THE DISCONTENTED CAT
Chapter One: Sukey and the Witch

My name is Sukey and I’m a beautiful black cat.  I live with four humans, who belong to me.   There’s the tall human, some call him `dad’ but other people call him Mike.  The tall lady is called `mum’ or Jenny. Then there are the two mini humans everyone calls them Laura and Joe.  Though, sometimes I call Joe `pest’.   
In human years Joe is six and Laura is nine.  I don’t know the tall human beings ages, but they would be ancient in cat years.

I have a good life, regular meals, lots of comfort and attention.  But I wanted more.  There wasn’t really a lot of excitement in my life.   I was often left alone whilst my humans went to work and school.  These were places they seemed to go to often though with some complaining, especially from the children.

Life to me was pretty dull, I had all I needed, but it lacked something.   It was okay when the humans were there, as I enjoyed watching them   I wasn’t always keen on joining in, especially when Laura was younger and liked to dress me up in doll’s clothes and parade me around in her doll’s pram, the indignity of it.  Didn’t she realise that I’m an elegant and special animal and this sort of behaviour really was beneath me?   Joe was hard work, and still is at times.  When he was younger he would pick me up by my neck and carry me around.  I’m sure I lost a few of my nine lives!   He is slightly better now, but it has made me wary and I don’t really enjoy being picked up anymore.   

Jenny is probably my favourite human.  She knows how to approach me, she doesn’t keep trying to drag me about everywhere like the children and seems to like talking to me.  I do enjoy spending time with her.    Jenny can be a little mad and likes to sing to Abba, especially Dancing Queen.   She is quite often teased by Mike and the children.   Laura is often telling her to “get with it.”  Mike says she’s locked in the 1970’s whatever that is.  But Jenny doesn’t care.

Sometimes I sense the family are disappointed that I’m not a lap cat.   Mike sometimes grumbles, saying “what’s the point of a pet who ignores us.  I told you we should have had a dog.”   Still they are very lucky to have such a gracious and elegant pet like.   They are not exactly thoroughbreds themselves.  Mike is balding on the top of his head and recently started growing a beard.  I sometimes think is he trying to look like a cat!   Jenny is fairly pretty, but always trying to lose weight.  These humans are strange at times.  They buy cook books, watch cooking programmes on that square telly thing they stare at for hours on end,  they go out for meals and then constantly talk about diets and losing weight.   

My story starts on a Saturday morning.  I’m not keen on a Saturday, as the humans get up later and I have to wait for my food.  This morning the children are up first.  Laura is playing on a little thing she calls her DS.   I go over to her and jump on her lap to see what she is doing.   She shoves me aside, “Oh Sukey,you made me go wrong.”   I turn away with as much elegance as I can muster and walk off.  “Charming, I think to myself.  She seems to think more of the kitten on that DS than, me who is a real cat.”   Suddenly I’m yanked up from the floor by two sticky small hands that squeeze my tummy, it’s Joe `the pest’.   I wriggle and squirm and in the end he releases me.   

Before he can catch me I flee from the room, down the stairs and out through the cat flap.   I hide in a nearby bush to catch my breath.    I hear a movement further along.   Sniffing I catch the scent of another cat.   Soon I spot, a ginger tom.  He looks old, I’ve never seen such an old cat before, he looks quite scruffy and I wonder if he is a stray.   I arch my back and my tail fills out to ward off this unwelcome stranger.   The stray doesn’t move and just stares at me.   I find myself staring back at him his eyes are old and look wise.   “Why don’t you clear off?”  I challenge him.  He looks at me, saying nothing.   “Who are you?  You don’t live here. Where do you live?”   The way he looks at me makes me feel a little uncomfortable.  For although it’s clear he is a stray, he has this look of wisdom and superiority. 

He stares at me for a little while then speaks, his voice to soft and calming  “Dear little cat, so young, so much to learn.   Me, I live where I choose.  No-one owns me.  I sleep wherever my paws choose to take me.”   “So you are a stray, I thought so.”  I say, pleased that I got this right.   “If you have nowhere to go how do you get food, where do you sleep?.”   He smiles at me (a cat smile that is), “I sleep wherever I like, people feed me, there is always someone who will take pity on a cat without humans.  You just have to learn how to tell the difference between a cat lover and cat hater.  “You make it sound so exciting.  I have these humans, who are kind but life can be boring.  I don’t even need to kill mice or birds to eat.”   

The stray turns to walk off.  I follow.  “where are you going?   I don’t even know your name.”   He stops and turns to me, “I have no name.  When I was a kitten I was placed in a bag with my brother and sisters and we were dumped, hidden under a bush.   The others died, but I was rescued.  Like you, I had a nice home with an old lady but she died.  Her son came to sort out her home, but he was a cat hater, so I took my chances and ran.   I have had some homes for a little while, but for the past 10 years I’ve been on my own.   It might seem exciting to you, but as I get older I’m not as quick as I was.   You have to be careful living on the streets, the cat catchers will get you.  Now young lady, what is so bad about your life?”    I tell him about my boredom, how the little humans annoy me and how I feel there must be more to life.  He listens patiently, looking so wise.   In the end he tells me to follow him.   I follow him, we go out of the bushes, jump up on and over the wall.  My home is by a field.    “Where are we going?    What can I call you if you have no name.”   We stop and he says, “call me No Name, that’s a good a name as any and it fits me.”    

No Name leads me across the fields and I begin to feel uncomfortable, this is getting out of my territory.  I start to feel a bit nervous, what if I’m on someone else’s ground, will some enraged cat suddenly pounce on me, angry that I have dared cross its territory?  We reach a small wood and No Name goes into it.  “Stay close, I don’t want you to get lost.”   Nervously I follow him. We come to what looks like a small den.   “Here is your answer, if you want excitement go through there.”   I look at him, “No name, are you having a laugh?  I’m not going in there, my fur will get dirty.”   No Name laughs, “that’s up to you.   You can go through that portal and seek the adventure you want, or go back home and thank your lucky stars for the life you have.  Although you don’t know it you are very lucky.   The human race can be extremely kind or very cruel, you are lucky, your humans sound decent.”   I look at the opening of the den, No Name says, “think hard before you go in there, but it’s your decision.”  I look back towards him, but he has gone.   I’m not sure what to do, do go into that portal he spoke about, or go home.    I’m not sure what sort of adventure he is talking about.   I look curiously at the den.   Suddenly I hear something coming and a bark.   Scared I look around, not knowing the territory I panic and jump into the den,  I find myself falling and spinning I can hear different voices and sounds, it’s scary and I don’t know what’s happening.   I fall down and manage to land on my paws.   I look around, it’s dark, but I can see a chink of light which I follow.   

I decide that this is enough adventure for me and I want to go home.   I come out of the den and back into the woods.  There’s no sign of the dog, relieved I make my way out of the woods.   I run across the fields towards home then stop.  Something seems different, the houses are gone except one, it looks different to the ones near my home, just the one house.   This feels very strange and I’m becoming nervous, but I venture up to the house.    At the house the gate is open, but it looks totally different, I jump up on to the gate, which is rickety and made of wood.   I jump down in to the garden and am startled to see these huge birds, far bigger than the ones I’m used to chasing, they don’t seem to fly and are walking, making a terrible noise.   The front door opens, a lady comes out and swoops down picking me up.   “Oh Sooty, there you are, now come inside with me and stop bothering my hens, or they won’t lay for me.”   

Once inside the house my senses are greeted with very different smells, the strongest being a fire, which is not at all like the one at home.   I like the smell of the fire as it feels more welcoming then the one at home.   Once put down I explore this different place, there are lots of different scents, it’s exciting and a little scary.
The lady seems to be busy, she’s dressed differently to my family, in a long dress and is wearing something on her head, it’s white and a little like one of the dolly bonnets that Laura used to put on me.   The lady smells differently, it’s a more powerful smell than my owner Jenny.   Although Jenny sometimes will put something on her, which smells strong and I really don’t like it.  Jenny calls it perfume.   She has several bottles with different names.   I prefer the earthy smell of this other lady.   Suddenly a whistling sound makes me jump.   The lady laughs as she goes to the fire saying ”tis only the kettle whistling.   You should know that by now.”  But she still gives me a reassuring stroke.   I look around the kitchen, which is so different to mine at home.  There’s no microwave or cooker.   I later learn that most of the cooking is done on the fire.   The lady stands at a table and is busy doing something, I’m not sure what, but she talks to me saying she’s getting the bread ready for baking.   I’ve never seen my family bake bread, they buy it from the shop.    I watch for a while as she picks the mixture up, pounds it on the table with a thud and pushes and pulls then with a satisfied, “well that’s ready” puts it to one side.   “I’ll leave that for a little while then put it in for baking.  Oh Sooty I do like my fresh bread.  I’ll do another one for poor Dotty Coleman, as she’s not well again.  She’ll be glad of some bread and vittles’.”   

I decide to explore the house as the lady goes to make another loaf of bread.  The house is much darker than mine and smaller   Luckily cats are used to seeing in the dark so it doesn’t bother me.   I go upstairs, it’s cold there and I see the bedroom, there’s a bed there and when I look under it there is a pot.  I sniff at the pot, but it doesn’t smell very nice so I retreat quickly.  I later learn that this is what humans use instead of the toilet.  There is also a very dark coloured cabinet and another bed side cabinet by the bed with a candle on it.   It makes me think of Jenny.  Jenny loves candles and quite often lights them at the dinner table.  Mike often jokes with her saying, “I feel like I’m in a church with all these candles.”

As I go out of the room I bump into another cat., she hisses at me, her back arched.   “Who are you, get out of my house.”   I glare at her, “it’s not your house,  this is my house.   It’s just changed a lot, but I know I live here.”    She hisses again, “it’s my house.”  She then looks at me, “it’s like looking in a mirror, you could be my sister we look the same.”  I notice it too.   The other cat continues saying,  “okay, if this is your house, what is the human’s name downstairs?”  she asks me.  “Err I don’t know.” I admit.   This cat nods her head and gives me a superior look, “her name is Melinda and she is a healer.    She found me about a year ago, my leg was caught in a trap, she released me and healed my leg.   She’s very kind and she is my human, not yours.”   “So you’re Sooty then.” I say.  She nods again, “yes, how do you know?”   I explain that Melinda picked me up and called me Sooty.   “Listen Sooty, I don’t want to push you out of your home.  I just want to find my family.  So much has happened and changed.  I’m quite scared.”   Sooty’s face softens, “you look like one confused cat.   You are welcome to stay by me, but just until you find your family.”   I thank her and ask, “ what about your human, won’t she mind?”  “Melinda won’t mind, she’s kind and generous, even if she is only a human.    We have lots of animals here, one is a dim dog, you will see him later.  I love teasing him when he’s asleep.”   Sooty turns away and tells me to follow her as it will soon be time to eat.  Sooty turns again, “I’m sorry I forgot to ask what your name is?”   I reply, “my name is Sukey.  I already know you are Sooty.”   Sooty bows her head, “nice to meet you Sukey.”  I nod back, “good to meet you too Sooty.  I think we will be good friends.”

When Melinda saw that there were two of us, she seemed really pleased and called us` twinny` cats.   She decides to call me Misty.   I learnt that mealtimes were very different.  Nothing came out of a packet and I didn’t have a dish.   Melinda would just throw bits of food on to the floor.   At first it seemed strange and I missed out on quite a bit of food because I wasn’t quick enough to catch the food.   It seemed strange, as I know Jenny would be cross if the children dropped food on the floor, but Melinda never seemed to mind.   

Later, I curled up with Sooty to sleep.  “I’m still hungry” I grumbled.  She laughed, “ah you were too slow.   Go catch a bird or mouse if you still feel hungry.” 
I look at her in disgust, “oh no I couldn’t do that.  I’m used to having all my food on a dish given to me.  I only catch mice for fun.   I don’t bother with birds much, the feathers annoy me.  Can’t I just go and act all cute and get more food.”   “That will do no good, there’s no more until daybreak.”  I went to go outside, it was raining, I never like going out in the rain so settled down to sleep, still hungry.

The next day begins with an awful noise from one of those chickens from outside.
I jumped up to the window ledge, which didn’t actually have a window in it.
“That chicken is noisy” I said.   Sooty laughed, “you aren’t from these ‘ere parts I can tell.  That’s not a chicken it’s the cockerel.”   “What’s a cockerel?  It looks like those chickens.”   “It’s a boy chicken.  Come on Sukey we’ll be late for morning feed.”

Later that morning there is a loud knock at the door.   Melinda answers the door to a woman holding a young boy in his arms.   “Good morrow, Mrs Felstead what’s wrong?”   The woman looks worried and the boy appeared to be asleep.   “Tis my son Johnny.  He’s taken the fever really badly.  We did send for the doctor, but he just said let the fever take its course.  But I’m sore afraid, Miss Melinda, he’s taken a turn for the worse.   We can’t afford to pay the doctor again.  We can pay you in a few weeks.”  Melinda takes the boy and lays him down on her chair.  “Don’t you worry yourself about payment.   Let’s see what we can do for young Johnny.”
Melinda gives the boy a drink from one of her bottles and explains that this will help cool Johnny’s temperature.   She then got a bowl of warm water and a cloth and washes him.   “Oh what are you doing?” asks Mrs Felstead worried.   I did bathe the lad a few weeks ago, they say tis harmful to bathe too often.”  Melinda tells Mrs Felstead that she is washes the germs from his body to help him heal.  

This confuses me and I tell Sooty that my humans bathe or shower every day, sometimes twice a day.   Sooty looks at me in surprise, “really, how odd. How do they get their water then? “  As you have seen, Melinda takes the water she uses from the well in the garden.    I tell Sooty about the shower , bath and taps they have in their bathroom.   Sooty looks a little scared, “best not say things like that around these here parts.   They will think you are using witchcraft.”   “What’s witchcraft?.”
Sooty tells me a scary story about how the village look for witches and how keen they are to prove people are a witch.   “What happens when they are caught?” I ask.
Sooty shakes her head, “best you don’t know for now young Sukey.  Humans can be cruel at times.”   

[bookmark: _GoBack]Later, Johnny wakes up, sits up and asks for his mother.  Melinda felt the boy’s head.  “The temperature has gone.  He should be alright now.”   Mrs Felstead is overjoyed, “oh how can I thank you, you’ve cured my son.   I can pay you in a couple of weeks.  Is that alright?”  Melinda smiles, picks up Johnny and hands him back to his mother.  “Just make me a table cloth, you make such beautiful ones, it would be more than enough payment.”   As they leave Mrs Felstead says thank you again.
“Your human is very kind, she cured that young boy.”  Sooty looks proud, “she is good.  Melinda has a heart of gold.  She would help any creature be it human or animal. ”

As the days go by, I become used to my new home.  One day Melinda, who always talks to us, says she is going into the village.   “I’m going to follow her.” I tell Sooty.   
I ask if she is coming along, at first she didn’t want to, but then felt she should be there to look out for me.  We follow Melinda at a distance, as Sooty didn’t feel she would want us to go with her.   

The village is quite a long walk, when we get there I’m surprised at how different it is to my home.   “Be careful of the geese Sukey”  Sooty warns me, “they’re over there and can be vicious.”   I look at the long necked birds in surprise, they are following a woman.   “They look scary.”  I say in awe.  

I soon notice that I have not seen a car and ask Sooty about this.  Sooty looks confused and said she has never heard of a car.   When I explain that a car is a loud metal thing with wheels which takes humans to different places  I explain how I’ve gone in the car to the vet.   That’s why I hate cars.  Normally when I see my kitty basket coming out I hide.   Sooty looks scared, “do not talk of such things.   Tis witchcraft you’re talking about.”    Again, there is this witchcraft word, which I don’t understand.  Not wishing to upset Sooty I ask her how humans here are transported.  After all they only have two legs, not four like us cats.   Sooty nods towards a horse drawing a cart.  “That’s how humans travel.  Although most people walk everywhere.”    

The village is busy with people and animals everywhere.   Suddenlyt, both Sooty and I nearly get trampled on by horses, as they stampede by.  They all go towards a house. The men get off the horses and bang on the door loudly.   A woman answers the door.  The tallest man, who is dressed in black with a white collar says to her, “you Betsy Smythe have been accused of being a witch.   What do you have to say for yourself?”   The woman looks frightened and stammers, “but no I’m not a witch believe me.  Please believe me, tis idle gossip you have been listening to.  I’m not a witch.”   Two men ignore Betsy’s frantic please and grab her by her arms and the tallest man says, “you will be taken to the court house and tried as a witch.”  By now the villagers have crowded around to see what is happening.  Betsy pleads with her neighbours, “tell them, please tell them, I’m not a witch.”  She sees someone in the crowd that she obviously knows, “Sarah Sarah Brown, you have been my neighbour for the past 6 years.  Tell them I’m not a witch please.”   Sarah’s face reddens and she bows her head.    Some of the villagers look away, not knowing what to say.  No-one is brave enough to try and stop the men or speak up for her.  The woman looks terrified as they drag her to the court house.  

As the door shuts behind them in the courthouse I look at Sooty.   “Sooty that’s terrible.  What will happen to her?”   Sooty looks grave and explains to me what will happen. She says that the woman will be asked to admit that she is a witch.  If she agrees she is a witch she is burnt at the stake, if she denies being a witch they will throw her in the lake.  If she sinks, she is innocent, but will have died, if she floats it means she is a witch and will then be burnt at the stake.   Sooty continued, “some say if the woman has a mark on her neck, which humans call a mole, that’s a sign of being a witch.”  Sooty turns away, “come on let’s go home, it would not do for them to see us, especially with Melinda.   That’s another thing, they say cats, especially black cats, are witches cats.”   I don’t say a lot, but follow Sooty.  I’ve learnt a lot about humans today, which I wish I hadn’t.

Later Melinda returns home, she looks worried as she works in the kitchen, baking another batch of bread.   She talks to me as I sit in the chair.  “Oh Misty girl, I’m glad I don’t live too close to the village.  This witchcraft mania is getting worse.   I daren’t even say to another person, what I’m telling you now, for fear they will turn on me.  Today, they took Betsy Smythe to the courthouse and accused her of being a witch.
Betsy wouldn’t hurt a fly, let alone practice spells and witchcraft.  All this was over her falling out with Sarah Brown and because she has missed a couple of church services.   I didn’t stay to find out what happened, whether they find her guilty or not, she will lose out.  She will either drown or burn.   God have mercy on this village, because what they are doing is so wrong.”   Melinda stops her work, sits down and pulls me to her lap.   She smells of baking and the herbs she collected from the garden earlier.   “At least I got my pets.   It’s safer talking to you than another human being these days.”   

Two days later, there’s a knock at the door.  Melinda answers the door to Dulcie Barrett, who is her nearest neighbour.   “Hello Dulcie, come in.”   Dulcie comes in, she’s older than Melinda, her face is haggard with hard work and age.   For some reason I take an instant dislike to her.  That’s the difference between cats and humans.  Humans seem to take a while to decide if they like or dislike you, but cats know, it’s hard to explain, it’s just a feeling we get.  Dulcie sits down, “Oh Melinda tis terrible.  They’ve taken Florence Aston and are trying her now in the court house.”
Dulcie bobs her head towards Melinda.   She looks at Melinda as if she is enjoying telling her this awful news.

Melinda looks shocked, “Florence?   Not for witchcraft surely?”    “Aye, tis true as I’m sitting here.   They say she put a spell on the Plummer girls, those girls were acting as if they were possessed.   Their mother believes Florence put a spell on them.”
Dulcie’s small eye gleam and she looks as if she is enjoying telling this story.   Melinda sees this herself and says, “oh what nonsense. Everyone in the village knows that the two families have had a feud for a long time now.”  Dulcie looking slightly annoyed that her news has not had the desired effect continues, “also she wasn’t in church the other Sunday.”   Melinda frowns, “I heard she was ill with the fever.   I know it’s going around, I treated young Johnny Felstead only the other day.”
Dulcie’s eye’s widen, “you treated him?  But you’re not a doctor.”   Melinda stands  up, “I’m sorry Dulcie, I don’t have much time for idle gossip, I have a lot of work to do.”  Dulcie purses her lips, “well I’ll be going then.  But I’d be careful who you treat young Melinda.   Some might think you are dabbling in things you shouldn’t.”

After Dulcie  leaves Melinda carries on with her chores.   “I have to get this done by today, as tomorrow is Sunday.  They might arrest me if they see me working on the Lord’s day.”  Melinda laughs, like me she seems relieved Dulcie has gone.

The next day Melinda comes back from church with a young girl.   I’m in the kitchen when they get home.   “See Polly, this is my new cat, I’ve called her Misty.”   The girl kneels down by the chair and strokes me saying, “Oh Melinda, she’s just like Sooty.”
The girl is not much older than Laura  She’s quiet and sits by me, sometimes stroking me.   I watch her with interest.  She’s a slim child and pale,  most of her hair is covered by a bonnet, she wears a dark brown dress.   

I compare her to my mini humans, she’s a lot quieter and sits still for a long time.  I notice that she doesn’t chatter like Laura and Joe, but waits for Melinda to speak to her.  Melinda takes Polly’s hand, “come on it’s a lovely day, we will go in the garden.”    I look at Sooty, “who is that young girl?”  Sooty explains that Polly lives with her elderly aunt in the village, as her parents died last year.   Sometimes Melinda would look after Polly to give the aunt a break.  “Although, I think she does it to let Polly have some sort of fun.   The aunt is very strict and Polly is never allowed any time to herself.  The aunt believes that children need to be kept busy constantly so they cannot get into mischief.    I’ve rarely seen that child smile.”   I go outside to see what they are doing.   Melinda picks a flower, “look Polly take off your bonnet and you can wear this pretty flower in your hair.”   Polly looks shy, “oh no, I couldn’t.”  

 Melinda encourages Polly to take off the bonnet and puts a red rose in her hair.    “There that make you look so pretty.”   Polly shakes her head, “oh no, my aunt would be so cross, that’s a sin to be pretty.” Melinda laughs, “what silliness.  If beauty is a sin, then why do we have such beautiful flowers and trees.  Look at some of the beautiful animals we have like deer, cats and swans?  God made them to look beautiful, so why not people at well?   Come on Polly, I’ll show you how to dance.”  Polly looks scared, “oh I daren’t.”  Melinda laughs, “but you must.”  Melinda takes the girl’s hands and soon they are dancing in the garden and laughing.   The solemn, pale child soon becomes animated, her cheeks become rosy and she laughs.    Sooty smiles, “she’s having fun.  It’s good to see her laugh, she’s not got much to laugh about, poor child.”  “What a shame Melinda cannot look after her all the time.”  I say, but Sooty isn’t listening.  “what is it Sooty?”   Sooty turns to me, “I thought I could hear something.”

Both Melinda and Polly fall down on the grass and are giggling hysterically.  
Sooty looks worried, “I hope I was imaging that just now and it wasn’t someone watching, or I fear there could be trouble ahead for our human Melinda.”   

Later Polly is getting ready to go back to her aunt’s, “I have had such a lovely time.  Thank you for the flower, but I think you had better keep it with you.”  Melinda smiles at the little serious face.  “I’ll take good care of it for you Polly.  Now let me just check you don’t have any grass on your dress or we’ll both be in trouble.”  Both giggle as they leave.   

Two nights later Sooty and I wake up to the sound of horses hooves.   Sooty jumps up to the window to see what it is.  “Sukey, I fear there is trouble”  “What is it?”  I ask nervously.  Sooty tells me there are several men on horseback with torches.  I join her on the windowsill and see the men holding sticks with flames.   The men jump off the horses and knock at the door.   Melinda wakes up, lights her bedside candle, she sees us both watching her.   “They’ve come for me, I knew they would one day.  You two run and hide, run for your lives.”  Pulling her shawl around her shoulders Melinda goes down to open the door.   We watch from the window, we can hear the men shouting at Melinda.  “Melinda Blake, you have been accused of being a witch, what do you have to say for yourself?”  Two men grab each of her arms, “unhand me, I am not a witch.”   The tall man we saw the other day speaks to Melinda, “you were seen dancing on a Sunday and encouraging a child in the ways of the devil.”
Melinda becomes angry, “I was dancing with a child, it was harmless fun.”
The tall man replies, “we also have reason to believe that you have been using potions and treating people.”  The man turns to the other mean commanding  “Arrest her men, we will hold her in the dungeon until trial tomorrow.” 

Poor Melinda looks terrified as the men drag her away.  The crowd that followed the men stand in silence for a while, in the crowd I see Dulcie, there’s a look a satisfaction on her face.  Sooty sees the same, “Sukey, that’s the face of the person who will send Melinda to her death.   Now, we must act quickly.   We now need to part, to stay together would endanger both our lives.”  I feel sad as I look at my new friend.   I’ve learn so much from her.   We jump to the floor and touch noses for a brief second.   “Goodbye, my little twin Sukey.”    I watch as she quickly leaves, her movements swift and graceful,  

As she gracefully moves across the floor and out of the room I know I will never see her again.   “Goodbye” I echo.   I go downstairs and outside of the house, the crowds are leaving in silence.    In the darkness I manage to get past them unseen,  I know if they see me I could also suffer.   Once past the crowd I make my way to the woods, I’m frightened and alone, “oh No Name.” I cry in distress not knowing why.   Only that he is the one I can turn to now. 

“Little one.”  A voice startles me, in the moonlight I see No Name.  “Where did you come from?”   No Name urges me on, “quickly, there is no time to waste, they may come looking for you.  Hide.”   Scared I jump into the darkness, suddenly I’m falling with voices whirring around in my head; Melinda and Polly laughing and Sooty.  Then I fall, landing on my feet I make my way out of the den.






Chapter Two: Sukey and the Chimney Sweep

“No Name, No Name, where are you?”  I yowl.  There’s no reply, all is still and quiet, as I venture out of the den.   It is light and I blink my eyes to adjust to the sudden brightness.   I sniff and look around, but there is no sign of No Name, or Sooty.  I wonder what happened to her.   I decide to make my way to Melinda’s cottage to see if she has returned.   I run across the fields toward the cottage, only to find there is a row of houses, confused I blink but they are still there, I haven’t imagined them.
Instinct tells me to head for the middle one, this is the location of my home, the front door is open and I can see a woman knelt by the front door step scrubbing in, nearly a small ragged boy plays.   I go up to the woman, hoping it is Melinda.   The little boy shouts, “look Ma, it’s a cat.”    The women turns, it’s not Melinda.  “Well, I’ve not seen this ‘un before have you Harry?”   “No Ma, can we keep it?”   “Well, we’ve already got Ratter.  What do we need another ‘un for ?”   The boy looks beseechingly at his mother, his pale face looking up at her, his blue eyes wide up with expectancy, “please Ma. Ratter’s getting too old to catch the rats, he needs help.”   Ma gets up, walks over to the boy and affectionately clips his ear.  “Go on then.”   

The little boy picks me up, although I’m not normally keen on this sort of practice, there’s something that my cat instinct, that tells me that he means no harm and that he needs me.   Ma calls him in, “come on young ‘un, bring the cat in, wash and be ready for tea.  The others will be back from work soon.”     Harry decides to call me Sooty, which saddens me a little thinking of the other Sooty.

The inside of the house is different from Melinda’s and from my first home.   
But like Melinda’s I soon learn that the kitchen is the main part of the house.
Harry gives me a `tour’ of the kitchen and then round the house.   The house smells damp, mixed with the smell of cooking broth and another smell I hadn’t come across before.  Later when Ma is washing Harry I learn this new smell is carbolic.  It seemed that both the home and family were washed with this.   I hoped that they wouldn’t try to wash me in it as well and made a note to myself to make sure I was seen to be washing myself at regular times.   

Later some other children arrive home.   Two girls Elsie and Sally aged 8 and 9 and a boy called Thomas aged 12.   “Oh ma, we’re starving.” Elsie announced, “can I have something to eat now?”  Elsie reached out a hand towards the hunk of bread in the middle of the table.  Ma smacked the hand away smartly.  “No, you’ll eat when your pa gets home.  Now get up and get washed.”  All 3 children retreat to get washed.     The family settle down to eat once pa arrives home.  Pa is a tall, burly, bearded man.   He looks at me, “what’s this then ma?”  Harry looks up, “oh pa this is my new cat.  Isn’t she pretty?”   Pa glares at the little boy, “what have I told you, speak when you are spoken to lad.  Milly, you’re too soft on the lad, if you carry on like that I’m going to have to beat some respect in him.”   “Oh, he’s only little.   Now Harry what do you say to your father.”   Harry bows his head, “sorry for interrupting pa.  I won’t do it again.”   Pa seemed satisfied with the apology and continued, “well, I suppose another cat won’t do any harm, but no feeding it, any of you.  It can get its own food like Ratter does.”   

I notice that the other girl Sally is quiet, compared to her sister.   Ma also notices as well, “what’s up with you Sally?  You’ve not said a dicky bird and you’ve hardly eaten.”   Sally bows her head.  Elsie explains her sister’s mood, “Sally was smacked by Moley across the head.  He didn’t ‘alf give her a whack.  It was cos she was talking”   Ma reaches over to Sally and roughly strokes her head, “well, you’ve still got your head on and it might teach you to work instead of chattering.”  Pa looks up,
“if she’s caught chattering again at work, she’ll feel my belt too.  Jobs are hard to come by and these are hard times.   A man’s lucky if he can provide bread for the table.  She’s lucky he didn’t sack her.   There’s about twenty spare people waiting for one job.”  Pa looks at all the children one by one and points to each of them, “understand, we all have to help support this family.   As you can see Ma is expecting another baby so that will be another mouth to feed.”    Sally looks up and cheers up, “oh a baby.  I hope it’s a girl.”   

When the sparse meal of stew and bread ends, the girls help Ma clear up.
I wander upstairs to explore the rest of the house.    I go up the stairs, it’s dark and dingy looking, so different to my home with Jenny and her family.  I reach the top of the stairs and head towards one of the rooms, suddenly I feel something pounce on me, we roll around for a few seconds, biting, hissing and scratching out at each other, then just as suddenly separate, staring at each other, sizing each other up.
My opponent is a tomcat, I assume it’s the family’s other cat, Ratter.  Ratter is a skinny cat, black and white in colour, although the white is more of an off grey grimy colour.  One of his ears is torn, obviously by another animal of sorts.  His face is thin and long, his eyes slanted which makes him look sly.  All in  all, he’s not a very handsome specimen of cathood.    He hisses at me, “who are you?”  “I’m Sukey.  I suppose you are Ratter.”   “Yes, I am and what of it?”   

This cat is beginning to irritate me, although I’m sometimes nervous of humans, as they are an unpredictable breed, I’m not with cats.   So I reply, “there’s not need to take that tone with me, you can be civil.”   Ratter bows his head, “I beg your pardon, m’dear.  But what are you doing here.”   I explain I’m trying to find my humans and spoke of my adventures at Melinda’s.   When I’ve finished Ratter looks at me.  “You’re story is interesting m’dear.   I don’t mind you staying here, but you have to get your own food and help me keep the rats at bay.”   From that time onwards he never used my name but would call me `m’dear.’

Over the next couple of days I get used to life with this new family.   Although there are four children, the only child I have much to do with it Harry, who was at home all the time.  The others worked long hours and by the time they had eaten in the evening, they were so tired they would go straight to bed.   I felt sorry for them, they were so thin and pale and never seemed to have much time to play, like my other humans; Joe and Laura.   Sometimes Sally would cry herself to sleep.  She was more timid than Thomas and Elsie, who were more robust and confident.   

Sometimes if I was on Sally’s bed she would tell me about how hard work was and that Moley, who was the boss and how cruel he was.  Moley would pour cold water over any sleepy child, or slap a child not working fast enough.   One day Sally went to work and wasn’t feeling well, because of this she didn’t get so much work done, so Moley said he was stopping a day’s pay.   She had to tell Pa, who gave her a beating.  Poor Sally spent another night sobbing herself to sleep.  Elsie tried to comfort her and promised to try and be beside her at work and if she couldn’t get so much done, Elsie would try and help her.   

One day I was in the garden, Harry was pulling weeds out.  Although he was only 4, he was still expected to help.   Gardening was his way of helping Ma.   When I asked Ratter why didn’t Harry help with housework, Ratter laughed, “m’dear, you don’t know anything?  No boy or man will do housework, that’s for women, not men.”
I found this hard to understand as Mike always helped Jenny, sometimes cooking or washing up.  Ratter shook his head, “that’s very odd.  I’m off now to check on the rats, you do the same, you need to earn your keep.”   

Having checked for rats, I joined Harry who was still weeding.    Presently, a lady carrying a large bag calls out, “Harry lad, get your Ma.”   Harry jumps up, “hello Mrs Green.  I’ll get Ma now.”  Harry runs into the house calling for Ma, “Ma, Ma it’s raggy Annie.”   I hear Ma telling him off, “you don’t call her that” she hisses, Harry replies, “but you do Ma.”   Ma comes to the door, “I’m ever so sorry Annie.”   Annie doesn’t take offence and is laughing, she ruffles Harry’s hair, “I’ve bin called worse than that laddie.  Now, Mary are you interested in some clothes I’ve brung.   My Katie, who is in service with the Berkelys has brought  a bag of clothes home with her, which the mistress gave her.  I think there’s something that would fit young Harry.”    Ma smiles, “come in Annie, I’ll put the kettle on.   Annie follows her, “that’s grand, I could do with a sit down.”

Soon Annie delves into the bag and brings out a small pair a trousers, a shirt and waistcoat.  Ma helps Harry into the outfit, which is a little big for him, but looks far better than the clothes he is wearing.   Ma smiles proudly at her youngest child.
“Oh that looks smart, you look like a proper gentleman, doesn’t he Annie?”  “Oh he does, it’s a little bigger, but he’ll grow into them.”   Harry smiles at both women, enjoying their admiration.  “Can I go and show Billy?”   He goes to leave, but Ma pulls him back, “oh no you don’t young man, it’ll be dirty before I know it.  That’s you’re new Sunday best.  Come on get back into your other clothes.”

When the other children return from work, Harry proudly boasts about his new clothes.   Elsie protests, “oh Ma I need a new dress, this one has been repaired so many times.  I’m sure there’s more thread than dress to it now.   Look it’s torn at the side again by that silly machine at work.”  Ma looks at the dress.  “When you’ve had tea, take it off and change into your nightdress and I’ll sew it for you.”  Elsie looks disappointed, “yes Ma.”   Ma gently pats her arm, “when I’ve paid Annie for Harry’s clothes, I’ll ask her about a dress for you and Sally.”   Both girls hug their mother and thank her.   By now I’ve learnt that the only clothes they have are a set of working clothes, Sunday best and nightclothes.   I think about Laura and Joe who have wardrobes full of clothes and how they come back from shopping trips with at least two new outfits on a regular basis.   Life for these children is so different and harder  
I feel sure that Laura and Joe would not survive living like this.  

Later when the children are asleep Ma and Pa are sat down, Ma sewing Elsie’s torn dress.    “Look at this Tom.   I have sewn this so many times that Elise said that there’s more thread than material.   When I’ve paid for Harry’s clothes, I will have to get both girls a dress.”   Tom looks up from his pipe crossly, “look woman I don’t want to hear this womanly talk.   A man needs to relax after a hard day at work.”   Ma’s lip trembles, Pa sees this and looks sorry, gruffly he says, “alright, I’ll see if I can get some overtime.   We can’t have our girls looking like ragamuffins can we?   Also I need to get some more money for this baby too.”   Ma cheers up, “well, I’ve got the baby stuff from the last baby we lost two years ago, I kept the clothes and crib just in case.”

Tom gets up, “I’m just off to the pub, I won’t be long.  Bye.”  Tom leaves and I sit by Ma’s feet, every so often she talks to me.  Cats are good for humans to confide in, we cannot tell their secrets, just listen and take it in.  Ma tells me that Pa isn’t so bad, his bark worse than his bite.  She tells me about how they met when she was in service, she was a kitchen maid and fifteen.   He was a gardener working for the same people.  Ma said it was love at first sight.   They married when she was eighteen.   Their eldest son, Thomas, was born a year later, they then lost a baby boy when Thomas was two.  Sally was born followed by Elsie.  Ma then had Molly, who died aged two years before Harry was born. She then had another baby who died of consumption aged 8 months.    

I’m shocked and saddened hearing they lost so many children.  What I didn’t realise was in Queen Victoria’s time several babies and young children died, either by illness, lack of food or in accidents.   Ma continues telling me she hopes this baby will live, as soon Harry will be off to work and there will be no children at home during the day.  Ma tells me that Pa misses working outdoors and hates the mines where he works now.   I wonder if that is why he is generally bad tempered and goes to the pub to forget.

The next day Pa arrives home looking very pleased, which is unusual.   “Mary, I’ve got some good news.”  “What’s that ?” she asks taking his hat for him.   All the children look up expectantly.   Pa continues, “well I was talking to Mr Scrivin, the local chimney sweep.   Apparently, the lad he employs has left because he’s grown too big for the job.   Mr Scrivin said he will give Harry a chance and see how he does.  That’s good, a few more pennies coming in.”  Ma’s face falls, the children stare in silence and Harry looks paler than usual.   Ma asks in a small voice, “what did you say?   Oh Tom I don’t know, he’s so small.  I know he has to work, but I was hoping to keep him home for another year and then he could get a job at the factory with the others.”    Pa looks thunderous, “he will go and that’s the end of the matter.   We can barely put food on the table as it is and with another mouth to feed in four months we’ll be worse off.   Harry will start tomorrow at 6am and that’s it.  I’m off to the pub. “  Pa storms off slamming the door.   Sally pulls Harry on her lap, Harry is sobbing and shaking.   Elsie says, “oh Ma you can’t send Harry there, he doesn’t like the dark anyway.”   Ma straightens up, “your Pa and said he has to go and that’s the end of the matter.  Now stop arguing and set the table.     As the children set the table, I’m the only one to see Ma wipe a tear from her eye with the corner of her apron.

Harry doesn’t eat much that night and goes straight to bed.   I follow him and curl up on the bed with him.   Harry cuddles me crying, “I’m scared Sooty.  I know I will hate the job.  But what can I do?  Pa says I have to go and that’s it.  My friend Mikey is a chimmey sweep boy and he says his boss is so cruel.”  Poor little Harry cries himself to sleep, I stay with him for the night instead of wandering off.    

The next day I wake up to the knock of the man who knocks on the windows to get people up.  For some reason, these families don’t own an alarm clock or watch, so anyone who works is woken at 5.30am by the man knocking on the windows with a long stick shouting ,”get up, get up, time to go to work.  Get out of your beds, get up and go to work.”  Harry is very quiet and doesn’t want to eat his gruel, but Ma makes him telling him he will need it for strength.  Ma tries to be brave for Harry and tells him he is a big boy who will be working and helping the family.   She straightens his cap.  “Now off you go young man.”   Pa is stood waiting impatiently, “come on we haven’t got all day.”   Despite Pa’s gruff manner, I sense his sadness at having to send his tiny son to work    Harry sets off to the chimney sweep with Pa, who says he will take him on the way to work.   

When they have all left Ma sits down, she looks really sad  she sits brooding for a while and then busies herself with the chores of the day.   It feels lonely in the garden without Harry, I hadn’t realised just how fond I had become of him.   I explore the garden, then go to the fields to find some mice.
Later on the children return home, followed by Pa who has Harry in his arms.  He sets Harry down on the kitchen floor.  Poor Harry it was hard to recognise him.  He was covered from head to foot in black soot, his blue eyes seemed more startling than ever, you could faintly see marks on his cheeks where the soot wasn’t so thick where he had been crying.   

Ma puts her hand to her mouth, she looks shocked but quickly recovers and orders the girls to get a bucket of water, carbolic soap and some cloths.   She gently takes the soot covered clothes off Harry and discards them on a pile on the floor.  Harry’s white limbs, back and tummy look a stark contrast to the sooty face, hands and feet.   Ma washes Harry vigorously, but he doesn’t protest.

Once dried, Elsie hands Ma Harry’s nightshirt.    “Go and sit in the chair Harry and rest before we eat.”   Harry sits in the chair and soon falls asleep.   After the family have eaten Ma carries Harry up to bed, as she tucks him in he says, “I didn’t like it Ma, I don’t want to go again.”   Ma tries to smile and reassure him saying he will feel better in the morning.   Harry falls to sleep quickly, tired out by his hard day.   

However, the next day he refuses to go to work.   Pa became angry and marched him to work.    For the following week this was the pattern.   Every night Harry hardly touched his food and would fall asleep at the table.  He became thinner, his large blue eyes took on a haunted look.   I began to spend every night with him, he suffered nightmares and would scream in the night.   The screams would startle me, they would wake the whole house and Ma would come in to comfort him when he woke sobbing.  

I felt so helpless and worried for Harry.  I wished I could do more.   I spoke to Ratter about it.    “You can’t do anything, you’re a cat not a human.   One set of humans is no different to the rest.  If they choose to be cruel and send him out there they have themselves to blame.”  I was shocked, “But Ratter that’s awful, he’s only a little human a baby really.”  Ratter pushes his face close to mine, “you’re getting too attached to those humans.  Be careful, you need to look out for yourself, no-one else will look out for you.  These times is hard times.   It’s every man for himself and in our case every cat for himself.  Work is scarce and if there’s no work there’s no food.
Even the rats are looking skinny these days.”  Ratter turns jumps off the wall we were sat on, despite his scraggy looks, his movements are swift and graceful.

I thought about what Ratter had said, the words seemed quite harsh.  I was sure the family loved each other and it wasn’t their fault they had no money, Pa and the children all worked hard.    I just wished that things would get better, but they were to get much worse.

It started a week later when Harry came home limping with the girls.   Ma looked at him, “what have you done?”    Harry was crying, Ma sat him on a chair and asked Sally for a wet cloth.   Harry cried harder as Ma tried to clean the sore foot.  “how did you do this, what happened.  It looks like something is infected.”   Harry couldn’t stop crying so Elsie explained that Mr Scrivin uses pins and sticks them in the boys feet to make them move up the chimneys to work harder.  Ma looked serious, “I see what’s happened, you must have got some dirt in one of the pin holes and it’s infected.”
Once cleaned and changed with a clean rag tied around his foot Harry seemed a little more cheerful.   

Harry stayed off work for the rest of the week, although his foot was better, he had developed a cough.   Ma was worried and confided her fears to Pa one evening when the children were in bed.  “Oh Tom I fear it’s the consumption.”   Pa dismissed her fears.  “It’s probably just a cough, Harry’s always been a sickly fellow.   But if it puts your mind at rest I will tell Mr Scrivin that Harry can’t work for him anymore.   I will smoke less and not go to the pub every night.  That will more than make up for the few pennies he earns.   Ma hugs Pa, “oh thank you, I’ve been so worried about him going back.  That Mr Scrivin is cruel and the work was too much for Harry.”   

So much to Harry’s relief, he didn’t have to go back to the chimney work.   However, his cough became worse and the whole family were worried.  Even Pa tried getting Harry to eat soup and seemed worried about him.   

One night Thomas  junior came home from work excited.   He told the family that there was a job going at the mansion house for a live in gardener.   “What do you think Pa will you go for the job?”   Pa nodded, “I’ll give it a go, but there are so many people that would love that job.   

Later I found Ratter outside, he had blood on his fur, “oh Ratter, what happened?”
Ratter told me he had been out after rats and got into a fight with a ginger tomcat who lived three houses away.  I knew the cat and had managed to keep away, as I’ had already heard from the feline grapevine that he was very big and had a dangerous temper.  "“Oh your face looks awful, you have a really big bite mark which is bleeding.  Come inside and the mistress will clean it up for you.”   Ratter followed me and when Ma saw him, she cleaned up the wound for me.   I had to smile to see the independent Ratter, who rarely came close to the humans, sat on her lap just like a lap cat.  I laughed to see him like this, he glared at me, “it’s not funny.   I’m only letting her do this so the wound doesn’t get infected and become worse.” 

 Elsie came in, “oh what’s wrong with Ratter Ma?”   Ma carried on cleaning the wound, “oh I don’t know love, it’s a bite mark, it looks like he’s been fighting.”   Elsie goes to stroke Ratter, who hisses a warning with his ears back.   “Oh Elsie don’t touch him, you know he’s not a lap cat.  I’m surprised he’s letting me do this.   It seems this cat does have some sense.”   “I bet it’s that ginger cat up the street.   He’s a horrible cat, even some dogs are scared of him.”   Ma laughs and Elsie joins her.   Ratter looks annoyed and keen for Ma to finish sorting him out.

I go upstairs to see Harry who is in bed.   He is tossing and turning in the bed coughing.   I snuggle up next to him, but he keeps moving.  There’s something not right, he’s muttering in his sleep and is very hot.  My feline instinct tells me I need to get help for him.   I run downstairs  to see if I can get help for him.   Ma has just let Ratter go and he runs past me and out of the door.   

I go up to Ma and miaow loudly.  “What’s up with you?  You’ve not been in a fight as well have you?”  I miaow again, “no I’m not giving you any food, you know the rules here.”  Again I miaow.  Elsie seems to realise something is up and says so, “Ma I think she wants to tell you something.”   “Oh I’ve not time for this sort of nonsense Elsie.”   I miaow even more loudly and go towards the door and miaow again.  “Look Ma, she does she wants you to follow her.  Is it Harry do you think?”   Ma springs into action and leaps out of her chair and goes upstairs.   “Elsie, get some cold water and rags, Harry is burning up.”    Ma tends to Harry that night and eventually the fever goes, she falls asleep next to him on the bed.   I sit at the end of the bed, eventually Harry’s breathing seems less raspy and he falls into a deep sleep.

Harry seems better the next day, without a fever, but still coughing.    Ma lets him stay downstairs in a chair and persuades him to have some soup.   “Tis a good job that cat was here, I’m sure she knew you weren’t well and got me to go up to you.”
Harry cuddles me, “Misty loves me.”   I lick his hand and he giggles, “that tickles.”
I smile to myself, it’s the first time I’ve heard the lad laugh in a long while.   He still looks pale and his eyes look bigger than ever on his gaunt little face, but I can sense he is over the worse.  Food and rest will heal this fellow greatly.

Later that evening we are all surprised to hear Pa coming home singing.   Normally, Pa is a brooding presence, quick to lose his temper.   Ma always says it’s because he hates the mining job so much and misses being outside in the fresh air.  
“Is that’ Pa whistling?” asked Elsie in surprise.   “Well it does sound like him.”  Ma replied.   Pa walks in with a smile on his face, picks Harry up and swings him around laughing, “Thomas have you been drinking?” Ma asks.    “No, but, there is cause for celebration.  I’ve got the gardener’s job with the tied cottage.”  He puts Harry back down and goes to Ma and gives her a hug.   

 The children clamour around jumping and cheering.   Pa then says, “now sit down and listen to me, this is going to change our lives forever.   The job is better paid than my job, there is no rent to pay on the cottage.   This means that we will have more money, I’ll have a better job and the children won’t need to work in the mill.”  All the children cheer and clap.   Pa continues, “I can even afford to send them to school.  It’s a penny a day for each child.   This will then give them a better chance in life than we had Ma.”

It’s so good to see the family happy after all they have been through.   I smile to myself as they plan their new life.   It’s the first time I’ve ever seen them all so happy.   But it also makes me think of my family and I realise I’m really missing them.  I’ve grown very fond of this family, especially little Harry, but know the time has come for me to leave them.  

Later that night, I go into the bedroom and give Harry and the girls a lick on the nose goodbye and then quietly leave the house.    Outside I see Ratter.   I tell him I’m going to find my family and tell him his family’s good news.  I ask if he will go with them.  “I don’t know m’dear, it depends if they still want old Ratter.”   I reply, “good luck Ratter, thanks for sharing your home with me.”  Ratter bows his head.   We look at each other for a few seconds, then I turn and run across the fields towards the woods.   

In the woods I see No Name.   I tell him about my adventures and how different this home was to Melinda’s or my humans.   No Name nods wisely.  I hear something in the woods and turn to see what it is, when I turn back No Name is gone.  I call him but he isn’t there.   I go towards the den and look into the darkness.   I’m a little scared as each time wondering where I will end up.   

I walk into the den, suddenly I’m falling, everything is going around and I can hear voices.  I land on my paws, go out of the den, out of the woods and across the fields.









Chapter Three: Sukey and Mimi

I head for the house, anxious to be home.   My adventures have been exciting and sometimes very sad and I’m ready to get back to normal.   As I reach the house my heart sinks and I realise that somehow I’m in another time era.   There is a row of houses, they look like my original home from the outside.   I venture up to the gate, to the door, but the cat flap isn’t there.   So I go through the alley way next to the front door and into the back garden.

In the garden are two children playing, more mini humans.  I feel a sense of keen sadness,  I really hope to be coming home to Jenny and her family.   I watch the two mini humans as they play.  

The boy has curly brown hair and a freckly face, he’s aged about nine.  He’s lying on his tummy and playing with some small figures.  I later learn these are his toy soldiers.   The boy seems to enjoy playing a very noisy game with the soldiers with lots of `bang’, `kapow’ and `nerrr’ sounds.   The girl is younger, aged about six.   She’s got long dark hair, held in two plaits.   She’s skipping with a rope, a game Laura always liked.   I watched fascinated as her plaits bob up in time to her skipping.   

The girl sees me watching her and stops skipping.   She walks over towards me carefully – she seems to be a sensible little human, who knows that cats don’t like people running at them.  “Here kitty kitty. What’s your name kitty?   My name’s Molly.”  Her voice is gentle and enticing.   As she reaches me she strokes me and calls to her brother, “hey Ben look a kitty.”   Ben looks up, “oh so what, it’s just a dumb old cat.  That’s not exciting.”    I glare at this cheeky child, “how dare he call me a dumb old cat I think to myself.   The cheek of it!   

Ben is unaware of my annoyance and he carries on playing his game.  Molly can obviously see how special I am and attempts to stand up for me and shouts to her brother,   “she’s not just a dumb old cat, she’s beautiful.   I’m going to call her Topsey.”  Ben ignores her.   Molly picks me up and takes me into the house.  “Look mummy, I’ve found a cat.  Can we keep her?  She can be friends with Mimi.”   
Molly’s mother appears, her hair tied in a turban.  She wipes her hands in an apron.
“Oh darling, I don’t know.  Mimi is so nervous, having another cat might upset her.”
Molly squeezes me to her chest, “please mummy.”   Her mother sighs, “we will ask daddy when he comes home from work.

Later the childrens father returns from work.    No-one mentions keeping me, as the family have some news.   The father tells the family that he has to go away to war.   This is the third time I’ve heard this word `war’ and wonder what it’s about.   The mother is worried and the children look upset.   I leave the room and go upstairs.
As I walk into one of the bedrooms I sense there is another cat that.   I sniff and sense it’s under the bed.   “Wwwho are you?” it stammers nervously.   As my eyes get used to the darkness I see a small tortoisehell cat.   The poor cat is shaking with fright.   I feel a little sorry for my arrival who seemed to be inshock.   I talk to her to make her feel at ease, “hello, my name is Sukey.   I’m sort of lost and hope to stay with you for a little while until I find my owners.”    Mimi swallows hard,  “oh, I see.  I’m called Mimi.   I know what it’s like to be lost.   The people here found me and took me in when my last home was bombed.  Oh it was so scary.   My old owners died, but I was found and brought here. “   I ask her what’s bombed mean.   At first she looks at me as if I’ve gone mad.  She then tells me about these bombs which seem to appear from the sky and cause buildings to collapse and people to die.  She shudders as she is telling me the tale.  

Whatever these bombs are they sound very scary.   “Do you have any warning when these bombs are coming?” I ask her.   Mimi tells me that they have what the humans call air raid warnings, she describes it as a loud siren, which the humans either rush to an air raid shelter to seek refuge from the bombs.  People were also sheltering under their stairs or in Anderson shelters in their gardens.  

Mimi then tells me she used to belong to another family, an elderly couple.  She lived with them for 2 years, but their home was bombed and they died.  Mimi told me that this family were the Andrews family,  there was dad, mum, Ben and Molly.   It was clear that Mimi was very frightened of what happened to her and she told it it was difficult getting used to being with children.  At first they wanted to keep picking her up, but she was so scared.   Their mother stopped them bothering her so much and they don’t take much notice of her now.   Mimi said, “I spend most of my time up here.”   I felt sorry for Mimi it didn’t seem much of a life for her.   Since being away from my family I realised that I do love them and miss them all terribly, yes even the `pest’.   I decided then I must have been sent here to help her learn to trust again.
“Listen, stick with me.  I’ll help you.   Why stay up here in the dark when the sun is out.”   Mimi stubbornly shook her head.  “No, I’m scared.  I’ll stay here.”   It was going to be harder than I thought.   I decided to take a look around the house and become familiar with my surroundings.   

As the days go by I’ve become used to the family.   All of them are cat lovers and make a real fuss of me.   Although I enjoy it I feel guilty that they have a cat upstairs under the bed, who is missing out on the attention.   It’s a Tuesday morning and mum has her friend, Mavis, around.  They are having a cup of tea, which seems to be a favourite drink and are talking.   Sue asks mum who is also known as Jill, “so Jill how are you getting on with Molly’s birthday cake?”   Jill replies, “well, I’ve got most of the ingredients.  I’ve been swapping rations with other people and am nearly there.   Oh Mave, this war.   All the queuing, scrimping and saving to get the most basic things is so tiring.”   Mave nods, “I know Jill.  I feel I spend my life queuing for things.   A lot of the shops are getting very low on stock as well.”   Mum then says, 
“ suppose we should look on the bright side.  At least we don’t need to be worried about wearing fashionable clothes.  It’s patriotic to be scruffy.”   Mave slaps mum, in a friendly manner, “oh go on, you are a caution Jill.”

I go over to Mum and jump on her lap.  “I see this one has settled in.   What did the kids call her in the end?”   Mum sighs, “Topsey, of all names.  She’s far too elegant for such a name, but that’s the only one they would agree on.”   Mum strokes me and I snuggle up to her.  I agree and am not keen on Topsey myself.  It’s more of a rabbits name than a cats name.  I like mum, she seems to realise how elegant I am.

 Mavis asks about Mimi, “what about your other cat?  Does she still hide under the bed all day and only come out for food?”  Mum explains that Mimi does come out a bit more, but still keeps her distance.  Mum tells Mavis she feels that Mimi feels a little more secure as there is another cat in the house taking up their attention.    

I make a face, although she is partly right, most of the reason is that I have worked hard trying to cajole Mimi out from under the bed.   I never realised any cat could be so stubborn.  Later, when the children come home from school Molly is excited about her birthday, which she tells me in in 4 days time.  

Over the next couple of day Molly becomes more and more excited about her birthday.   Invitations are carefully written to four of her friends, who are to be invited for a birthday tea.   Molly writes the invitations herself in her best handwriting.  Meanwhile her mother keeps busy with getting in the rations and baking the cake.

It’s a Saturday and Molly’s birthday.  The family have breakfast and after mother has cleared the dishes away, it’s time for Molly to open her presents.   Compared to birthdays in my old home, the presents are a lot less.  But they did have more than Harry and his family, who felt lucky if they have bread and cheese on the table.

Molly is really pleased with a dolly that can open and close her eyes.   As well as the dolly she is given a set of clothes for it, which her grandmother knitted, she also has a new hand knitted cardigan and some crayons and a book.   In the afternoon the party guests arrive with small presents for the birthday girl.   The children have their birthday tea and then play games.   

Although the presents and celebrations doing seem as big as my other families, the children and adults really seem to enjoy themselves.   They temporarily forget the doom, gloom and worry of the war and what will happen and seem to make the most of this little party.  I smile to myself wondering what Harry and his family would think of it.  They would feel it was a feast.  But Laura and Joe, who have learnt to expect more from life would not be so impressed and I feel Joe would became bored at such a party and end up getting up to mischief.

I say this to Mimi who is sat with me watching the party, from a safe distance.  Mimi tells me that because of the war and that fact that people don’t know if they will be bombed or will survive that they do make the most of every minute, especially with their family and friends who they care for.  This War that Mimi and the humans talk about seemed to bring humans together.   Every day mum would have some sort of visitor and if a neighbour needed help then the neighbours were there.   I’m not sure Jenny and her family know all their neighbours.   

Five days later the childrens father is called up and has to go away to war.   He says his goodbyes to mother and the children.  A couple of relatives and neighbours are also there.   He hugs Molly, gives her a kiss on the cheek and tells her to be good.  “I will daddy.”  She says.   He ruffles Ben on the head and tells me he’s the man of the house and needs to look after the family now.  Ben straightens himself up to look taller.   Ben gives his father a strained smile, father looks at him in approval and turns to go to speak to mother to say his goodbyes.   

The family wave him off in the street, I can see that Ben nearly looks as if he’s going to cry, but he’s trying to be a man and be brave.  Suddenly Ben runs up to his father, “daddy” he cries in a wobbly voice, father turns to him “Ben?”  Ben puts his hand in his pocket and pulls out a large marble.  “It’s my lucky one daddy.  Take it, it will bring you luck.”   Father  takes the marble, “thanks son.   I’ll keep it safe.   Are you too big for a hug from your old father?”  Ben shakes his head and hugs his father.  

The family go back indoors  Gran say to mother “go and sit down.  I’ll make us a cup of tea.  I don’t know what we would do in this war if we couldn’t have a cuppa.”   Mother looks at the children, “come on, you need to get your things and go to school.”    Molly sighs, “oh do we have to mummy?”    One of the neighbours suggests she let them stay home.  But mother is insistent.  “No they need to go to school and keep to that routine at least.   This war has caused a lot of upheavel, we need to keep to some sort of order.”   Molly moans again, “awww mummy.  I want to stay with you.”   Ben pulls her arm roughly, “come on, Molly.   I’ll walk with you.”
I think Ben could see that his mother was about to cry, he was already taking charge and helping his mother.   I look at Mimi, “I think his father would be proud of him.”
Mimi nods in agreement.   

A week later I found out just how scary the air raids were.   It was very late, all the family were fast asleep, I was sleeping at the end of Ben’s bed with Mimi asleep next to me.  Suddenly, there was this ear piercing noise.    Mimi wakes up, her eyes round and large, her fur stood on end.   “Mimi what is it?”  

Before she can answer the door is opened and mother clicks on the light urging Ben to get up and put on his dressing gown to go down to the Anderson shelter.    Ben, very sleepy does as he is told, “hurry up Ben.”   Mimi jumps of the bed and hides under it, I know she is scared stiff.  Before I can join her to help her Ben grabs me roughly before leaving the room.

In the shelter mother tucks Molly up in the makeshift bed, Ben sits with his mother.
“Why is it always in the middle of the night?   We’ve not had an air raid for a while, I was hoping it would stay that way.”  Ben jumps up, “Mimi, I’ve got to get Mimi.”
Mother pulls Ben back, “no Ben I can’t let you go.  Mimi will be alright.”   Ben argues, clearly worried about Mimi, as I am myself as I know she’s terrified.   A sudden loud bang makes us all jump, Molly wakes up, “mummy.”  Mother settles Molly back down, stroking her head.  It seems these humans quite like to be stroked as well.
I jump on Ben’s lap and he strokes me, muttering about Miimi.  Eventually all 3 humans are asleep, I stay awake unsettled.  These noises are scary and menacing.   Cats are always wary of loud noises, but these are terrible enough to even send humans out of their beds in the middle of the night to take shelter.  

The next day the family get up and the childrens mother prepares them to go to school.  I’m surprised they are made to go to school after being up so late.  I follow the children outside as their mother stands to wave them off.   A lady walks up to mother and the children,  “morning Jill, hello children.”  “Hello Mrs Brown.” The children reply and then set off for school.  Ben goes to run on ahead, but is chided by mother, “Ben, wait for your sister.”  Ben stops, turns to his mother and groans, “oh mother.”  (Ben always calls his mum `mother’ when he is annoyed with her, normally he calls her `mummy’).   However, he does walk with Molly to school.    Mrs Browns talks to mother, her arms folded,  “looks like we were spared this time.”   Mother looks tired and replies, “but for how long?  They said the War would be over by Christmas, but I can’t see it myself.”

The next three nights are disturbed by air raids.   Mimi and I could see it taking its toll on the family, the children were tired and irritable due to lack of sleep and mother was worried about the bombs and her husband.   It was Friday and mother was having a cup of tea with her friend  Mavis.   “You look worn out Jill.  Come on sit down and have a rest."”  Jill sighs and sits at the table joining Mavis.  “Oh Mave, 
These air raids every night.  It’s too much.  The children are so tired, I nearly kept them off school, but then they are so irritable they would just end up fighting and then we’d all be at eachother’s throats.”   

Mavis shakes her head, “you did the right thing.  They need routine and discipline.   You don’t want them running wild like the Baker boys”.   I see Mimi under the table and she shudders at the Baker name.  The Baker boys were well known in the neighbourhood.  There were five of them aging from 7 to 14.  They were running wild since their father was called up.  Their mother had no control and they were never at school and often hanging around bombsites causing a nuisance.   The Baker boys were part of the reason for Mimi’s timidity.
They had found her when her previous owners were killed by the bombs and had chased her throwing stones.   Mother shakes her head, “those boys all need a good thrashing and some discipline.   I’ve told Ben if I ever hear that he’s been talking to them he’ll get it.”   Mavis smiles, “compared to that lot your Ben’s a regular angel.”
Both laugh at the description, as Ben is a very unlikely angel.   It’s good to hear them laugh, there’s not been much laughter in the house lately.  

The next day something happens to take the laughter away from the family.   Mother receives a telegram.   Luckily Mavis is with her when she receives it.   Mother’s face goes white, “what is it Jill?”  The children look up from the jigsaw puzzle they were doing.   Mother sits down, looks at the children, “come here darlings.”  Ben looks puzzled at the endearment, but joins his mother with Molly.  Mother puts her arms around the children, “It’s daddy  he’s lost in action, but we must be positive he wouldn’t want us to cry.  We must be brave.”  Molly’s lip tremble, “brave as a soldier, like daddy.”   Mother cuddles Molly closer, “yes love.”  

Ben pulls away and runs upstairs.   I follow him, I’ve got to know Ben very well, he won’t want to show tears to his family.  I find Ben lead on his bed face down, I can hear the muffled sobs coming from his pillow.   I jump up and he looks up, his face is tear stained, he picks me up and cuddles me.  Ben talks to me, his voice wobbly yet sounding determined, “daddy isn’t dead, he will come back.  I know he will, won’t he?”   I snuggle up to Ben to try and bring him comfort.   I sense that his father is alright, but am unable to tell him that.   Ben often talks to me when he’s upset and can’t talk to anyone else, he feels safe with me and knows I can’t tell anyone.   
Ben likes to be the `brave man of the house, the cheeky chap with his friends, but underneath that bravado is a very sensitive and caring boy.

The family deal with the news in different ways.   Ben tries to be brave for his mother and sister, only I’m allowed to see how much Ben misses his father.    I go to Ben’s room every night, once Molly has fallen asleep.    

Mother relies on friends and neighbours to talk to and help her.  The neighbours and friends are kind and willing to be a shoulder to cry on.   

Molly cries openly, missing her father dreadfully.   I see this has an opportunity and tell Mimi she is in charge of looking out for Molly.   Mimi works at comforting Molly and I can see a real bond between them.   Both help each other and I can see Mimi becoming more and more brave.   Even Ben notices she isn’t hiding so much and is even happy to play with the children.

A week later, there’s a knock at the door.  The postman is there with another telegram.   Mother takes it nervously.  Ben runs into the hallway, “what is it mother?  Oh it’s another telegram.”   
The family and Mavis gather around as mother opens the telegram, everyone  is silent, I can sense the tension in the room.   Mother gasps, “I don’t believe it.”  Mavis asks, “what is it? “  Mother smiles, “children you’re daddy has been found.  He’s injured his arm and is in hospital, but he’s alive and safe.”   

Suddenly the noise in the house is deafening as the children jump up and down shouting, “daddy’s alive, daddy’s safe.”  Mother hugs the children.  Mavis looks in shock and gestures the sign of the cross (she’s a Catholic) saying, “thank God.  Thank God.”   Ben takes her hands, “Mavis daddy is safe, he’s alive.”  Mavis hugs Ben and for once he doesn’t protest.   I look at Mimi, she smiles at me.   We’re both happy for her family.  I jump up at the window sill and see the familiar form of 
No Name, I know my time with this family has come to an end.

Later when the family are asleep I find Mimi asleep at the foot of Molly’s bed.  I wake her up and tell her that I have to go.  Mimi accepts this without question, she always knew I wouldn’t be staying forever.   Mimi thanks me for helping her overcome her fears.  Mimi has come on in leaps and bounds and I know that she will look out for the family.   

I go up to Molly, who is fast asleep, “sleep well little one.  Goodbye.” I purr.   I jump down and Mimi follows me into Ben’s room.   Ben looks strangely sweet, I go up to him and lick his cheek goodbye, “bye Ben.”  I turn to Mimi Ben likes to have a cat with him when he’s upset, you will look out for the signs won’t you Mimi?”  Mimi nods, “I will.  Goodbye Sukey.  Thank you.”  Miimi and I touch noses.   I turn abruptly and leave.  I had to leave quickly or I would never go.   I’ve become fond of this little family, but need to get back to my own family now.

Outside I see No Name, he doesn’t call me but I know it’s time for me to go.   I rush off to the woods following No Name.   Once again I see myself at the opening.  Where will it take me next?
Chapter Four: Sukey and the Speech

Before going through the opening I look around for No Name, but he has already gone.   As I venture through the gap I hope that this will take me back to my proper home.   Again I fall, spinning and twirling, I still don’t like the feeling and am glad to get out.   I come out of the woods and head across the fields towards home.

As I approach the house I hear music from upstairs “you can dance you can jive…”
I recognise the noise immediately, it’s Jenny’s favourite song.  It often gets a lot of good natured teasing from the rest of the family, but she takes no notice and still plays it constantly.  The once irritating sound is suddenly music to my ears.  At last I’m home.  

The back door is open so I slip through and run up the stairs.  A bedroom door is open and I can hear the Abba song going full blast and a voice singing.  As I run into the room I am stopped in my tracks.  Instead of Jenny there is this little girl aged about 8 years old.   The girl stops her dancing and singing when she sees me, she switches off the music and  looks at me,”hello cat where did you come from?  You are so pretty.”  You can tell the girl knows how to approach a cat and she talks gently to me, “h hello c cat.   I w won’t h hurt you.”   There’s something strange about the ways she talks, but I don’t feel wary of her and let her pick me up.  

The girl lifts me up and cuddles me to her chest.   I bristle with surprise, this little human who I have never seen before smells familiar, I sniff at her again, it’s the same smell as my owner Jenny!   How can that be?   She smells and even sounds a bit like Jenny, but she’s a mini human.   I look at her eyes, cats normally don’t like eye contact, it’s seen as confrontational.  However, I feel I have to look, although the eyes belong to a little girl, I know they are Jenny’s eyes.

Both of us are started when the door flies open and a boy shouts, “Jenny mum’s been calling you for tea for ages, hurray up.  What are you doing with that cat?”   I can feel Jenny tense up, “I I d don’t know.  She j just appeared.”  The boy looks irritated, “put that moggy down and get down stairs.”  Jenny lets me down and I follow the children downstairs, I’m beginning to feel rather hungry and hope this family are cat lovers.

Downstairs the family are sat at the table.  The mother reminds me of someone but I still cannot put my paw on it.   Both mother, father and Jenny sound familiar.   Luckily for me the family seem to tolerate a cat around the place and I’m given something to eat.  “M mummy c c can I k keep the c cat?”   Mum looks a little weary, “we’ll see.  I’m making no promises.   We will put up a poster in the newsagents and see if the cat is lost.”   Jenny cheers, whilst her brother, Tim groans, “I’d rather have a dog.  If she’s got a cat then I should be allowed a dog.”   Dad looks up, “don’t start son.  We’re not having a dog it’s too much work.”  Tim looks up seizing his chance, “but I’m ten I could take it out for walks.”   Dad obviously would like a dog too as he says, “well, if you promise.”  But mum puts her foot down, “I’m not having a dog.  I’ve enough with you lot to care for.   You know what Tim’s like, he’ll walk the do about two times and then the novelty will where off  There’s a rabbit outside that he never bothers with..”  Both Tim and dad look disappointed, but don’t say anything else.”  Jenny looks up, “I I think I w will c c call her Sukey.”

Tim jeers at Jenny, “don’t you mean S S Sukey?”   Jenny looks a little upset, “I I c can’t help it if I st st stammer.”  Dad tells Tim off and warns him if he says anything else again to tease Jenny that he can leave the table.   

Over the next couple of days I settle in.  The family seem to take to me.   There is only a grouchy rabbit as the family pet apart from me.   Although the house is fairly similar to my original home and that there are more cars in the street than the previous time, I realise I’ve not yet got home.   The fact that Jenny seems to be so familiar and smells the same as my owner really puzzles me, one day I’m in her room and she’s cuddling me and talking to me. Suddenly she says, “Sukey Sukey Sue, what are you going to do?”  I look at her, into her eyes.  The only person who ever called me Sukey Sue was my original owner Jenny.   I look into the girl’s eyes, they are the same green colour as Jenny’s, as I stare at her, with her brown hair tied into two lopsided pigtails I realise that this is my Jenny, only as a mini human.   I begin to panic, I can’t stay with her forever, if I do by the time she’s grown up all my 9 lives will be gone.   I need to get away to get back to my own time.  

 I wriggle out of Jenny’s arms, I hear her call, “S Sukey w what’s wrong.  C Come back.”   I ignore her pleas and run to the woods.  I’m so near yet so far, if I go into the woods again I can get back.   I jump through the opening, but nothing  happens.   I try again, but nothing happens.   I look around a yowl in despair.   “I want to go home.  Please.. please.”

I hear a voice in the distance, I recognise it as No Name’s voice, gently but firmly saying “not time, go back it’s not time yet.”   I slowly make my way back.   Somehow No Name has had something to do with my adventures and my instinct tells me he will let me know when the time is right.

A week later, predictably no-one has answered the advertisement about finding a lost cat, so I stay with the family.   Jenny seems to be the most happy about it.   
She starts to confide in me.   Poor Jenny her stammer gives her a lot to worry about, but I didn’t know how much it troubled her until she came home from school one day.
Jenny runs into the house and upstairs. She throws herself on to the bed and sobs for ages.   

Her mother comes up the stairs, “Jenny love, what is it?   Come on you can tell mummy.”  Jenny sits up and faces her mum.  She stammers, “P Pippa w was t teasing me about m my st st stammer, w w we h have t to m make a sp sp sp…”  Jenny breaks out into fresh sobs, her body shaking.  Her mum sits on the bed to cuddle her and then tries to get to her explain more, she gets Jenny to sit up and look at her mum says, “Jenny take your time, speak slowly remember what the doctor said about trying to say things too quickly.”  Jenny gulps, “ we h have to m make up a sp speech to the c class.  P P Pippa said m mine would b be twice as long c cos I st stammer.  Everyone l l laughed mummy.   Th then P Pippa and h her f friends were calling me n names and p pretending to st st stammer.”  Her mum gives her a hug and tries to reassure her, but Jenny is very unhappy sobbing.

I stay with Jenny when her mum goes downstairs to make tea.   Jenny doesn’t eat much at tea time and even Tim tries to comfort her saying he thought she had been talking much better lately.    Tim says, “when I see that Pippa I’m going to smack her one.”   Mum chides him, “no Tim you shouldn’t hit her.”  When mum turns to get something from the cupboard Tim whispers to Jenny, “but I will, just don’t tell mum.”
Jenny smiles, “thanks you’re not bad as a brother goes.”  Tim smirks, “shh don’t tell everyone!”  

Jenny eventually cheers up, but this doesn’t last long when Pippa continues teasing her for the next week.   Every night Jenny confides in me, telling him how Pippa now has a crowd of followers who join in and sadly some of them were girls Jenny thought were her friends.   I just listen feeling sorry for Jenny and cross with people who seem to be more like sheep then sheep are.   If only one of them stood by her Jenny would feel so much better.   Cats are more solitary creatures and don’t rely on other cats.  In some ways that’s good.  I think about the past couple of homes I’ve stayed in.  With Sooty I did rely on her because I was so scared of the changes in the home and didn’t know where I was.  Luckily, Sooty was understanding and helped me.  With Ratter, he put up with me, but really we lived in the same house but didn’t see each other much and with Mimi I knew I had to help her overcome her fear of everything.  But once she had done that she didn’t really need me.  To me it seems with cats we help each other out, giving and taking of friendship, but once the need is over we are happy to go our separate ways.  With humans it’s different and the loss of the friendship can really hurt and sometimes take forever to move on.

Jenny became more quieter and upset as the week went by and more children were following Pippa’s lead.   Meanwhile, another problem for Jenny was this speech.   The thought of making a speech and talking in front of the class was beginning to worry her, she hardly ate and didn’t speak unless it was absolutely necessary.

Her parents began to worry, one evening I sat listening to them discuss the problem.
“I’m so worried Len.  Jenny hardly ate again, she doesn’t like speaking. What can we do?   I’ve tried taking her to the doctors, but he wasn’t much help.  I try building up her confidence, but she takes no notice.  Even Tim’s beginning to worry.  I heard him tell Jenny he’s going to thump Pippa if she doesn’t stop it.  So I told him that he mustn’t do that.”   Len looks up, “why not?  Might stop her.  She’s made our Jenny’s life a misery.  I’ve never known the child so sad in a long time.”  “Oh Len, it is a worry.   She also has this speech she has to do, it’s got to be in next week.   She’s fretting so much, but she won’t  speak to me about it.  I just wish she’d talk to me.”
Len smiles “that’s a problem you won’t ever have eh love?   Not talking, I can’t stop you.”   Mum smiles, “Oh Len.  I’m serious.”   Len pats her arm comfortingly, “we’ll sort it out, don’t worry I’ll have a chat to her.”

I was in Jenny’s room .  It was a Saturday so she was lying on her bed.  She looked so sad and didn’t say anything.  So different from the chatterbox I first knew.  There’s a knock at the door, “Jenny, it daddy can I come in ?”  Her dad comes into the room and sits on the bed.  “What’s up Pidge?” (Pidge is his pet name for her).   “You should be out playing, it’s a great sunny day.”  Jenny says nothing.  “Hey come on do you want to kick a football in the garden?  We’ve not done that for ages.”   Jenny shakes her head.    Jenny dad carries on talking to her, trying to boost her confidence, telling her how special she is and to hold her head up high.   As she listens to him, Jenny’s eyes brighten a little, she sits up and I see a determination in her.    Eventually, she tells her dad she wants to go to the park.  “That’s the spirit Pidge.”   He gives her a hug and leaves the room.

Jenny looks at me, “I’m going to the park.”   I notice that she has said this to me without stammering.   Jenny takes herself off to the local park, it’s close by and somewhere she likes to play.  I follow to see if she is alright.   As she approaches the park she hears the loud unmistakable voice of Pippa.  At last I get to see this Pippa, who has been the cause of so much upset to the family.   It seems she is already causing trouble.

 “Get off that swing, I want a go on it.”   The little girl on the swing is younger than Pippa shouts back “shan’t, it’s my go.”   Pippa pulls her off the swing and is encourage by a group of 4 friends, “gone on Pippa you tell her.”
Pippa starts hitting the little girl, who cries.  None of the group go to help her.  One of two look at each other knowing this is wrong, but are too afraid to tackle Pippa, who has a sharp tongue.   I little girl cowers on the floor as Pippa raises a fist, before she can punch the girl a hand grips her wrist, “leave her!”   Pippa looks around in disbelief, Jenny has taken her by the wrist and pulled her away from the little girl.   Pippa is scared and shocked at this unexpected attack.   She looks around for her crowd of allies, who have already run home away from the trouble.  Pippa gets ups, whilst Jenny helps the crying girl.   Pippa walks away a few steps, “I’ll get you for this..”   Jenny looks at her, “and what?”  Pippa sees the look of determination on Jenny’s face, she knows that she won’t ever be able to scare Jenny again and quicly retreats.   Jenny helps the little girl and walks her to her home.     

Jenny goes home and works on her speech, she spends all afternoon on it and uses me as an audience to practice on.   Jenny always seemed to stammer less with me.  But the incident in the park had change her, her eyes were brighter, there was a confidence in her movements, her voice sounds stronger and she seemed happier.   At tea time her family also noticed and were relieved when she announced she had done her speech for Monday.   Mum asked if she wanted to practice on the family.  Jenny shook her head, “n no thanks m mum.  Y you will hear it at the speech day.”

Monday, came and Jenny went to school.  She did say to me she was worried what Pippa would do.   Later her mum and dad went to the school to listen to her speech.
I worried all afternoon, I knew this speech meant a lot.  I’d heard it several times
But I wondered how she would get on and would a room full of people, including her enemy Pippa there would affect her.

Later on the family came back.  It was obvious things had gone very well.   Jenny rushed over to me, I was sitting on her bed waiting for her to come hope.  “Oh Sukey Sue, guess what?  I won and you won’t believe it, I didn’t stammer once!”  My teacher picked my speech and everyone clapped mum and dad were so proud even my brother clapped.   It was funny cos Pippa looked like she’d turn the milk sour! “   Jenny picked me up and hugged me.   I was so happy for her.  Here is what her speech said…

Bullying

Bullying is bad and it makes you sad.
Other children hitting, calling names and picking on something to tease you with is cruel.
Bullies are not strong, they are weak.  They pick on kids who are littler and can’t fight back.
Bullies don’t have friends, just people that are too scared to stand up to them.
I’m glad I’m not a bully, cos it’s not clever, it doesn’t make you popular.
I’m glad I’m me.

The next day Jenny came home from school.   Since the speech she was much happier and her stammer was barely noticeable now, only if she tried to rush her words.    Jenny was no longer teased by Pippa, like most bullies she was a coward at heart.   Pippa went more into her shell after her crowd of followers stopped bothering with her.   

As the family slept, I saw a familiar shape of No Name at the window, I knew it was time to go.  Sadly I licked Jenny’s sleeping  face goodbye, hoping that I would see her again in her adult form.   

I climbed out of the window and followed No Name into the woods.  At the opening I asked if I was going back to my original home.“before I answer that one, I want to know if you have learnt anything.”  I told him I’d learnt that there was no place like home.  Although I had enjoyed the other homes, my original home was my real home.   “No Name, you seemed to be there all the time in the background.   Can you tell me what became of the families?”

No Name replied, “of course.”   He told me Melinda was tried as a witch and unfortunately put to death, like so many other innocent lives around that time.  I bowed my head feeling sad.  Although I didn’t know her for that long, Melinda was a good and kindly person and didn’t deserve to die like that.   No Name continued saying that Sooty managed to escape and found a new family, but she missed Melinda for the rest of her life.  Sooty lived to be 17 years old, which is good in cat’s years.

No Name told me that Harry and his family, moved to the cottage and the children went to school and learnt their letters and how to add up.  Tom got a job as a footman in service, Sally became a parlour maid and Elsie got a job in a hat shop.  
Harry benefitted the most and due to having more years at school became a teacher.
He was a firm but fair teacher, who seemed to command respect from the children without having to resort to brutal canings, which was normal in the Victorian times..  No Name said Harry always remembered me and how I was there when he needed me and he always insisted on having a cat in his home.  He turned out to be a kindly man who was good to his wife and children.  The baby that the childrens mother was expecting was another girl.  They called her Sarah.   Ratter did go with the family, as he got older he became more trusting and was sometimes known to sit on the odd lap.  He grudgingly accepted kindness from the family, but I could always tell he was a `softy’ at heart, despite his ways.

Ben and Molly’s father came home safely from the war.  The War ended in 1945 but the effect on the families lasted all their lives.   Mimi’s confidence grew from strength to strength and she was a well loved pet to all the family.   

I went to ask about Jenny.   No Name smiled, “you already know about Jenny.”
“I knew it, I knew she was my Jenny.”  No Name nodded.  I told No Name I was looking forward to seeing Jenny in her adult form and that I’d missed my family.   “No Name, I’ve seen so many different families, with different problems, but they all had something in common in that they helped each other through the hard times and that made them stronger.”   No Name nods wisely.  “Now Miss you need to get back, your humans who miss you.”   I look at No Name, “will I ever see you again?”  No Name replies, “you never know.”     “Goodbye No Name and thank you.”  I say, I turn when I hear a dog bark in the distance, when I turn back No Name is gone.     

I crept through the opening, again I fall and twirl.   As I come out of the opening and out of the woods I run towards the house.   It’s early daylight and as I approach the house I see the cat flap is there.  I creep through the cat flap I make my way towards the stairs.  I head for Jenny’s room,  luckily her door is open and she’s in the bed asleep, I jump up and sniff her, it’s definitely my Jenny all grown up again.  I look at her and smile, a cat type smile that is.   It’s funny seeing how Jenny has changed from seeing her as a young child, then the next moment an adult.   I gaze at her for a few moments.  I notice Jenny is alone, judging from the off key singing coming from the bathroom, Mike is in the shower.   I lick Jenny’s nose, “stop it Sukey” she chides, half asleep. Suddenly she then opens her eyes and wakes up, “Sukey, Sukey I don’t believe it.  You’re home!”   She cuddles me tightly, repeating my name in a chocked sounding voice.

Normally I’m not keen on being hugged this tightly, but for once I don’t care for at last I am home.   I purr loudly as Jenny cuddles me   “Oh Sukey, we thought you were dead, I’ve missed you so much.  I must call the children…”  She then pauses and decides to keep me to herself, just for a little while longer.   As Jenny cuddles me talking softly to me she tells me about another Sukey, when she was little.   “That was why I chose you.   It’s uncanny how like you and this other Sukey was.   I was eight years old  when I found her.  I was in my room singing to Dancing Queen, when she appeared.   She stayed with me when I had problems with this bully called Pippa, but I overcame that.  Then just as suddenly she left.  Oh I cried for weeks.  That’s why when you disappeared it was like I relived that loss.  Oh Sukey I’m glad you have come home.   I wonder what happened to that other Sukey.   I hope she found a good home. “   I smile to myself, “she did find a good home, an excellent one.”

THE END
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