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White Claw woke up soaking wet. There was a thunderstorm last night and he had taken shelter under the old blue house. The people who lived there had a hole in the foundation just big enough to squeeze through and White Claw could get out of the worst of the rain. 

There had been more and more rain lately it seemed and after a hot dry summer, the ground was too hard to soak it all up. The water puddled under the house had soaked White Claw’s legs and belly.  His usually fluffy white tail hung heavily and was covered in mud.  He shook each leg vigorously in a feeble attempt to dry out, then tiptoed cautiously into the driveway. 

There was no one about on this stormy morning, the sky was still dark with rain clouds.  But thankfully, the rain had stopped for now.  The concrete was littered with leaves and branches, but it was relatively dry. He crept behind the trash cans and wondered where he could find food today. He took the time to bathe, licking the excess water and drying his fur. The water tasted like mud, but it eased his dry throat.

The people in the gray house on the corner brought home a chicken coop yesterday. White Claw had seen chickens before, and they smelled good. Chicken was easier prey than the wild birds, like the cardinals and the blue jays. He decided to wander through the overgrown lot behind that house to see if there were any chicks or maybe eggs.  Chicken eggs were always good to eat.  He heard a rooster crow and hesitated. Hopefully it was penned up. 
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