
A cat, me 

 

Memories 

 

I remember everything, well not EVERYTHING. That is a lot. I do remember when 

I was a kitten, I remember my mother and my two sisters and brother, my favorite 

one. He was small, the smallest of us all. He was slow and weak. His little legs 

couldn't stand him. He fell constantly, but he was so nice; he loved us all. He used 

to sleep right next to mother, while the others preferred to sleep together to warm 

each other. In the nights we could hear the rats looking through the trash, 

searching for the little food you could find in the dumpster. Mother, my siblings 

and I lived in a wooden box with blurry letters that said “Tomates maduros.”  We 

slept on a piece of blanket that mother found. My mother was very smart. She 

had white, soft fur that even though we didn’t wash every day, it was always soft 

and shiny. She always knew what to do. Once, when we were very small, a big 

rat came. Right when mother was going to get food and maybe find something in 

our dumpster, the rat slowly approached us. We were trembling with fear, of 

course not knowing what to do. She came and jumped out of the top of the box. 

The rat ran away. On a sunny day, I found a small hole in the fence that separated 

the dumpster from the streets. I started running. For some reason, I didn’t think 

of mother, or my brother or sisters. I just ran without stopping to look back to the 

smelly dumpster.  

 

Streets 

 

I did not like them. 

People are scary. 

And big 

And don’t like cats! 

 

A lady with a smelly-dog-filled house 

 

After everything that happened in the streets, which I prefer not to remember I 

arrived at a red door. A woman stepped outside the door. 

 

 “Now, I’ve never seen this kind of human,” I thought.  

 

She was not as large as other humans. Her skin was wrinkled up and her lips 

were tiny. Her fur, I’m sorry, hair was white and long. 

 She opened her eyes a lot when she saw me. 

 

“A kitten,” she whispered. 

 



I almost ran away. But she looked kind. She held me. Her arms were skinny but 

comforting. For some reason, I meowed. And she sighed deeply. She took me to 

a living room and put a blanket on a couch and I slept for a long, long time. Her 

house smelled weird and the colors were brighter than the ones in the streets. I 

overheard her talk on the phone. You see, I can hear a lot. 

 

“You told me that you wanted one,” the lady said. 

 

“Mom, listen to me. I already have Kaylah,” said a voice. 

 

“I don’t know what to do. And you already know how to take care of a cat.” 

 

“Fine. Bring him tomorrow.”  

 

I ignored the obnoxious call that ruined my pleasant nap. And I went back to 

sleep. When a creature woke me up.  

 

“Pssst,” it said. 

 

 I tried not to open my eyes but that smell… I knew it. So, I opened them slowly. 

A figure appeared in front of my eyes. It was a little bigger than my mother, it was 

fluffy, and its eyes were tiny. I’ve seen dogs before but not like this. Dogs can be 

so stupid. That’s where the cat word dogbrain comes from. 

 

“Excuses que fais-tu sur ma chaise,” he said in French  

 

“What does that mean?”  

 

“Mon Dieu! It means excuse me. What are you doing in my chair?” 

 

“Well, can you please speak English?”  

 

He sighed, “c'est ridicule. This is MY maison.” 

 

“I’m sorry,” I said.  

 

Then I went to the window and jumped to the balcony. And ran, as the lady yelled, 

“The cat! The cat!”.  

 

I heard the dog say, chat idiot.”  

 

I kept running, across the roofs of the houses and buildings, until my legs started 

to hurt. I meowed trying to get help, but nothing happened. I thought I died. But I 

didn’t. I was just so tired. I can’t tell you the rest of that day. Even though I would 



like to, the thing is, I don’t remember. After my “accident” a man found me 

shivering in the terrace of his building. He took me to the vet. I only remember 

the smell; it smelled like a million dogs and cats. Again, I’d like to tell you what 

happened, but I cannot. 

 

Have a nice day 

 

The most human phrase ever. We cats don’t say that. We don’t really care if 

someone is having a good or bad or somewhat nice day. But for some reason, 

humans do care. In the pet store, I heard it a lot of times. 

 

The shop 

 

After the vet, they took me to a big bed, not a bed but a box, but not exactly a 

box. It had a window in front of it and there were three more cats. In that place 

there was a man and a woman, she was younger, and the man called her Sara, 

or Apprentice. For short. She was nice, she gave me food and pet me. Apprentice 

had long hair and she had it in a ponytail.  

 

She always said, “Don’t play with my ponytail.”  

 

I kept looking for that pony, I never found it, though. 

 

I knew that I was her favorite, of all the animals. When the box with numbers 

marked 9:30, she came and when it marked 8:20 she left. I used to get so excited 

when it was time.  It was perfect, the Apprentice came, took care of us, and left. 

I loved it. But one day, the cycle stopped; she didn’t come, the next day or the 

day after that. After a week I was sad. One of the other cats came to me. She 

had brown patchy fur. 

 

 “Why are you so joyless,” she asked. 

 

 I did not answer, another cat came and sat next to her. He was big and with black 

hair, older than me and the other cat. 

 

“Is it Sara?” he asked, again. 

 

 I ignored them. Another one came. This one had really short orange hair. 

 

“C’mon, talk to us.”  

 

“We know why she left,” said the orange one. 

 I raised my eyes, interested. 

“It’s because she quit,” continued the brown cat.  



I didn’t say anything. So, I left to my peeland (The place you pee). And I thought 

of Apprentice.    

 

How It ACTUALLY works 

 

When I arrived at the pet shop, I did not understand how it worked, but when I 

was there for a year with those annoying cats, I understood. Not just the way the 

store works but how humans do, too. The store is for people to adopt animals. 

That’s why one day a little boy grabbed the brown cat. Also, I learned that humans 

like to celebrate stuff, like Halloween and Christmas. I’m sure that there are more.  

I remember that once a lot of people passed by screaming. 

 

“Equality for everyone” and “We need women's rights.”  

 

I have no idea what that means, though.  

 

Time 

 

It felt like centuries when I lived in the store. It was just me and an orange cat, 

whose name, by the way, was Paulo. I used to be so jealous because I wanted 

one. So I got myself a name. I got bored of being next to Paulo all day. He got 

grumpy all the time. after two years a bunch of kittens had come and gone. One 

day I told Paulo we needed to leave. So, when no one was in the store we jumped 

out of our home and pushed the door, running until we couldn't see the shop 

anymore. But Paulo was too old to keep up. When we were on a house’s roof, he 

stopped. 

 

“I’m sorry, but I can’t anymore,” he said. 

 

Seconds after, he lay on the wet wood, stretched his legs, and died. 

 

Death 

 

I never thought of death until that day. I wonder what would happen to Paulo after 

that, would someone find him, would he decompose. I cannot know. I walked for 

two days straight. One morning a boy saw me and pet me. His mother came and 

laughed,  

 

“A kitty,” said the young boy.  

 

“Yes, indeed,” she said proudly 

 

“Can we take it mama?”  

 



“Well, we already have Edgard at home.” 

 

“Yes, the kitty will be his friend.”  

 

The mother held me, and they took me to their home, which brings me to now. 

Right in this second, I’m getting through their door, and I see another cat; a cat I 

already know, my brother.  

 

 

THE END 
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