
62 Days

Believe in the words “set it free and if it comes back it was meant to be”. These words rang true for me 
and Alley over the span of 62 days in 2006. 

In Autumn, 2006 as I was setting up dinner, I overheard neighbors next door talking about a possible 
flood coming within the next twenty-four hours. The Susquehanna River was rising rapidly due to a 
storm that had lingered for too long. 

Leroy, the owner of the campground, had begun making rounds telling people not to panic and wait for 
him to get confirmation that we had to move. Well, at near 8 o'clock that evening, it came when I heard 
a knock on my front door. 

“We're having a flood?” I asked Leroy after I opened the door.

“We're having a flood.” he pronounced matter of factually. 

We had only a few hours to get moved out of the way as the water was expected to reach us around 
midnight or sooner. 

As I began to make preparations to evacuate both myself and my cat, Alley got anxious. Cats always 
know when something major is up. It never fails. 

I had arranged for a pick-up truck to haul clothes, some personal things, myself and the cat to safety. As
a precaution I had to put Alley into her cat carrier first. 

“Yes, I know you don't like this thing dear one.” I was trying to console my poor cat at the same time as
I was trying to get her into her carrier.

“No, no and NO” Alley's expression told me as her hind legs straddled the carriers opening. Her paws 
gripped the edge tight making a good counter-weight effort to my effort to put her in the carrier. 

I'd pick her up, she'd let go; when I put her close enough to make another attempt at putting her in, her 
hind legs clamped up across the opening. 

“Ally damn it, we don't have time for this!” I pleaded. She didn't care and was having none of it. 

I finally got her into the carrier and quickly shut the door as her head started back up through the 
opening. 

“MEOW!” Alley was upset, “MEE-OOW!” The look on that poor girl's face. The old saying of 'if eyes 
could throw daggers, I'd be dead' came to mind as she glared at me through the cage door. 

I had begun tossing bags of items and clothes out the door to the pick-up which had been backed up to 
the trailer. The front door was wide open. Alley was safely in the carrier on the couch, or so I thought. 
No sooner than I heard the latch to the carrier open, I spotted my cat bee-line past me out into the grass 
and rain. 

“Alley!” It took me a few seconds to react as I was in mid toss of bags. “Alley no! Damn it, Alley!” I 



called to her as I jumped down the steps running after her. 

I couldn't see too well in the rain and the dark. It was already around 9 o'clock and the time to leave 
was fast approaching. 

“Alley....Alley” I was hunting blind for a cat who was used to nights when I first got her two years 
earlier. “Alley please! Alley!” 

No cat.

“Alley come on. Please Alley come on.” I was aware we had to keep moving but I didn't care at the 
moment. My best friend and constant companion was now missing in the middle of a bad dream reality.
“Alley please, we have to go!”

For an hour I tried to find her. I went north to the woods. I went south to the road. I went east to the 
fields just ahead of the power substation. I went west to the ponds. Nothing. As I continued to call her 
people were looking at me like I was nuts. 

“What's wrong?” a few would ask. 

“Alley got out and I gotta find her.” 

“You might want to do that soon 'cause the water's coming.” Like I didn't know this. 

Sometime around ten that night, as I was still searching around and under my trailer, the bad news 
came. 

“Bill, we gotta go.” Leroy was straight faced and to the point. The way he spoke made no mistake 
about it – there was no more time. If I were to evacuate before the waters reached the land we sat on, I 
had to leave immediately. 

“Alley's still out here.” I was still searching, trying to use up the last minutes I had hoping to find her. 
“Damn it! I can't just leave her here.” Leroy's face showed more urgency for the moment than for my 
cat. Which I wasn't thrilled with, but understood. 

“Bill, either we go now or you loose everything.” Leroy was right. We couldn't waste any more time. 
Reports of the water reaching the roadway to the west of us headed into town had already come. If we 
were to get across the bridge of the already flooding creek into town, we had to go – now. 

This was the hardest point in my life since being homeless 15 years before. I was sure I would never 
see Alley again if I couldn't find her now. 

“Alleeey!” I had to try one last time. 

“Bill!” Leroy's voice ripped through the rain and my spinning head. “I can't wait any longer.” And I 
didn't have another way out. 

“Damn It!” I snapped at the air and rain. “Damn it! Alley God damn it where are you?!”



I stopped, looked at Leroy, whose expression didn't change – in fact got harder as the seconds passed. I 
was about to do what I vowed I would never do with Alley. Just two years before I promised I would 
never leave her as her previous owners had. Now, there was no choice. 

As I head back into the trailer to do a last minute check on things, I glance back hoping to see Alley 
even nearby. It takes me a few minutes to finish moving things up off the floor and out from beneath 
the sink. Leroy is impatient when he's being rushed, and the scowl on his face shows the impatience 
getting stronger. I finish up and head for the door. Part of me wants to leave the door open just in case 
my little friend comes back while I'm not there. Reality hits as the rain goes sideways into the trailer. 
The ground is starting to turn muddy and the water is now coming across the back road from the ponds.
The flooding had begun. 

I close the door, and amazingly remember to lock it for some reason. Then I unlock it, thinking my cat 
might find a way to get it open. I slam my fist against it in anger. Turning around I try to see as far as I 
can in the black and rain, hoping to see a spec of orange along the ground. 

“Alleeeeyy!” 

“Bill, she'll find shelter.” Leroy wasn't convincing at all. 

I cried as I climbed into the cab of the pick-up. Tears slowly fell as we pull away and up the dirt road to
East River Road. I couldn't find her. I kept picturing her running back to the trailer trying to catch up 
with us as we pulled away. This night sucked badly. 

For the next two weeks I stayed with friends in a town south of where I had lived. We kept up on 
reports of flood damage and as the water receded I made plans to get back home as soon as possible. 
When the time came I found a ride back to the trailer. Water was still along three sides of it; amazingly 
the flood hadn't gotten into the trailer, but I had been one of the lucky ones as people around me lost 
everything. That didn't concern me, nor made me feel better, when I realized Alley hadn't come back 
like I had hoped. After checking things out and determining minor damage, I quietly found a pair of 
clean bowls and bottled water stuffed in the fridge. Alley's food had been put up, so I opened a can and 
put that into one bowl. The other bowl went for water. Both bowls were placed a few feet away, but 
directly in front, of the front door. 

“I left some food for ya when you're hungry.” I had gone outside to announce to no one, hoping Alley 
would come back to eat. “Please come home.” I thought as I left the door ajar a couple of inches, 
making it looked closed but still accessible for her to get in. It would be weeks before I would be 
allowed back again to stay. 

Meanwhile I had made arrangements with Leroy's wife to check on the place while I was gone. Their 
place had been spared because it was on a slight hill nearest to the main road. I was told she would 
continue to put some food and water down when she checked on things. 

About 62 days later I was finally allowed to come home for good. It had been close to three months 
since I had last seen my friend. Hope was almost given up, but I wondered if 'just maybe...' The friends 
I was staying with found me a ride back home, along with my baggage and life's belongings. I knew 
things would be different, as they always are after a natural disaster, but wasn't sure how different. 

“Meeeww?” The moment I walked into the trailer I heard her sad, faint call. Alley was literally right 



behind me coming to see if it was me who was in our home. 

“Alley!” The little orange tabby perked up at the sound of her name. 

“Thank God.” I picked up my little friend and tried to give her a hug.

“Meoooow!” the cat didn't want to be held right then, and I could feel her ribs right through the fur. 

She was skinny as hell, and very tired. I later found the spot in the tree next to the trailer where she had 
been camping out waiting for me to get home. This was the same position she used to spot me coming 
down the dirt road on my way home from work. 

For about half an hour we sat and got reacquainted again. I gave her all the head rubs and scratching 
she wanted; she gave me lots of cuddling and cat kisses. We never did get separated again for the 
remainder of her lifetime. 

I never forgot that devotion. True friendship can go through anything. 

William A. Swan


