes and 

thought she was going to throw me  somewhere, but she started stroking  and hugging me to her chest. I heard  her say, “I will call you Pepa, and I will  love you forever.” When she took me to  the house, I saw that Fluffy and Cookie  were stowed away in one of the trucks.  

The old couple had sold the house  and moved away. I will miss Cookie,  but I’m glad I have found someone to  love me. I sleep in my own warm bed,  I eat whenever I want and I enjoy every  moment. I love being a black cat!
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