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In loving memory of Willie and Archie

—U. K. Le G.

For Spook, Fifi, and Gladys

—S. D. S.
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IT WAS A warm afternoon, and the six cats of Overhill Farm were lying about the barnyard, snoozing and talking, yawning at butterflies, purring in the sun.

Alexander Furby, who lived up at the farmhouse, came every day to visit Thelma and Roger; Harriet and James; and their little sister, Jane, who all lived in the barn loft.

It was Jane who sat up suddenly. “Thelma!” she said. “Why do we have wings?”

“We don’t know, Jane,” her big sister answered. “Our mother didn’t have wings. Alexander doesn’t. Most cats don’t. We don’t know why we do.”

“I know why!” said Jane.

“Why?” said Thelma.

“To fly with!” Jane shouted, and she flew straight up in the air, turned two somersaults and a loop the loop, stalled, and crashed right on top of Alexander Furby.
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Alexander was a fine, sweet cat, but rather lazy. When his dear friend Jane dived out of the air and squashed him, he just sighed and said, “Oh, Jane, don’t!” And he went back to sleep, a little flatter than before.

“If we can fly,” said Jane, “why do we always have to stay here in the same place and never fly anywhere and never see anything?”

Her big brother Roger said, “Oh, Jane, you know why.”

Her big sister Harriet said, “Because if human beings saw cats with wings, they’d put us in cages in zoos.”

Her big brother James said, “Or they’d put us in cages in laboratories.”

“Being different is difficult,” Thelma said. “And sometimes very dangerous.”

“I know, I know,” Jane said. She flew off and made faces at a woodpecker in one of the oak trees near the barn. To herself she said, “But I like difficult things, and I like dangerous things, and everything here is boring!”
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She saw Hank and Susan coming over the hill with a bag of fresh kibble. She called down to the others, “Hank and Susan are human beans, and they didn’t put us in cages!”

“Hank and Susan are human be-ings,” James said carefully, “but they are special ones.”

Jane wasn’t listening. She was flying higher and higher all by herself and singing, “Me-me-me-me-me-me-meeee!”

That was a whisper-song she had sung to herself when she was a tiny kitten. Her mother had been chased away from her. Jane had hidden all alone in an attic full of hungry, angry rats. Here on the farm, she didn’t think about that terrible time anymore. But when she was unhappy, she sang her old song, “Me-me-me-me-me-me-meeee!”

She was unhappy now because everything was always the same, and everybody was always the same, and she wanted to see new places and find new friends. If her brothers and sisters and Alexander were all content to stay here, well, they could stay here, but she was going to stretch her wings.

The next morning she did just that. She flew up over the barn roof, and the wind was so sweet and fresh that she knew it was time to go. Alexander was just coming over the hill. She swooped down and kissed his pink nose. “Good-bye. I’m going adventuring!” she called. And off she flew above the forest and the hills.

“Alexander will miss me,” she thought. But she knew that he would get over it, if he had plenty to eat. “And I will miss them all,” she thought. But she knew that she would get over it, because there were adventures waiting, and the wind was blowing, and she was on the wing.
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