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Dedication


This book is dedicated to my children's female hamster, Henry, and to Lattin Farms in Fallon, Nevada.
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Chapter 1





Cat and Mouse





Henry scurried under a freshly cut bail of moist hay.  "Ahhhh," she hummed to herself as she sat comfortably back in her new little bed.  Henry grasped a thick, stiff piece of straw and began to gnaw away.  Licking her lips as she tasted the sweet grass she was suddenly aware of a strange feeling that there was something else near her.  Something not quite so friendly lurked nearby…she just knew it.  A mouse can sense those things you know.





Henry quietly but swiftly shuffled to the other corner of her little hole in the hay.  She sniffed here and she sniffed there. Smelling the cool, crisp night air there was a scent of trouble.  What could be lurking just outside the entryway of Henry's new home?  Could it be a snake, hungry and tired from the heat of a long day?  Would this snake want to eat her for a midnight snack?  Could this snake savor Henry to the very last bite?





Or could it be a friendly, baby field mouse pouncing about the fields?  Maybe this playful child wandered too far away from her family.  Was this child like rodent now frightened by the moonlit expanse, searching for a safe place as Henry had?  Henry would certainly feel bad for the little fellow, but this was HER safe place now.





Could it be one of those big, blonde farm dogs searching for a lost bone from earlier in the day?  The big people did toss an old cows bone around in play for their dogs as they prepared to leave.  Would this beast be interested in Henry…would it?





Or worst, could it be…could it be…


"Meeeeeoooooow" Whined the familiar threat of Henry's worst enemy!  Henry shook from nose to toes with fear!





"Oh my, oh my," Henry whispered under her heavy breath.  What could be worst?  Why did it have to be a cat?  Not a cat with their sharp teeth and quick paws, goodness not a cat!





"You can't come in here, my friend, I will not be your dinner tonight!" Henry bellowed in her deepest, most confident voice to sound brave.  She buffed up her chest and put her paws on her hips to give her that extra boost of courage.
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"Oh no, my little tasty pal, I wouldn't think of eating you.  I had my snack already tonight.  I am just looking for a playmate to toss about.  I wouldn't hurt you if you would just come out and show yourself."  Came the coy answer of a fine feline from beyond Henry's cave.  But Henry knew better the ways of a sneaky cat.  Cats pretended to be nice and then would get you when you least expected it.  Now way would she leave the safety of her new straw nest.





"Not me for your lunch. I told you once.  I will not be taken in by your kind words.  My mommy warned me about bad kitties such as you."  Henry spat back at her cunning archenemy.  But then suddenly a huge mosquito came buzzing into Henry's home of hay.  No longer was Mr. Cat the big threat.  Henry dodged here and there to avoid the painful sting of the huge flying insect in search of his own dinner…Henry's blood.  With out thinking Henry backed up to the entrance of her invaded home.





Suddenly…a big black paw reached around Henry's belly.  It grasped her quickly and pulled her away from the safety of her shelter.  Henry's heart pounded with fear.  She was stuck between two awful creatures.  But she must fight to get free.  Oh, if only her brothers were here now as they were sneaky and would save her.  But no, Henry must escape this horrible trap on her own.





Henry felt her body lift into the crisp, midnight air.  She caught a glimpse of the great Swiss cheese in the sky.  She squinted her tiny rodent eyes and made a quick wish.  You know the great Swiss cheese in the sky could make your hopes come true if you wished just right!





Henry nipped the black hairs of the feline and a drop of red juice dripped from her mouth. Instantly Henry's nemesis released his grip on her wispy, wiry body and let go.  Henry scurried very speedily across the vast dirt searching with her eyes for some new sanctuary.  The big Swiss cheese made her surroundings glow with light and life as she scanned the yard for a safe place to be.





Then an old familiar growl took both of them off guard.  Oh my,  a dog it was.  A big, brown, slobbering canine with mischief in his eyes hunched down licking his chops at the sight of the quarreling pair.   Mr. Cat cringed and hissed back at the larger creature in hopes of appearing brave.  But the large furry animal yelped in delight. 

















Page 4 of 15


Henry, Hank and the Harvest Moon


Susie Harrison





Henry spotted an old wooden bucket turned on its side facing the barbwire fence.  It wasn't the safest place to go but it was something.  She scurried into the splintered structure and crouched in the bottom corner and peered out one of the cracks.  Henry was horrified at the size of the black and brown German Shepard that had actually spared him by hunting Mr. Cat.





Henry oddly felt pity for the black cat with the white tie shaped spot on his neck.  She could see the panic in the face of her once stalker.  The large beast reached out with its claw and scraped the cat to the ground hurting it.  But with a quick gain of strength the cat jumped to his feet, reared up and struck back at the dog.  Only using one of his paws, the cat was successful in gaining a brief moment to find shelter.





Mr. Cat also saw the old wooden bucket and quickly pranced into it and cringed, almost suffocating Henry in his shadow.  However, quite suddenly with out warning, the farm dog's husky claw reached in and clinched into the cat's delicate fur.





"Hisssss Hisssss, moooeeewww!" Cried the cat in pain.  Henry could sense that his once enemy was not angry but masking the agony of the dog's grasp.  The mean dog would not release its grip on the cat.  Henry and the cat exchanged glances and she saw the hurt in the cat's simple yellow eyes.  With out thinking Henry jumped upon the leg of the beast and bit her sharp, tiny fangs deep into the thick paw of the mutt. With a high pitched squeal the animal let go of the cat and ran off squealing away to some distant place.





The cat looked at Henry with a sigh of relief.  Henry now felt that the cat would not pose a further threat for the moment.  Then the cat curled up next to Henry  in a ball and began to lick his wounds with his thick raspberry tongue, nursing himself back to health.  After a while the cat began to purr and not saying a word, both fell into a deep exhausted sleep while keeping each other warm from the coolness of the desert night.
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Chapter 2





The Secrets of the Harvest Moon





The rooster crowed and the sun peeked its orange light over the distant hills to the East.  The joyful chirping of birds marked the start of a new day at Lattin Farms.  The unlikely couple  rested side by side in their wooden home.  Henry stretched and yawned still groggy from the night before.  Alarmed, Henry jumped back from the sight of the cat till his memory suddenly returned.  





"Oh my, you are not too hungry are you, for I do not want to be your breakfast?"  Inquired Henry of the wide-eyed cat who appeared to have been awake for some time.  She could hear Mr. Cats tummy growling.





"Yes, I've been hungry for a long time, but I haven't any plans to eat the mouse who spared me from the clenches of a cow dog.  I couldn't catch you anyhow.  You're far to smart and my paw, well…it doesn't work too well.  Not well enough to catch the likes of you or many other a good meal."  The cat responded semi-sadly.





"What's wrong with your paw?  It looks fine to me."  Henry looked the cat over with his beady little eyes.





"I don't really know.  It's never worked for as long as I remember."  The cat picked up his limp arm and it hung loosely in the air.  "My baby brothers and sisters always got to eat and play with my mommy first.  I always had to sneak the leftovers.  I don't care much though cause I am tough.  I don't need for anyone to like me anyway."





Henry knew that this new found friend wasn't really as tough as he claimed to be, only that he was lonely and needed a pal.   The cat obviously missed feeling love by his family.  Henry knew that feeling well as she missed love from her family too.





"Well, I don't think it matters much to me that you are not a perfect cat.  In fact I am thankful that you aren't just like other kitties.  If so, I would surely have been your dinner last night.  I think you are just fine as you are."  Henry tried to comfort his new friends hurt soul.
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"Can I ask what you do eat?"  Henry quizzed the hungry cat.  Not quite secure that the cat might change his mind.





"Mostly bugs, if I am lucky I get a rodent or two every now and then, but your were far to smart and quick for me, like most things."  This made Henry shutter.  What if she wasn't safe after all?  What if even after all they had been through Henry would still be lunch?   It must have shown on Henry's face for the cat was quick to respond.





"No, you don't worry.  Thanks for saving me from the dog.  Nobody has ever done anything like that for me before.  I am pretty much on my own.  I never had someone stick up for me like that especially from a big mutt the one that lives here.  He could have ripped my head off."





"Well, I just couldn't stand to see you hurt like that."  Henry sighed with relief. "My name is Henry, what's yours?"





"You can call me Hank.  I would say that's what my friends call me but you are my first one."  Hank chuckled and so did Henry in his mousy little way.





"Then let's go Hank and find us something to eat, I am starving."  Henry started skipping ahead of Hank in hopes he would follow, but not too closely.  "Just promise me you won't be eating mice today."  Henry held out his mousy paw to shake the bigger kitty paw of his once nemesis.  They shook on it.  They shook on being friends, on not eating mouse for brunch and a solid shake on taking care of each other.  A bargain neither one of them had ever struck before.





Henry fidgeted around gathering seeds and grass in the morning sun from the dust, dirt and crop fields.  This was a nice place.  After all there was a bunch of pumpkin seeds (Henry's favorite) scattered about from  broken fruit.  Hank jumped and pounced about catching dragonflys, gnats, and ants.  Not much for such a large tummy but seemed to do the trick.
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A roaring sound interrupted their morning play.  It was very loud and frightening.  Hank didn't seem to mind so much but Henry was a bit edgy.  The couple decided to go under a bridge in the dry ditch just passed the barbwire fence. It would be a good place for the day to keep safe from the comings and goings of the farm.  The engine of an over-loaded pick up truck rumbled over their heads. They heard the voices of many people laughing and complaining about the long, hot day of work in front of them.  Finally the truck passed and the heat of the sun warmed the two pals.  Hank rolled around in the cool earth beneath the concrete bridge and Henry gathered up straw to make a cozy little nest like home to rest in.  They sipped some remnants of irrigation water that lay stagnant under the shade of the bridge from the still hot October sun.








Finally they rested and reflected upon their short lives and what their future would bring.  As soon as Hank became big enough his mother had left him and his siblings alone to go out on their own.  Some of his brothers and sister were given away to nice, smiling children at the Wal-Mart in town.  But because of Hanks paw, no happy child wanted him.  Some people that had lived near by mentioned the word pound.  Hank knew what that meant, he would never be free again, or even worst….!  So Hank went out on his own one night and traveled here and there scraping up what food he could.





Hank never stayed in one place too long for fear that the pound people would come for him.  Hank was saddened that he was different than the other kitties and felt he couldn't do the same things as everyone else.  He often pondered on how his life could have been different if he had just had two good paws instead of one.  Would he ever know the answer of why he was so different than every one else?





Henry was born to a Mom with 2 brothers and 2 sisters.  It wasn't too long ago.  She often looked back on her early days when her brothers and sisters used to frolic around and  play with one another.  One day, Henry had wandered too far away from the big farmhouse that they lived under.  She curiously scouted out and entered a crate with her favorite fruit in it.  Henry loved pumpkins, the seeds were so delicious.


























Page 8 of 15


Henry, Hank and the Harvest Moon


Susie Harrison








All of the sudden the wooden box she had wandered into was lifted high into the air.  Henry was tossed about wildly almost being crushed by all the yummy pumpkins.  Then she heard that same familiar roar that they had heard earlier.  The truck rumbled and the box in the back jiggled for a while.  When it stopped Henry slipped out of her prison and down to the ground to find herself here, a farm away from home.   She had heard about a great place like this called Lattin Farms with wonderful corn, straw, pumpkins, and fields to play in.  It would be like heaven but the loss of her dear siblings was more than she could bear.  Henry missed the warm bodies of her brothers and sisters at night.  





"If I had one wish, I would find my way home to my family again."  Henry gazed off into the distance with longing in her eyes.





"If I had one wish it would be to have two normal paws like every other cat.  Then everyone would love me and I could do what any other cat could do."  Reflected Hank.





"A caterpillar once told me back home that if you could reach the big Swiss cheese in the sky on the night it was the fullest, you could find the answer to any question."  Henry remembered from her days back home.





"Ya, I have heard that too. The harvest moon is a spirit that answers the mysteries to life.  It is the biggest and brightest just before the farmers cut the fields and leave the land open and bare.  Just before the cold winds come and the white powder that falls from the sky the harvest moon will shine the lightest ever.  May be we should try to get there and our hopes and dreams will come true."   Hank thought out loud.  





"But that seems so far away, how would we get there?"  Henry asked with wonder.





"It's not that far.  Just passed the cornfields.  I know some farmers came with their big machines and cut paths through out the fields so all could get through.  We would have to let the moon lead us and not get lost along the way."  Hank suggested.
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"Well, then let's start tonight.  What do you think?  It will be a long journey and there may be dangers along the way.   Maybe if we stick together we can get through the labyrinth.  Are you scared?"  Henry was excited but fearful.








"Let's do it.  Rest now, before it gets dark.  The hardships may be great.  But we can do it…together."  Hank yawned and gingerly stretched out in the dusty, cool earth beneath him.  He knew they must relish the comfort now; they had a long venture ahead of them.  They curled up once again but this time not in fear of an angry beast but in peace, a restful peace before the journey of their lives.
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Chapter 3





The Great Journey Begins





Night fell slowly upon the great Nevada cornfield maze.  The night dogs began to howl at the luminous moon that crept up over the foothills in the distance of the farm.  Crickets began humming their rhythmic songs.  An invisible owl, upon some nearby telephone pole, began his nightly watch for food and prey.  The farmers and their pick up trucks had long since gone home.  The giggling children that had stopped by for a visit had also gone home to their comfortable beds, taking with them some prize pumpkins from Henry's patch.  But when children come, a big orange fruit or two always get stepped on, leaving Henry with some scrumptious seeds to munch on.





Hank and Henry both yawned and stretched as the refreshing sleep of the day had left them with plenty of energy to begin their journey.  All they needed was a little food to get them on their way.  They left their safe home under the bridge to scurry and scramble about for some food.  Once again Hank found himself some choice insects flying about to eat.  It was just as fun catching them and tossing them about, as it was to eat them.  There were plenty of bugs flying about tonight and Hank's belly felt full.





Henry enjoyed the left over seeds and corn scattered about the ground from the children's visit.  She loved the little kids laughter, but more so she loved the mess they left for her to clean up.  She would never dare go near a child for fear but often admired their play from afar.  At the home Henry came from there were little children there too.  They even had a cage in their house with some bigger mice like creatures in it.  How awful it would be to be caged in unable to run about.  But the hamsters seemed happy, as they didn't have to struggle to find food and water.  How Henry missed home. 





Hank and Henry gazed before them at the expanse of the large cornfield maze ahead of them.  The stalks were tall and ripe.  Henry pictured herself crawling up one of those vines and nipping at the sweet corn.  But they must be on their way.





A sparsely flat entrance paved the way for their trip.  What adventures awaited them as they approached this path?  They wouldn't know until they ventured out on their way.  They would have to be strong to reach the great harvest moon, or as Henry preferred to think of it as…the big Swiss cheese in the sky.
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They came up upon the dusty entrance of the long stalks of corn.  First they had to pass through many pumpkins both great and small.  Some were yellow; some were orange, and some green.  Henry wanted to pause to eat more seeds but he was already so full his belly was about to burst.





Just before reaching the front of the path Hank jumped back suddenly and hissed.  His hair stood up on end.  Both anger and fear filled his face.  Henry scuffled under a tall stalk of corn and a green leaf for cover.





"Mrrroowww, hiss hiss!" Hank warned again and Henry peeked one eye out of her leaf shelter.   It was a farmer!  Why was a farmer out so late?  He had a big straw hat, a cloak and a little bucket dangling in his hand from the night's breeze.  Henry pulled back the cover of the green stalk and hid.  Hank could handle this one.  Hank backed up and fell against the stalk that Henry was cringing under, almost crushing her.  But something was different about this farmer.





The stand off was long.  Hank held his ground waiting for this person to make his move, but nothing happened. The farmer stood very still and did not say a word.  Henry slowly crept out of her leaf, just a little, and looked closely at the man standing before them.  That's when she noticed the farmer had sticks for legs.





"Whewwwww, this is not a person, this is just broom sticks with overalls on!"  Cried Henry with relief.  Hank cautiously inched his way closer, sniffing as he went.  No…no, scent of human sweat.  No scent of pot roast or milk on this farmer.  This was a rouse.  Hank swatted at the object just to be sure, but the clothed broomstick did not respond.





"Oh my, this isn't a person at all!"  Hank sighed comfortably.  Henry and Hank took turns swatting at this mismatched dressed, pretend person for a while.  Then they laughed and giggled at their mistaken fear.  But as they were about to resume their trip a strange smell over took them.  It was a nasty smell.





" Peeeeuuuuuuw!"  The cat's face contorted in a funny way.  "What on earth is that smell?"





"I rather like the smell."  Henry smiled sniffing around.





"Ooooh, gosh, I can't stand!" Hank stood on his hind lags and tried to cover his nose with his bad paw, leaving his good one for defense.
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Suddenly out of the tall stalks of corn slipped a black and white looking cat.  Hank, prepared for battle, and leaned over to take a closer look. ' What kind of cat snooped so low to the ground when he walked? And what kind of fluffy tale was that?'  Both Henry and Hank pondered.





The strange looking cat like animal had a long white stripe in her fur from her head to tail, other than the smell the creature was quite pretty.  Hank only had a long white patch on his neck and chest.





"Boo," Laughed the animal as she jumped at them playfully.


  


"Friend or Foe?" The animal asked with a high-pitched girlish voice.





"That depends on what you are?"  Cautiously Hank responded.





"Why I am a skunk, you silly. Haven't you heard about me?  If you are mean to me I can curse you for a real long time with my pretty smell."  Giggled the playful skunk who obviously meant no harm.  "So are you my friend or do I need to raise my pretty tail?"  She replied again with a  coy smile.





"Well I suppose we aren't out to get you or anything.  We are just trying to get somewhere and don't want any trouble. You aren't trouble are you?"  Henry jumped in before someone got skunked.





"Not quite, where are you going and can I go too?"





"No, it's just the two of use.  We are traveling to the harvest moon.  Henry here want to find her way and home and I …well…I am coming along to help her."  Hank was too embarrassed to admit his faulty paw.  He knew it was obvious but didn't want to admit that he was self-conscious about it.





"Well that alright I guess.  I am happy just playing around here.  I don't wander too far from home.  I hear bad things about skunks, like myself, who try to cross the big black dirt that the trucks travel on.  Some have never returned but we smell them forever."  The skunk briefly had a gloomy look but her cheer returned quickly.





"How long does it take to get to the harvest moon from here? Where is the end of this maze?  Do you know?  Hank inquired of the skunky new friend.
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"Long way from here.  You could try to cut through the stalks but they become thick and to hard to get through.  It's best to stay on the path by night and hide in the corn during the day.  But watch out, there are a lot of things that go bump in the night!"  The friendly skunk advised.





Henry and Hank looked at each other with concern, this may not be as easy as they once thought.





 "By the way, my name is Squaw, what's yours?"





"Oh, I am Henry and this is my pal Hank." Henry introduced.





"A cat is YOUR friend?  What did you do bribe him with cheese and lots of relatives or something?"  Giggled Squaw once again.





"Well, I have to admit that Henry does look quite a fat, tasty, little treat, but we have an agreement.  See, Henry saved my life once."  Hank said with a little humor and embarrassment.





"I guess to each their own.  This path is a labyrinth you know.  It twists and turns and has dead ends.  You never know what awaits you around the corner."  The path-wise skunk informed.





"How will we know which way to go?"  Hank asked curiously.





"I would stay left at each of the crossroads for the night.  From there I do not know.  I am sure you could ask someone else along the way.  But please be very, very careful."  Squaw warned with sincere concern.





"Thanks for your help.  And don't jump out at anyone else, you might get swiped at with a sharp claw."  Hank likewise warned with a sly smile.





"Oh, I am not too worried about that."  Squaw raised her tail up and down reminding all of them of the stench that followed.
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Chapter 4





Title Pending





Henry and Hank waved their goodbyes at the charming little animal and went along their way.  The shadows of the looming tall, grass-like stalks were haunting, but they knew they must conquer their fears to get to the other side.  They went this way and that, weaving through this great labyrinth as quickly as they could go.  They new that they only had so many hours before the sun would begin to rise and scorch the land with its heat.  They stopped from time to time to snack on some fallen seeds of corn and a few insects flying a midst the air.  They even found a puddle of still water to quench their thirsty, parched lips.





They were glad for Squaw's guidance as this was a truly quite a maze.  Sometimes they would meet up with two paths.  If it hadn't been for Squaw's instruction, who knows where they might have ended up.  They passed many pumpkins big and small by their paths.  Some had even been carved into faces.  Some faces were frightening.  Yet other faces were friendly as if to say, 'Go, your headed in the right way'.  Many a fake people (scarecrow's) made Henry and Hank jump a time or two.  But no real farmer came out to shoo them away.





Hank jumped with out warning.  "I thought I felt water.  Did you?  It dropped right on my forehead."  Hank took his paw and wiped it off.  Just as he did Henry also jerked a bit.





"Me too, do you think it is going to rain?"





"Don't know, doesn't usually rain much in these parts."  Hank looked to the moonlit sky. It seemed to be clear of the puffy whites that usually announce a good soaking.





Out of the clear, starlit night came sheets of water.  The dousing drenched Henry and Hank even before they could run for safety, and you know how cats hate water.  The thundering drops were so loud that the cat and the mouse couldn't even hear each other speak.  What could this be, the end of the world?  Henry was sure to drown if they didn't do something soon.
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Henry spotted a large carved jack-o-lantern to the side of their path just ahead.  She tugged on Hanks tail and pointed.  Then Henry ran and squeezed her tiny, little frame through the eyes of the laughing pumpkin.











Too be continued....


