Coyote
I am tired and I am dozing in the sun when I feel something pulling me northwards. It is a
familiar feeling and I follow it eagerly. This feeling means food and I am hungry since hunting today was
poor. I have eaten only a mouse since waking and it is not enough to keep me happy.
He is further into the asphalt and the fake stone than I like to go and I hesitate. But he calls me
on, pleading for me to come closer, and I continue. He needs me to be there and I want to make him
happy. I do not understand more but that is okay.
There are humans and I am scared because I know that humans are trouble and they will hurt
me or put me to sleep and I do not want to go to sleep. But the feeling is there again and it is telling me
which way to walk and I do. There are no humans on the fake stone here. I keep going and soon I know
from the feeling that I am in the right place.
He steps out of one of the buildings and I am happy. He looks like a human but he smells like a
dog except different. I do not understand what this means but that is okay. I do not know what he is but
I know that he is good because he never tries to hurt me and he gives me food.
I trot up to him and he makes human noises to the person standing next to him. She looks like a
human too but she smells like he does so maybe they are the same?
He bends down and scratches me, rough scratches on my back and neck and it feels good. I flop
on my back and he scratches my neck and belly and that is even better.
As he scratches me the feeling comes back and it wants me to think about things that happened
when it was dark. I want to just be scratched but he isn't scratching me now and I know that I have to do
this to get more scratches. It is hard to remember things but the feeling is there to help me and I can
think about things.
There were humans with dogs running through my territory and it was annoying because I don't
like humans and I don't like dogs and I especially don't like them in my territory. But that happens every
day and I know that there are many of them and only one of me. So I let them go by even though I
wanted to run them out of my territory.
There was a rabbit and I caught it and ate it. It tasted good and then I chewed on the fur and the
bones for a while and that was fun too. Thinking about that reminds me of food and I look at him
pleadingly but he doesn't give me food so I haven't thought the right thing yet.
There were birds in the sky and they flew all together and made loud honking noises. It wasn't
quite dark when that happened, but it was close to dark, and I think maybe that is good enough? But the
feeling pushes me away from that thought so I guess it isn't dark enough.
There were humans after it was really dark and they were talking to each other. That wasn't
normal the way the humans with dogs were and I wanted to run them off but I fear humans and so I just

watched them instead. Then I smelled guns and guns are bad so I knew that I really really didn't want to
run them off, but I still watched them because I didn't want humans in my territory that I didn't know
about.
He shows me his teeth and I am afraid that I have done something wrong but the feeling is
happy so I don't think I did. "We've got them," he says, and I don't understand the human noises but I
know that he is happy so that is okay. Then he gets out food and gives it to me and I understand that. He
and the other dog-human walk away and I watch them go.
I eat part of the food and then take the rest back to the dirt and the bushes where I know that I
belong. I eat the rest and then I go back to sleep and I am happy.

Cat
I am napping with my human in the sun when I feel something ask me to get up and look
outside. I consider staying where I am but I am awake now anyway, and I am curious what will happen.
So I stand and jump down to the floor, where I stretch and yawn. I walk out onto the balcony, where I
jump up onto the railing to look down at the street.
A big ugly human runs around the corner and then runs into the building across the street from
my balcony. As soon as I've seen which building he runs into the feeling thanks me and goes away.
I go back inside and drink some water. I stretch again and then jump back up onto the couch
with my human. He mumbles something and reaches out to stroke me. I curl up in my spot and rest my
head on his leg again. He is warm so my spot hasn't even gotten cold while I've been gone. I go back to
sleep, purring a little.
Later a bird drops a dead mouse on my balcony. It seems like a coincidence but I know it is not. I
eat part of the mouse, and then I push the rest of it off the balcony.

Dog
Walkies are my favorite thing. I get to stretch my legs and there are so many new smells! Every
time we go for walkies I get to smell all new smells that I never smelled before.
I am happy and excited but I remind myself not to pull on the leash. Good dogs do not pull on
the leash and I am a good dog.
But oh, so exciting! I smell pee and go to sniff at it and I know everything about the dog that
peed. It smells too sweet, like being sick and being too fat and being an old dog. I snarl a little and mark
over it. That is not a good smell.

Master tugs on the leash a little and I hurry to catch up. Good dogs do not need reminded to
keep moving.
We come to the street and I sit and wait. I am only supposed to walk on the street when the
cars are not on it. The cars stop moving and then start moving in the other direction and I stand and
start walking again. Master is walking too so I know that it is okay.
Then there is a loud noise and Master is not walking and I do not know what is happening. The
cars are not moving anymore. Then there are is another person there and Master is shouting at him and
he is shouting back. Master calls him a "fucking idiot" and she only says fucking when she is mad, and
she only shouts when she is mad, so I know that this is not good. But she is not shouting at me so that is
okay.
The shouting goes on for a while and then we go back home. I am sad because it was short
walkies. But that is okay because Master gives me a treat when we get back. I eat the treat and my tail is
wagging and I am happy because I know that I am a good dog.

Fox
I am sorting through garbage. Most garbage tastes vile but sometimes one of the humans threw
out a perfectly good hamburger, and that was about as good as I could hope to get for dinner. As good
as rat or rabbit, if not quite as good as pizza.
I get the feeling that I should be somewhere else, and I don't question. Some feelings you don't
question if you know what's good for you. I slip back out of the garbage and walk to the end of the alley,
where the feeling is pulling me. A few seconds later a human and a dog walk by at the other end of the
alley.
That is not why the feeling wanted me to move, though, and I keep moving. I cross the street,
running across between cars, and move into the alley on the other side. I know what I am after now, the
feeling getting more clear now. I do not know why but I am curious, and now I am hunting, the same
excitement and drive as I feel when I am chasing a rabbit down. This excitement and this curiosity are
pushing me on now as much as the feeling pulling me forward.
I am running down the street now at the edge of the sidewalk. I see a man ahead of me running
as well, stumbling over his own feet. He is moving away from a crashed car, the vehicle obviously
incapable of functioning, and he does not seem to be moving well, he is dazed and off-balance.
The feeling sharpens in the back of my head and focuses in on him, and I know that this is my
prey. I could never hope to take him down myself, but I know that this isn't important. I know where this
feeling comes from, and he is more than a match for this man.

He runs into another building and the feeling fades. I settle down in the mouth of an alley to
watch. I have no place in the finale of this hunt, but I have no intention of leaving before it reaches its
conclusion. It will be fun to watch.
And afterward he will give me something better than stale hamburgers to eat and that will be
fun too.

Weasel
I blink and look up as the door bursts open. A man comes inside and I do not recognize him. My
keeper approaches him and he is angry but the stranger pushes her aside. He falls and backs away from
the stranger on the ground. He is frightened.
The strange man approaches me and grabs me as another stranger enters, closing the door
behind himself. The first one grabs me. I am not happy and I do not like him and my keeper does not like
him and he smells foul. I squirm and bite at his hand. He snarls but does not let me go.
"Got to get rid of this thing," he mutters to himself.
"Won't he be pissed you killed one of his pets?" the other man says.
"He's already pissed," the one holding me says. "Besides, animals die all the time."
I do not understand any of this but there is something in me that does, and it lets me know
much of what they mean. I still do not fully understand, but I know enough to be scared.
The man holding me walks to the window and opens it, holding me out. He lets me go and I do
not want to fall so I grab hold of his arm, my claws catching in his jacket. He hits me and I lose my grip. I
try to catch him again but I am too slow and now I am falling.
The air feels good as it passes over my fur. Seconds ago I was fighting and scared and angry but
now I am at peace. There is nothing more for me to do but fall. I twist in the air and look up at the sky as
I fall. I do not remember having ever seen it so clearly before and I am happy to see it now.
Then I hit the ground and I break. I hurt. I cannot stand or walk or even crawl. I cannot breathe
properly. There is still that presence in my mind which soothes me and tells me that I will be okay but I
still hurt.
I watch as two more people walk up from further down the street. One is a man and one is a
woman but they do not smell like men and women should smell. I don't understand.
The woman goes inside. She is angry and she moves like she is hunting. The man stops next to
me and crouches down. He is holding a knife. He pets me and it hurts but it feels good. He puts the knife
against my throat and that hurts too but the presence in my mind soothes me and tells me to relax and
that the pain will go away. The man goes inside and he is still holding that knife but now it is bloody. He

is moving like he is hunting also. The presence in my mind is still soothing me but I can feel that it is
angry as well. It is not angry at me.
I lie there and bleed for a little while, and then I go to sleep.

