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“OHHHH….mares eat oats and does eat oats and little lambs eat iiiiiiivy….” Yap sang merrily at the top of his lungs as he cruised the alley looking for a midnight snack. A dog barked somewhere in the distance, Yap stopped by a garbage can and waited and watched. 
Sometimes those dogs could be a real problem. Sometimes they could really get after a guy. Why just last week…is that fish? Do I smell fish? 
Yap sniffed around for information, and his nose led him to a large dumpster, with hallelujah! one side of the lid open, and the heavenly smell of fish wafting out on the warm night breezes. He backed up three steps then leapt up onto the edge of the dumpster. His purr mechanism kicked in at the sight of all those fish heads, fish guts, and…ooohh. 
Yap climbed in for a snack. Fish was Yap’s favorite thing in the whole wide world.
Just about the time he was sufficiently full and undeniably smelly, he heard something outside the dumpster. Yap carefully picked his way to the far corner by the open lid and listened. 
“Dogs dogs dogs oh how I hate them dogs,” something grumbled from under the dumpster. Soon Yap heard the pit pat of little hands exploring the outside of his marvelous fish receptacle. 
Then he heard “Oof,” and “Ow, my leg” and pretty soon bright black eyes in a bandit’s mask were peeking in over the edge. “Fish, I loves me some fish…” the raccoon grumbled. He pulled the rest of his big furry body up on the edge and looked around cautiously. Then he noticed Yap.

“Hey!” the raccoon said crankily, “what are you doing with my fish?”

Yap froze for a moment, not sure what to do. He was not going to fight with a raccoon that outweighed him by 20 pounds, no matter how much he loved fish, and he’d certainly had his fill so there was no way he was staying. “EATING it!” Yap yowled at the coon, his back arching in defiance.

“Well,” said the coon fussily, “this is MY fish. And I’ve not out run all the dogs in the neighborhood to share with some scrawny cat. So go away kid, you bother me.” He jumped down from the ledge into the trash and waddled towards Yap.
Yap went over the side in one fluid movement; hit the pavement on all four feet, his tail like a large fuzzy sparkler behind him.
He ran and skittered and zigzagged down the ally just in case he was being followed. He took another ally and decided it was time to look for a place to sleep.
“OHHHH…mareseatoats and doeseat…” Yap sang cheerily while looking for a warm dry place to nap. He finally decided on a second story patio, with a nice comfy chair to curl up in. By the time he got his nose tucked up under his tail he’d begun purring again. He smelled like fish, and he really liked fish.
Yap had just opened one eye towards morning when he heard a commotion behind him. He sat up, and there on the other side of a large window was a big slobbery dog looking back at him. The dog was barking, and growling, and looking rather menacing to boot. 
Yap decided it was time to go. He hated dogs. Just as he wove around the fire escape, he heard the door open behind him and could feel the hot breath of the dog as it shouted at him. 
“GOD! You STINK! You measly little feline, don’t you EVER come back here again. I’ll tear you to pieces! I’ll eat you for lunch...” 
Yap tuned him out and headed back up the ally at a light footed trot.  He needed some place sunnier; the fish smell was annoying him now that he could only smell it and not eat it, so he wanted a bath.
He made his way to the park, where the morning sun was keeping company with lots of cats, most of whom he knew. Some of the younger cats his age began to wrestle and spit, so he began his bath as he watched them play. 
Pretty soon old crazy Sushi sidled up to him, his cream body and black ears and muzzle a fixture at the park. His blue eyes were rheumy and he suffered from cataracts, not to mention being extremely cross-eyed.
“Is zat choo Yap?” he asked, peering myopically at Yap’s hind end. Yap politely turned around to address him. 

“Hiya Sushi!” 

Sushi started to quiver then burst out suddenly, spittle flying from his sable lips “Clap your hands! Yap is back! Oh we have some stories now!” He rolled on the ground in sublime agitation.
Some of the other felines approached. Yap was a great storyteller, a marvelous adventurer, and they could all do with a tale before naptime.

So Yap regaled them with his adventures of the night before and sometimes Sushi would interject a little commentary; “MMMM fish.” he’d whisper still laying prone in the grass, blue eyes crossed. Soon most of the cats and kittens had found their eyes heavy and their heads heavier, and they curled around each other and fell asleep. 
Yap gave a final yawn and settled down himself. He looked at Sushi fondly, the old Siamese’s eyes were slightly open, and the tip of his tongue stuck out as he slept.
That evening, as the sun dipped low in the sky, the cats were still socializing before they went their separate ways. Mad Manx was hauling trash up under the steps of an old shed, his tailless rump wriggling first in, and then back out of his hideaway. Yap could hear him muttering to himself “That’s got it then. The bloody thing will come in ‘andy it will, what?”

Some of them talked about which direction they’d be going out for the evening, the younger ones began another round of pouncing on each other, and Yap moved off towards the older toms.

Scotty was watching Mad Manx try and yank a shoe under the shed, his ears folded tightly against his head giving him a very worried appearance. “Aye laddy,” he greeted Yap, “there’s one addled cat there, me boyo.”
‘Yep, he is,” Yap agreed amiably. “But he’s fun to watch.” 

Scotty sneezed. “Aye, he is that.”
Yap decided he was going to go in search of more fish tonight. When the sun went down, he headed out of the park back towards the ally where he’d found the wonderful fish box.  He hung around some old furniture awhile watching for dogs and people and things, but all seemed quiet.

As he approached the big dumpster, he could hear something inside. Oh well, he thought, the raccoon must have beat me to it…
“Woe…” an echo-y voice drifted out of the dumpster. “My fish…my lovely fish. Gone…”

Hmmm, Yap thought, the box sure does sound empty. Suddenly there was a thump and a scrabble and the coon was perched on the edge of the bin, glaring down at him.

“YOU!” the coon shrieked, “you ate it ALL!”

Yap backed up a few steps “I…No. I was just…” before he could finish, the raccoon launched himself at Yap. He barely got away; he felt the coon close behind as he chased him, shrieking, down the alley. They came to a board fence at the end, and Yap went up and over, and then it was a blur of fences and allies and strange places.

When Yap was sure he’d outrun the growling, furious raccoon, he started looking around to get his bearings. He had no idea where he was. He could smell dank wormy water smells, and the buildings were all lined up on one side. He cut between two of them, and came to a sudden drop off into water. There were big things floating on the water, tied up to the wall. He sat down and tried to figure it all out.
Suddenly something rubbed up against him. He leapt straight up in surprise and almost went right off the pier. He spun around to see a small white cat sitting neatly with her tail wrapped around her feet, smiling at him. “Hiya sailor, new in town?” she purred at him.

“Uh,” he stammered, “yeah. I mean no…I don’t…I’m lost.” 

“Oh poor baby,” the white cat said, she got up and walked over to him, rubbing up against his side. “Mama will take care of you…” she cooed at him, rubbing along his other side. “Come with Mama, baby.” Her tail trailed along his cheek.

Yap started edging away from her, then turned and trotted along the wall. He could hear her laughing, but he didn’t turn around to look. There were more and more floating things by the wall, and as he kept going, they seemed to get bigger. He was very tired, and still lost, so he thought he’d find a place to sleep for awhile, figure things out later.

He found a spot by some crates, inside a large pile of rope. He thought the rope smelled very interesting, like fish but not quite. He went to sleep dreaming of fish. Yap loved fish.
He woke up suddenly in the jaws of a monster. He squirmed and squalled and hissed, but whatever had him, had him good.

“Mmph!” Whatever had him said, “fftop ih!”

Yap looked around wildly, but it had him by his scruffies and he couldn’t see it. He was being carried across some sort of a bridge onto one of the floaty things
 “Isss okay,” his captor said “iss gonna ve okay!” 

Yap somehow doubted it. They boarded the boat, and his captor started a very annoying whine, while looking around for someone. Yap suddenly realized he’d been nabbed by a dog. Great, he thought, what a way to go.
The dog continued to whine and look around, until a sharp whistle turned him in another direction. He flat out ran down the length of the boat towards the sound, Yap swinging wildly in his mouth.

“Ay! Whatcha got there Spike?” A voice boomed overhead. Yap stared in terror at two huge green rubber boots.

“Issa kitty! I got ush a kitty!” the dog pranced around in front of the boots, apparently ecstatic from having completed his task.

“Good BOY, Spike. Aye good job, there. Let me see what you’ve brought us this time…”

Yap was convinced now that this was the end. Who knew what would happen to him? He’d heard stories…seen survivors at the park. Old One Eyed Jack, who limped so badly and was scared of everything. Burn, the orange tabby that’d lost half her fur.
Two great big dirty hands pried him gently out of Spike’s mouth. Yap thought for a moment about leaping, and pitching himself over the rail, but all he could see was water. He crouched very low while he was lifted towards the man’s face. He twitched and trembled in fear.
“Hey there little guy…” the man said, looking at him intently. “What’s your name?”

Yap opened his mouth and a short sharp sound came out. It didn’t sound at all like please don’t hurt me, or let me down.
The man laughed. “Yap it is, then.” 
The man lowered him towards the dog again. The dog was sitting down, brushing his tail back and forth on the deck lazily, looking supremely proud of himself.
“Spike, meet Yap. Yap, meet Spike. You’ll be working together.”
“I not eatchoo. You gonna catch mice.” the dog explained to Yap. “We got lotta mice since ol’ Peg died.”

“Wait a minute, I didn’t…” Yap started to protest.

The man put Yap up on his shoulder. “C’mon.” He said, “You look hungry. I sure hope you like fish…”

Yap started to purr. He loved fish.  

