
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Cat Who Named the Rain

Warm Moments with a Beloved Cat
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Chapter 1: The Morning of Small Beginnings
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Laila woke to the soft thump of a small, furry body landing on her quilt.

“Lulu,” she whispered, not opening her eyes.

Lulu, a calico with one white paw and a habit of tipping over houseplants, mewed directly into Laila’s ear. It was not a gentle request. It was a declaration. You have slept enough. The sun is up. My bowl is half empty.

Outside the window of Laila’s tiny fifth-floor apartment, the city was still quiet. A single bird sang. A bicycle bell chimed somewhere below. She lived in a brick building with crooked floors and a radiator that sighed like an old poet. It was small—a kitchenette, a living room with a sagging armchair, and a bedroom just big enough for her and Lulu.
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