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MANDY AND COREY 

 

 

 
My name is Jody Wilson. I'm a gorgeous, short-haire d Tabby. 

My coat is gray, and my beautiful eyes are hypnotic . I was told 
that I was born at Camp Puppy Mill, located somewhe re in 
Northeastern Missouri. Camp Puppy Mill was a run-do wn, sorry 
excuse for a home. Well, aren't most puppy mills li ke that?  

Now, before you start wondering how a 'cat' happene d to be 
born in a puppy mill, I'll answer your question. Al though most 
inmates in puppy mills are dogs, cats can sometimes  be found 
there. It all depends on how much money the owner o f the 
establishment wants to make.  

Good animal shelters fare better than any puppy mil l. My 
mother was born in an animal shelter, somewhere in Northeastern 
Missouri. She was purchased by Steve and Karen Wils on. They 
refused to purchase a cat from a pet store. They un derstood that 
many pet stores purchase their cats and dogs from u nscrupulous 
animal dealers.  

The Wilsons showered my mother with love, good food , toys, 
clean water, and a mini-play ground. Cats who are c ompanion 
animals must be treated well. Cat owners should onl y be thankful 
that they have an additional member added to their family.  

The toys and backyard play area of the Wilson home was the 
envy of other cats in the neighborhood. On weekends  and 
holidays, cats and kids from the neighborhood would  sneak into 
the Wilson’s yard in order to play with my mother. Although the 
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kids behaved as though they were there to admire he r, they just 
wanted to play with her toys.  

My mother was taken to the veterinarian once a year  for a 
routine physical examination. On my mother's first visit, Dr. 
Fredericks tried to convince the Wilsons to declaw her. Citing 
warped examples of cat owners who no longer felt th e need to 
cover their furniture after the mutilation it becam e a nightmare 
for my mother. 

Thankfully, the nightmare was short-lived. The Wils ons had 
up-to-date knowledge about the possible complicatio ns from 
declawing. Cats need their claws for offense, defen se, climbing, 
leaping, and walking. In simple terms, a cat's not a cat, 
without his/her claws.  

My mother would've preferred to live on the streets , rather 
than live as a mutilated cat. Most cats would choos e likewise.      
Imagine if someone were to chop off the first digit  of each one 
of your fingers. It wouldn't feel good!  

Rick Preston, a neighbor of the Wilsons, agreed wit h Dr. 
Fredrick's proposal. My mother never got along with  either 
creep. She suspected that they had inner hatred/env y towards 
her. After all, she was very beautiful.  

“Your cat may decide to tear into your sofas and ch airs,” 
Rick once said.  

Just for the record, my mother never scratched any of the 
Wilson's furniture. She was a sweet and gentle cat.  She 
respected the rights and properties of others. She was a good 
North American cat.  

Besides, the Wilsons had two scratching posts insid e of 
their home; eradicating any urges my mother would'v e had for 
scratching-up the furniture.  

My mother practiced her clawing techniques on the 
scratching posts; imagining that she was a tigress clawing a 
tree. As a secondary precaution, the Wilsons kept t wo pairs of 
'soft paws' in their home. Just in case my mother b ecame 
restless.  

Although my mother was fed on a regular schedule, s ometimes 
she got a sudden urge for a snack. She'd call out t o the 
Wilsons, and then roll onto her back. If that didn' t work, she'd 
approach one of the Wilsons and play cutie-pie. Tha t method 
almost always worked.  

When my mother turned two, the Wilsons brought her along on 
a trip to Hawaii. The Wilsons prepared for the trip  well in 
advance. My mother was told that the family was goi ng to a very 
nice place.  

On the day of the trip the Wilsons made sure all th e needed 
accessories and articles of clothing were in their suitcases and 
handbags.  
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The Wilsons were hard-working attorneys. Technicall y, Mr. 
Wilson worked for his wife. She was the owner of Th e McCartney 
Law Firm. Mrs. Wilson inherited ownership of the fi rm from her 
aunt, Francine McCartney  

My mother was thankful to be a member of the Wilson  family. 
My mother already had the 'Wilson' name before she was adopted. 
It was by pure coincidence that a Wilson adopted a Wilson.  

The Wilsons were glad that my mother had the same f amily 
name as they did. This was one of the reasons they purchased my 
mother from the animal shelter.  

Millions of cats around the world are forced to liv e on the 
'tough streets', fighting for food, territory, and mating 
privileges. For a cat to make it on the streets, to ughness and 
cunning are mandatory. Cats that are naive have a d ifficult time 
surviving.  

Cats on the streets that don't want to starve must hold 
their ground against their own kind, and 'other ene mies'. These 
'other enemies' include: vermin control officers (V COs), police 
officers, dogs, habitat destruction and alteration,  vehicles, 
pollution, most rats, evil humans, raccoons, contam inated foods 
or water, infections, diseases (contagious and non- contagious), 
parasites, flies, and fleas.  

Amongst dogs and cats, the big 'R' is the most horr ifying 
sickness! The 'R' stands for rabies. No dog or cat wants to end-
up with rabies. Any contagion that can't be cured r esults in a 
death sentence for the poor animal. 

On the morning of the planned trip to Hawaii, my mo ther 
pictured beautiful trees, bodies of water, and much  sunshine. 
Also, taking long walks with the Wilsons; not havin g to worry 
about snow or cold weather.  

After the Wilsons finished packing, Karen called fo r a cab.  
"Hello, is this the Blue Cab Company?" asked Karen.  
"Yes madam. This is John, the dispatcher for the Bl ue Cab 

Company. May I be of assistance?"  
"Please send a cab to 1375 Bryson Street West. We w ant to 

go to the airport," said Karen.  
"Sure madam. Your cab will be there in fifteen minu tes. Is 

there anything else?" asked the dispatcher.  
"No, we'll be waiting for the cab in our living roo m. 

Please tell the driver to honk his horn several tim es as soon as 
he arrives," said Karen.  

Mrs. Wilson turned off her cell phone, and then gla nced at 
the clock on the living room wall. The time was 8:0 0 A.M. The 
Wilson's flight was scheduled to leave at 10:00 A.M .  

Although my mother was happy about going to Hawaii,  she was 
aware that unexpected problems could occur at any m oment. For 
example, the cab driver could end up going to the w rong address. 
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Also, car problems could develop on the way to the airport. 
Being on the alert is an inherent quality of cats; while they're 
not napping.  

At 8:15 A.M., the Wilsons heard five honks emanatin g from 
their driveway.  

Mrs. Wilson pulled apart two blinds, and then looke d 
outside. She saw a Blue Cab. Then, she looked back at Mr. 
Wilson, and smiled. It was time to leave.  

"Steve, it's the cabby! The driver arrived on time.  We've 
got to leave, now!" exclaimed Karen.  

The Wilsons quickly carried their suitcases and han dbags 
out to the cab, forgetting someone very important i n the 
process. For a minute, my mother thought that the W ilsons had 
decided to leave her behind.  

"Please, wait a minute! I need to go back! We forgo t 
Mandy!" exclaimed Karen.  

"No problem," answered the cabby.  
Karen ran back into her house, and then told my mot her to come. 
As soon as my mother was within arms' reach, Karen hoisted her 
off of the floor, and then exited her house. She cl osed the door 
behind her, and then locked it.  

After Steve picked up the animal carrier, Karen put  my 
mother inside it. Then, my mother heard the cling o f the door 
closing.  

Many cats are sensitive to being 'incarcerated' ins ide a 
small animal carrier. Never mind what the so-called  human 
experts may say. They're not always right, nor are they always 
honest. Animal carriers should be bigger, and have more 'air 
openings'. The animal inside the carrier needs to f eel 
comfortable, not claustrophobic!  

My mother pleaded with the Wilsons to let her out. She even 
tried scratching the interior of the animal carrier . Her efforts 
were to no avail.  

"Please, let me out! I don't want to be inside this  tiny 
cell! I'm not an inanimate object!" shouted my moth er.  

The Wilsons were too preoccupied with their trip to  take 
notice of my mother's pleas. The Wilsons should hav e placed my 
mother inside a bigger animal carrier. Even good an imal owners 
make mistakes.  

My mother once told me that if she was as strong as  
Superwoman, she would've smashed her way out of tha t 
'suffocating' animal carrier.  

A living being inside an animal carrier should be a ble to 
breathe freely, turn around, stand up, lie down, ta ke three 
steps in every direction, and be able to see the ou tside world 
with the least hindrance. Some cats become terrifie d or 
apathetic, when they're placed inside an animal car rier. They 
don't understand why their 'beloved owners' are har ming them.  
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The cabby put the Wilson’s luggage in the trunk of his cab.          
In the process, he grinned at the Wilsons, but glar ed at my 
mother. My mother was aware of the extreme hatred t hat some 
humans have towards cats. It's a bit confusing. Cat s are cute, 
cuddly, agile, fun to be with (sometimes), and don' t gripe as 
much as human babies do. In fact, humans who own we ll-behaved 
cats have a gem in their possession.  

"Sir, madam, I had a cat back when I was a kid. She  was 
cute, but obnoxious," said the cabby.  

"Really?" asked Steve.  
"Where are you heading to?” asked the cabby.  
"We're going to Hawaii," replied Steve.  
"My sister moved to Hawaii fifteen years ago. She s pent 

five years of her life there. Afterwards, she moved  up to 
Montana. I'm originally from Portland, Maine. Gosh,  whenever it 
snowed, I dreamed of sunshine, palm trees, grass, a nd a 
beautiful ocean.  

I moved to Missouri five years ago. Initially, I wa nted to 
stay here for only two years, save some money, and then move out 
west. All that changed when I met my dear wife. She  was the best 
thing that ever happened to me," said the cabby.  

"Okay, I understand how she was the best thing that  ever 
happened to you, but why didn't you try to convince  her to move 
out west with you?" asked Steve.  

"Sir, I did try. She told me that I'd have to go al one. Her 
home was in Missouri, and only Missouri. I had to m ake up my 
mind. Live with Laura, or live out west. I decided to do the 
right thing. We've had an incredible relationship s ince then.  

My wife's a high school teacher. She taught me abou t the 
importance of getting a proper education. That's wh y I'm taking 
night classes this semester. I like being a cabby, but, I'd 
prefer to have a 'brainy job'.  

Cats are very interesting animals. As a general rul e, they 
don't intimidate or attack humans. But, I don't lik e all cats! 
The first impression I have of a cat is what I keep  with me 
forever. I mean, if I don't like him/her the moment  we meet, 
that's the way it'll always be," said the cabby.  

"A cat must come into contact with humans early in life. 
Otherwise, he/she will have a lifelong apprehension  of strangers 
(humans). Apprehensive cats won't allow themselves to get too 
comfy with strangers. Many stray cats that have nev er had any 
contact with humans will shy away, or even flee upo n seeing a 
human. Even if the human were to get down on one kn ee, and speak 
softly to the cat. It'd make no difference, whatsoe ver.  

You're absolutely right! To an apprehensive cat, hu mans 
appear as giant bipedals," said Karen.  
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The cabby grinned at the Wilsons, then pulled out o f the 
driveway and headed for the airport.  

Things were running smoothly. A cat couldn't have a sked for 
anything more.  

My mother's incredible feline senses enabled her to  
estimate the correct time and distance between each  fare 
increase. Karen had frequently brought my mother al ong on taxi 
rides in the past. My mother loved to look out of t he window. 

Sadly, she saw too many dilapidated strays. Some of  them 
had horrific wounds scattered throughout their bodi es. Others 
were bordering on starvation. Regardless, every str ay cat is 
wanted by the VCOs. Strays are like escapees from a  
penitentiary. 

At any moment in time, a VCO, or any officer of the  law, 
for that matter, may chase them down.  

Strays may have signs of extreme stress and apprehe nsion on 
their faces. Being out on the streets is really tou gh for cats 
and dogs. Not to mention raccoons, pigeons, and oth er desperate 
animals. 

But, it's much tougher for domesticated dogs and ca ts 
who've just been 'evicted' from their homes. Feral animals have 
a long history of living outdoors. However, today's  world isn't 
like that of old. Humans are now the 'conquerors' o f the new 
world. Many humans don't want to see 'creatures' in  their towns, 
cities, or counties. Indeed, it's 'a human-eat-all- other-
animals-world'.  

After twenty five minutes of driving, the Wilsons w ere 
within eye's view of the airport. 

The sounds that were emanating from the airplanes w ere very 
annoying. Yes, even cats hate noise pollution. 

Many cats think that airplanes are giant metallic b irds. 
Not Mandy Wilson. My mother knew better.  

Upon entering Kansas City International Airport, th e cab 
driver rolled down his window, then waited patientl y for the 
parking lot attendant to speak.  

"You know the rules. Ten minutes, only. If you stay  longer, 
I'll fine you big times. I'm not kidding," said the  parking lot 
attendant.  

"No problem," replied the cabby.  
After receiving his entrance receipt the cab driver  drove 

to the airline terminals.  
"Please drop us off at the Trans West Airlines term inal," 

said Karen.  
"Certainly," replied the cabby.  

Upon reaching the Trans West Airlines terminal, the  cabby pulled 
over into the curb, and then turned off the meter.  
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Steve pulled out two bills from his wallet then han ded them 
to the cabby.  

"Please, give me a moment," said the cabby.  
"You've been a good cabby. Go ahead. Keep the chang e," said 

Steve.  
The cabby thanked the Wilsons for being good passen gers, 

and for the generous tip. Afterwards, he exited his  cab, opened 
the passenger doors, and then opened the trunk.  

"I'm glad we didn't forget our baby! She's such an 
important part of our lives! If anything were to ha ppen to our 
baby, I'd go nuts!" exclaimed Karen.  

After all was done, the Wilsons entered the Trans W est 
Airlines terminal, and then headed straight to the baggage 
check-in area.  

The Wilsons encountered a line of frustrated travel ers. It 
took roughly twenty minutes for the Wilsons to chec k-in their 
baggage, along with the animal carrier.  

As soon as their baggage was placed on the conveyor  belt, 
the Wilsons felt a gush of relief. At the other end  of the 
conveyor belt, a muscular baggage handler took hold  of my 
mother's animal carrier and then placed it in a bag gage 
transporter.  

The Wilsons assumed that the animals in the plane's  cargo 
section were going to enjoy the long flight. Not qu ite so.  
Some of the animals in the baggage transporter were  visibly 
shaken. The baggage handlers were impersonal and a bit rough in 
their handling of the animal carriers.  

"Where are these strangers taking us?" asked a Gold en 
Retriever.  
There was no answer. For the time being, each of th e animals was 
too occupied with his/her own fate to answer the qu estion.  

The muscular baggage handler drove the airport cart  to the 
airplane loading section. The terrified animals wer e removed 
from their animal carriers. Afterwards, they were p romptly 
placed inside separate cages. After the work was do ne, the 
muscular baggage handler called-in to have the airp lane's hatch 
closed.  

“I feel like a cheap piece of baggage,” said the Go lden 
Retriever.  

The animals waited for fifteen terrifying minutes, before 
hearing a thunderous, rumbling sound. Airplane engi nes sound 
like roaring monsters to the cargo animals.  

"We'll be taking off soon!" exclaimed my mother.  
My mother didn't want to reveal her fear to the oth er 

animals. So, she pretended that she was excited abo ut the whole 
affair.  
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As soon as the airplane began to back-up, a black c at 
barfed. Another cat defecated and urinated. There w as nobody 
around to comfort them. While their owners were 'on  deck' they 
were in the 'hole'.  

While the captain was driving the airplane on the t armac, 
the scene inside the cargo section became chaotic. In other 
words, the animals went crazy. Apparently, the carg o animals 
couldn't understand the sudden change in speed.  

A Dachshund 'engulfed' her cage in urine, feces, an d vomit. 
Even a tough lion would've 'freaked-out' from the o rdeal.  

The animals in the cargo section felt like they wer e 
entering another dimension. Even the concept of tim e had 
changed. Of course, when you're terrified, or in pa in, time 
passes slowly. Things improved a bit as soon as the  airplane 
leveled off at 35,000 feet. 

Because cargo animals aren't paying customers, airl ine 
executives generally don't think of them when makin g decisions 
about plane safety or comfort. In the meantime, car go animals 
will have to bite-the-bullet until the situation im proves.  

It was impossible for the cargo animals to ignore e ach 
other. Of course, with nothing to do and hours of w aiting, it 
was evident they'd converse with each other.  

My mother eyed the other animals, trying to pick ou t a good 
friend to converse with. She spotted a zebra cat (w hite and 
black colored), with green eyes and who appeared to  have a good 
temperament. He was in the cage on the left of my m other.  

Initially, my mother was hesitant to initiate a 
conversation. Sometimes, looks can be deceiving. My  mother 
waited for a moment, before initiating a conversati on.  

"Hi, my name is Mandy Wilson. I'm going to Hawaii! I've 
heard many good things about Hawaii. I can't wait t ill I get 
there."  

For some unknown reason, the zebra cat my mother sp oke to 
‘stressed’ his left foreleg. He grimaced whenever h e shifted his 
weight. Something was wrong. My mother instinctivel y knew that 
the injury was caused by severe trauma, and wasn't a birth 
defect. Her feline curiosity made her ask him how t he problem 
came about. Animals, including cats, are very good behaviorists. 
We don't have to read books, articles, or other 'hu man sources' 
of literature, in order to sense mental or physical  unease in 
another animal.  

My mother wondered if the cat's owner had caused th e 
trauma. Unfortunately, some dog and cat owners thin k their 
companion animals have no feelings, like automatons . Descartes, 
the philosopher, was one of those humans who sustai ned and 
expanded this terrible lie!  
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According to Descartes, animals were automatons, ma chine-
like creatures. Animals respond to physical intrusi on in an 
automatic manner. No pain, agony, or fear. Totally bogus!  

Animals can't survive in the wild without having ne rve 
receptors. It's a matter of common sense. 

Also, we're not automatons! We're sentient beings; we're 
alive and feel physical and mental pain/discomfort!  

Sadists who love to torment animals understand that  their 
targets do feel pain. That's why the sadist gets of f by 
performing the act. Otherwise, hitting an animal wo uld be like 
hitting a block of cement.  

My mother had to find out what had happened to the zebra 
cat.  

"What's your name?" my mother asked.  
"I'm Corey Jameson. I'm three years-old, sad, and s omewhat 

apprehensive when it comes to making new 'human' fr iends. I've 
had a rough life. As you can see, I have a 'favored ' foreleg. 
The pain used to be much worse.  

In the past, my foreleg throbbed even when I didn't  apply 
pressure on it. I thought I was going mad! Some phy sical wounds 
do heal over time; other wounds don't."  

Apparently, Corey had been purchased by fraternity brothers 
from Gramson State College (GSC), in California. Co rey was more 
or less a living trinket. His feelings were never t aken into 
consideration. In addition, no plan was formed to c are for Corey 
after the fraternity brothers graduated from GSC. T he guys 
needed a temporary buddy, mascot, and a cutie-pie c at. It was 
Corey.  

At the end of the academic year, or upon graduation , a 
school cat may be tossed out into the streets, or t aken to the 
local shelter. Once in a blue moon, a 'lucky cat' e nds up in the 
hands of a 'humane' student; but don't count on it.  

Corey spent six weeks of his life in a pet store, t rying 
desperately to ignore the countless gawking humans.  After a cat 
has been gawked at several hundred times, it starts  to become 
annoying. Especially when a cat's trying to take a nap while 
someone's tapping on the glass or cage bars.  

It began on a sunny Saturday morning, in the month of July, 
a pet store worker opened Corey's cage door, then r eached in and 
yanked him. Corey felt that something drastic was g oing to 
happen. Although he was hoping for a release, the d estination 
was just as important. It would be worse for him to  be sent to a 
'vicious' owner.  

A pet store worker asked two fraternity brothers fr om GSC 
to go to the cashier. A purchase was in the making.  

"Please take Corey to the cashier," said the pet st ore 
worker.  
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Trouble was lurking. Corey 'scented' alcohol on the  
fraternity brothers' breath. This was a bad sign fo r a soon-to-
be companion animal. Party animals don't make good pet owners.  

The fraternity brothers walked over to the cashier' s 
counter. The cashier was a young, attractive woman,  who wore a 
short pony tail.  

"I'm Lydia Shaw. We're glad you chose Eddie's Pet W orld for 
your purchase. You guys look like GSC students. Gra mson’s a good 
school."  

"I'm Jeff Dawson. This is my buddy, Andy Flynn. We' re 
seniors in the Sociology department at Gramson. A c at in our 
fraternity house will liven up the atmosphere. We w ant a 'fleshy 
toy' to play with when we're down and out."  

"I've been working at Eddie's Pet World for over a year 
now. The pay is low, but I'm still thankful to have  a job.  

I mean, it beats waitressing. Besides, I've met man y people 
here. Well, not all of them were friendly. One guy who came here 
a couple of months ago wanted to purchase a lion. A fter telling 
him that we don't sell lions, he insisted on speaki ng to the pet 
store owner. Luckily, the owner was in the storage room doing 
inventory work.  

I called the owner, but he didn't come. So, the guy  decided 
to go back to the storage room. I braced myself for  a terrible 
argument.  

To make a long story short, the guy ended up speaki ng to 
the owner for roughly fifteen minutes. Then, I got the shock of 
my life. Both men exited the storage room together,  with smiles 
on their faces. It was like they'd made a secret de al. As of 
that moment, I lost all respect for the owner. Plea se, don't 
tell anyone that 'I' told you this story. Otherwise , I'll be 
fired on the spot," whispered Lydia.  

"Well, we must return to the fraternity house. Othe rwise, 
we'll miss the big party. We want to surprise our f riends with 
this cute cat. Here's what we owe you," said Jeff.  

"Just give me a second, so I can give you back your  change. 
Gosh, it's really nice to see college students arou nd here. I'm 
returning to school next year. With no promotion pr ospects, it's 
the only thing I can do," said Lydia.  

As soon as the 'cat sale' went through, Jeff's pale d, then 
reddened. He wanted something else. What was it? 

"Please, give me a leash. I don't want this cat to run away 
or to get lost. Worse yet, I don't want to buy anot her cat," 
said Jeff.  

Lydia motioned Jeff and Andy to stay. After taking a deep 
breath, she went to the back of the pet store, and then removed 
a leash from a peg board.  
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Afterwards, Lydia returned with the leash in her ha nd. She 
handed the leash to Jeff. Then, she hoisted an anim al carrier 
that was located underneath the counter.  

Lydia placed the animal carrier on the counter. Aft erwards, 
she gently pulled Corey from Jeff's hands, and then  placed him 
inside the animal carrier.  

As soon as Lydia closed the animal carrier door, Co rey 
cringed. He realized that his lifeline had been dra stically 
altered for the worse.  

Andy and Jeff were muscular jocks. In fact, they we re stars 
of the GSC football team. With good looks, money, a nd a cat, it 
looked like they had it all.  

Andy swiped the leash from Jeff's hand and waved it  in 
front of the animal carrier. Corey didn't like that .  

Cats don't like to be leashed. They love to roam ar ound, 
unfettered. Leash-free is the best way. Because Cor ey was inside 
an animal carrier, there was nothing he could do bu t wallow in 
agony.  

The animal carrier stunk. Obviously used many times  before, 
it had three fecal smears and sticky urine inside i t. No wonder, 
Lydia gave the animal carrier away for free.  

"I felt sorry for myself, and every single cat that 'd ever 
been placed inside that horrendous animal carrier,"  said Corey.  

Too many cats had done their thing inside that stin king 
prison hole! Neither Lydia, nor the buyers seemed t o give a 
damn. Corey's best interests weren't part of the 's ales 
equation'.  

Jeff and Andy thanked Lydia for being so kind and h elpful. 
In turn, she thanked them for being good customers.  

Jeff and Andy left the pet store with a new 'kitty friend'. 
Andy held the animal carrier firmly. A drop could b e disastrous 
for Corey. They'd have to purchase another cat.  

"Hurry- up!" commanded Jeff.  
"Come on, Jeff! Don't ruin our day. We'll get to th e 

fraternity party. Then, we can binge drink all day long. Well, 
until we puke our brains out, or pass out. Whicheve r happens one 
occurs first. We've got plenty of time. Actually, w e can 
continue drinking inside your car. Remember, we've got a giant 
cooler in the back. We'll invite our new friend to our mini-
party," said Andy.  

"Please, don't talk about me as though I'm not here ! My 
name is Corey Jameson, and I demand to be spoken to , and about, 
in person!"  

Neither Jeff, nor Andy, took Corey seriously. They glanced 
at him with contempt, continuing their trek to the fraternity 
party.  



    

    

13 

 

Jeff and Andy walked through the mall, gawking at a ny 
female they thought was attractive. A short while l ater, they 
exited The Valley Mall, then headed straight to Jef f's car.  

"Andy, in what section did I park my car in?" asked  Jeff.  
"You parked your car in Section D," responded Andy.  
Andy stopped walking, scanned the parking lot, and then 

pulled out a bottle of 80 proof of Vodka. It was on ly half full. 
It was bad enough that Corey already scented booze on Andy's 
breath. Now, Andy was going to drink some more Vodk a. What next?  

"Jeff, let's have a few swigs from this precious wa ter. 
Come on, we'll do it really fast. Nobody's going to  see us," 
whispered Andy.  

Jeff and Andy each took several quick swigs of Vodk a. Corey 
was worried that they'd try to force him to drink s ome of the 
devil water.  

Because Jeff and Andy already had booze in their sy stems, 
the swigs they took brought them ever so closer to a drunken 
stupor.  

Corey was terrified. Too bad, he was locked inside an 
animal carrier.  

As Jeff and Andy continued their trek to the car, a  mall 
security officer pulled his van in front of their p ath. Andy was 
so scared, he let out gas. Although the situation w as tense, his 
fart added a touch of humor.  

"I saw you drinking that booze! I've got my 'zoom 
binoculars' right here in my hands! Listen, I can s ee a freaking 
ant poop on the moon.  

Now, you better give me that stinking bottle, so I can 
finish it off for you. Unless, you want me to call the police 
and have you taken in for public intoxication.  

The security guard got 'his bottle', and then drove  off. 
Although it was a shameful incident, Corey was glad  the police 
weren't involved.  
     Andy finally remembered exactly where Jeff had  parked his 
car.  
"Jeff, you parked your car in a residential area! M an, we have 
to cross Falcon Boulevard!" exclaimed Andy. Corey u nderstood 
that his 'newfound friends' were now full of booze.  At the 
moment, his friends were too inebriated to listen t o good 
advice.  

Jeff and Andy crossed Falcon Boulevard. Shockingly,  while 
crossing Falcon Boulevard, a driver in a blue Corve tte almost 
ran them over! It wasn't the driver's fault. Jeff a nd Andy 
shuffled their feet while crossing Falcon Boulevard .  

Further- more, they didn't look left or right befor e 
crossing the street. That's totally dangerous!  
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"Did you see that creep? Why did he try to run us o ver? 
This is outrageous! In this day and age, drivers do n't respect 
pedestrians!" shouted Andy.  

Indeed, if the blue Corvette had struck them, there  
would've been serious consequences. Most humans kno w that drunk 
driving is dangerous. But, do they know that 'drunk  walking' is 
also dangerous? 

Humans who walk around drunk increase their chances  of 
being struck by an automobile. Likewise, felines wh o are high on 
catnip face the same problem. However, in the case of cats, they 
can also be attacked or killed by an enemy. 

Inebriated humans look very awkward. Sometimes, the y try to 
behave like they're sober. Their breath is a dead g iveaway. 
Sometimes, booze smells like an unusual brand of co logne. I 
mean, before the bad breath or puke sets in. 

Hangover, or barf breath, stinks like all hell! Cat s don't 
like it when humans with bad breath kiss them, or g et too close 
to them. No wonder, cats often lash out at their hu man owners.  

I often wonder what the stats are for animals kille d in 
alcohol-related accidents. Road kill maims, kills, and orphans, 
millions of animals throughout the world; every sin gle year. The 
main causes of road kill are speeding, drunk drivin g, not paying 
attention (human or animal), or the moronic driver didn't notice 
the gigantic grizzly bear crossing the street. Smal ler animals 
are more difficult to notice. They run across the s treet, like a 
rodent being chased by a larger predator.  

Some drivers defy animal crossing signs. The animal s who'd 
died in road kill were only trying to get from Poin t A to Point 
B. That's not the worst of it. A minority of driver s love to 
strike animals with their automobile. They think it 's really 
funny to see an animal demolished by a moving vehic le. Many 
'struck' animals don't die immediately. They have t o linger 
along, enduring pain, agony, and without any defens e against the 
elements.  

My mother told me a story about a cruel driver in M ontreal. 
He was driving in a side street then accelerated as  soon as he 
saw a group of pigeons eating. He ended up 'squishi ng' a half-a-
dozen pigeons. Really funny!  

Jeff entered his Mustang with pomp and arrogance. A ndrew 
opened the hatch, and then placed my mother's anima l carrier 
inside. After taking a deep breath, he closed the h atch, and 
then entered the Mustang. As soon as both doors wer e closed, 
Corey got the jitters.  

"I'm such a handsome guy. No woman or girl could ev er 
resist me. I'm tall, handsome, rich, athletic, inte lligent, and 
very popular. What else can I ask for?" asked Jeff.  
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Corey noticed that one of the car windows was sligh tly 
ajar. Indeed it was a foolish mistake. A profession al car thief 
could've easily snatched the Mustang. Maybe, it wou ld've been 
better if it had happened.  

Jeff turned on the ignition, then the radio. The so und of 
oldies rock music was a temporarily distraction for  Corey. The 
DJ identified the station as Oldies 105 FM, located  in Gramson, 
California. Although the music was nice, the volume  was a bit 
too high.  

Luckily, Jeff and Andy thought likewise. Jeff turne d down 
the volume of the music to a normal level. Then, he  began his 
drive back to the fraternity house. Corey wasn't su re if they 
were going to make it to the fraternity house alive .  

Jeff and Andrew snatched one beer after another, fr om the 
cooler. About twenty minutes into the drive, Jeff t urned left, 
into a dirt road. Corey didn't know what to think o f it.  

The answer arrived in a jiffy. Jeff pulled over nea r a 
forested area, and then turned off the ignition.  

"Corey, this is your initiation!" exclaimed Jeff.  
"What the hell are you guys talking about?" asked C orey.  
"You're not leaving this spot until you party with us! 

We'll give you plenty of time to make up your mind.  If you say 
'no', we'll dump you here, so the predators can get  you. If, 
however, you say yes, you can become our fiend. In that case, we 
will conditionally love you.  

After an hour of waiting, Corey caved in. He began with 
beer, then wine, then hard liquor. At first, Corey thought that 
the taste was horrible. However, after he became ti psy, the 
horrible taste faded away. Jeff and Andy began to p ass Corey 
little shots of booze. This was a set-up for the re al thing; 
booze and dope.  

This was the incident that began Corey's descent in to 
alcohol and drugs. Corey would soon become a regula r drinker and 
smoker of dope. At the moment, he had no idea what his so-called 
friends were inducing him into.  

After the party ended, Jeff, Andy, and Corey, dozed  off for 
a few hours. Upon awakening, Jeff resumed his drive  back to the 
fraternity house. They'd wasted much time near the forest. As 
such, Jeff drove his Mustang a bit faster than he s hould have.  

"Drinking, women, and playing around are fun activi ties. 
This is what college is all about.  Little studying , and lots of 
partying," said Andrew.  

While Jeff was driving, he began to converse with A ndy 
about Corey. They spoke about Corey as though he wa sn't there.  
Corey didn't like that! It was a direct insult to h is self-
esteem. When Jeff noticed that Corey was getting a bit bored, he 
offered Corey a shot of Whiskey. Corey couldn't dri nk anymore.  
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After Jeff drank the shot of Whiskey, he lit-up a j oint. 
Mind you, he was driving. The interior of the Musta ng 'smelled' 
like alcohol and marijuana. Corey began to have bre athing 
difficulties.  

Corey wanted to tell Jeff and Andrew to grow up and  be 
considerate of the other passenger in the car. But,  Corey was 
apprehensive. He had no idea of knowing how they'd react to his 
blunt statement. So, he stayed quiet.  

After twenty minutes on the road, Jeff took a right  on 
Maple Street, and then headed due west. Maple Stree t was aligned 
with beautiful homes and trees. Indeed, they were d riving 
through an 'uppity neighborhood'. Corey ‘fantasized ’ about 
living in this kind of neighborhood. If he'd only k nown what was 
in store for him.  

Now, they were only several blocks away from the fr aternity 
house. That was good news for Corey. Jeff's driving  was becoming 
a bit too awkward for Corey.  

It was apparent that Jeff and Andy were going to be  
terrible pet owners. Corey braced himself for a pos sible 
getaway. As they say, the best time to escape is no w. Don't wait 
until you're used to the routine of being a humans'  kitty.        

Andrew and Jeff suspected that Corey was pondering about an 
escape attempt. Without any warning, Jeff pulled ov er into the 
curb. Then, he reached inside his giant cooler, and  pulled out 
three 'mini-bottles' of Jack Daniels.  

In an act of utter brutality, Jeff grabbed Corey by  the 
scruff with his left hand, and twisted the cap off each mini-
bottle with his teeth. Then, Jeff shoved the openin g of the 
mini-bottle deep into Corey's mouth.  

Corey was forced to drink the contents of the three  mini-
bottles. By the time he was done, there wasn't a si ngle drop of 
Jack Daniels in sight.  

Expectedly, Corey was now totally wasted. Jeff and Andy 
told Corey that he was an incredible cat. That no c at in the 
whole world could ever out drink him. Wow, like tha t was a 
consolation.  

Sensing more defiance from Corey, Jeff poured Tequi la into 
a shot glass. Afterwards, he handed the shot glass to Andy. Jeff 
then removed a Tequila worm from the bottle that it  was encased 
in.  

Jeff grinned, and then shoved the Tequila worm into  Corey's 
mouth. As if that wasn't enough, he then made Corey  drink the 
Tequila Corey was now in a zombie-like state. Any m ore drinks 
would result in instant death.  

Jeff parked his Mustang in front of the fraternity house, 
then, he turned off the ignition and the radio.  
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Four powerful speakers were strewn on the front law n of the 
fraternity house, causing the sound of 'Rock' music  to engulf 
the entire block.  

A handsome fraternity brother approached the Mustan g, and 
grinned at Jeff and Andrew. Meanwhile, Corey was pu king his 
brains out.  

"How was the trip?" asked the fraternity brother.  
"Well, everything went fine. I'm glad we made it ba ck in 

time. Now it's time to do some heavy duty partying!  Look, 
Corey's joined us. Maybe, we'll make him an honorar y member of 
our fraternity," said Jeff.  

"Look, guys, don't you think you've had enough to d rink for 
now. Your kitty's vomiting big times.  
Come on, guys! You shouldn't give booze to a cat! D amn! He's a 
cat!" shouted the fraternity brother.  

Trouble began as soon as Jeff and Andrew exited the  
Mustang. Jeff shouted obscenities at the fraternity  brother. 
Apparently, Jeff thought he owned Corey, inside and  out. This 
young man was a good example of what a fraternity b rother should 
be like. The vast majority of fraternity brother an d sorority 
sisters are good. It's the bad ones like Jeff and A ndy who give 
these organizations a black eye, every-so-often.  

The fraternity brother called several of his GSC fr iends to 
the scene. It looked like Corey was going to be sav ed after all. 
Or, did it?  

Unfortunately, the 'friends' were preoccupied with their 
partying.  

"Come on, Jeff. We're on the same team, literally. The GSC 
ball players are comrades. Please, take it easy on that little 
kitty. He's not guilty of any crime, or any wrong-d oing," said 
the fraternity brother.  

“Hey! Mind your own freaking business! Corey's mine ! He 
belongs to me! Inside and out!" shouted Jeff.  

Corey understood that he'd been turned into a slab- of-
property. Technically, he was Jeff's property. Any escape 
attempt by Corey would have to be successful, or el se, he'd have 
to suffer the consequences. No doubt, Jeff would ta ke any escape 
attempt personally. For the time being, Corey decid ed to play it 
safe.  

Jeff carried Corey's animal carrier through the law n, then 
into the fraternity house. Several individuals gawk ed at Corey. 
They were awed. Corey was an incredibly cute cat.  

A sorority sister approached Jeff, and then inquire d about 
Corey. She was friendly, inside and out. Cats enjoy  the company 
of friendly humans. As long as they don't bother th em while 
they're napping, daydreaming, or hunting.  
     "Wow! Your cat's incredibly cute! Is 'she' tam e? Can I pet 
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'her'? Is 'she' tamed trained? Can I be 'her' frien d?" asked the 
sorority sister.  

Some humans assume that all cats are females. I rea lly 
don't blame them. Cats are downright cute and strea mlined. We're 
so pretty, it's often difficult to distinguish betw een a male 
and a female. I mean, unless you look 'down there'.  

“Listen, Bambi! My cat's a guy! I'd never purchase a female 
cat! I want a tough cat! I don’t want a freaking we akling cat 
who'll want me to cuddle her so softly and tenderly ," answered 
Jeff.  

Jeff chuckled then proceeded to walk to the kitchen . The 
scent of alcohol, marijuana, semen, sweat, and vomi t, were in 
the air.  

Corey couldn't handle the stench anymore. He vomite d his 
brains out, with several gigantic heaves. Now, ther e was no 
trace of alcohol in his stomach. But, he had more t han enough of 
it in his digestive system and bloodstream.  

Jeff peered inside the animal carrier, because he t hought 
that it was funny seeing a cat puke his brains out.  Jeff wanted 
Corey to become a full-fledged party animal.  

As soon as Jeff removed Corey from the animal carri er, a 
small crowd converged upon Corey. Lucky for Corey, he'd stopped 
puking.  

It's amazing how many people like cats. Woe unto th ose 
creeps who hate us. Cats should always be on the al ert for 
sadistic humans. Some humans use deceit and cunning  in order to 
lower a cat's guard. Then, they move in for the att ack.  

I hate to say this, but, sometimes cats do behave l ike 
humans. Catnip sends some cats into a euphoric stat e, or skid 
row.  

Even large cats, like jaguars, aren't immune to 'ju ngle 
drugs'. I'd seriously warn any cat against the use of any 
psychotropic drug. A cat's brain can be literally d estroyed by 
the recreational and addicting drugs that some huma ns use. I 
can't imagine what would happen to a cat that used crack 
cocaine, cocaine, or LSD.  

Euphoria is not to be sought out in the wild. The w ild 
knows no mercy. Be aware, or be killed. That's the saying in the 
wildlife community.  

From within the crowd, a beautiful black-haired, 
blue/green-eyed, female extended her hand to Corey.  Although 
they were both drunk, the love emanating from each of them was 
enormous. It appeared as though they were meant to be friends.  

"My name is Cynthia Corbett and I really love cats.  
Especially cute ones like you. It's a great pleasur e to meet 
you. Did you know that having a feline 'friend' can  lower a 
person's pulse and blood pressure? Really!  
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Kitty, you're the star of this fraternity party. As  a new 
resident in this fraternity house, you're entitled to good food, 
living quarters, security, and much love. Why, I al ready feel 
better just looking at you!  

Don't be afraid. I just want to pet you between you r ears."  
Cynthia gently pulled Corey from Jeff's hands, and then 

began to pet him between the ears. Without even wai ting a 
second, Jeff told Cynthia that Corey was his, and a bsolutely 
nobody else's. Jeff described Corey as a wild, inte lligent cat, 
who needed to be tamed.  

Corey didn't like the use of the word 'tamed'. It m ade him 
feel like a big cat in a circus. More and more, it seemed like 
Jeff was going to be a needle in Corey's life. Core y would have 
to keep an observant eye on Jeff.  

Although Corey liked the attention he was getting f rom the 
people in the small crowd, a short while later, he developed 
stimulus overload. A cat can only withstand a certa in level of 
gawking. Cats, like people and other animals, don't  like to be 
overwhelmed by stimuli. It's worse, when the people  are wasted.  

In an act of unjustifiable aggression, Jeff yanked Corey 
out of Cynthia's arms, thereby startling her. But, there was a 
bit more to it than just being startled. Was Cynthi a afraid of 
Jeff? Corey would soon get his answer.  

"You stinking bitch! This is my freaking cat! You c an't 
take him away from me! No way, Cynthia!" shouted Je ff.  

Everyone in the immediate vicinity froze in silence . 
Afterwards, they went back to what they were doing.  No one 
appeared surprised by Jeff's behavior. Even about h is 
aggressiveness towards Cynthia.  

Apparently, Jeff had a reputation of being overly 
possessive with 'his' properties. Corey would soon find out the 
extent of Jeff's possessiveness.  

Cynthia wasn't going to take it lying down. Not for  the 
moment.  

"Jeff, you need to control your temper! You don't h ave the 
right to speak to me, is lovely cat in that tone! F urthermore, 
don't you ever call me a bitch! And, don't call him  a freaking 
cat, either! Jeff, I've had it with you and your bu ddies!" 
shouted Cynthia.  

It was now certain to Corey that the two combatants  had 
locked horns before. Somehow, it appeared as though  this 
conflict was going to escalate.  

Later, a small crowd formed around the scene. A few  
individuals chuckled after Cynthia uttered her last  word. The 
crowd was impressed by Cynthia's defiance and valor . Jeff, on 
the other hand, wasn't. Corey looked deep into Jeff 's eyes. Jeff 
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had vengeance, anger, and sadism in his heart. Cynt hia would 
have to watch her step thereafter.  

"Cynthia, you better not cross me again! Otherwise,  you'll 
be very sorry!" shouted Jeff.  

Jeff turned, and then walked away with Corey in his  arms. 
He stopped near a large grandfather clock, took not ice of the 
time, and then continued walking. He ended up flopp ing onto a 
reclining chair.  

Jeff was still thinking about 'embroiled' about Cyn thia. He 
clinched his fists, and then eyed her intently. Fro m the 
expression on his face, it appeared as though he wa s planning a 
terrible retaliation.  

Corey wanted to scratch and bite Jeff. But, he'd ne ed a 
getaway plan to do that. Corey understood that his new 'friends' 
were a liability for him, rather than an asset. Unf ortunately, 
he was still inebriated. There would be no escape a ttempt.  

"Jeff, I don't want you to hold me in your arms. I want to 
go over there. I want to be with Cynthia. I promise  to return in 
a short while," mumbled Corey.  

Jeff glared at Corey, and then let him go. He knew that 
Corey couldn't escape.  

Corey approached a group of men and women who were 
conversing about life and school. Of course, Cynthi a was amongst 
them.  

"Cynthia, if you really want to be an attorney, hit  the 
books really hard. There's no way around it. My unc le dropped 
out of undergrad school because he was a party anim al. Now, he's 
a sanitation engineer (janitor) at a high school in  
Philadelphia," said a pretty blond.  

Thanks for the good advice. I don't plan on boozing  it up 
for the rest of my life. I don't like what it's doi ng to my 
body, or my mind. I'm far behind in my studies. Sta rting from 
next week, I shall hit the books really hard. At an y cost!" 
exclaimed Cynthia.  

The men and women conversed for roughly fifteen min utes. 
Corey found it challenging to listen intently. The booze and 
marijuana in his system had to be flushed out.  

Corey told Cynthia that he was needed to rest-up on  a sofa 
chair nearby. 

A minute later, Corey was sound asleep. He stayed t hat way 
for several hours.  

Upon awakening, Corey felt a throbbing hangover. So , he 
went to the kitchen and convinced one of the party animals to 
give him a bottle of water.  

Corey rested the bottle of water onto the kitchen f loor, 
and then he carefully twisted the cap off. Afterwar ds, he 
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consumed as much water as his body could possible a ccept, 
without overflowing.  

After partially re-hydrating himself, Corey began h is walk 
back to the general congregation. On his way there,  he saw Jeff 
snoozing on a sofa.  

Although Corey didn't care much for Jeff, he wanted  to give 
him another chance at being a friend. He carefully approached 
Jeff, and then made four failed attempts at leaping  onto his 
chest. Luckily, the fifth attempt was successful.  

Corey rested on Jeff's chest. The inhaling/exhaling  rhythm 
of Jeff's diaphragm made Corey sleepy. He closed hi s eyes for an 
hour.  

As soon as Jeff awakened, Corey leaped onto the car pet. 
Then, he took several steps away from the sofa. Jef f grudgingly 
got up, then walked to the staircase and slowly asc ended it, 
pulling his body up with the hand that was grasping  the rail.  

Corey followed, but was abruptly stopped by three w omen. 
They approached Corey, and then began to pet his ba ck.  

Cynthia arrived at the scene in an inebriated state . After 
grinning at the small crowd, she petted Corey.  

"Corey, I had to see you again! I think you and I h ave a 
special human-animal connection. Maybe, we're desti ned to be 
best friends. You can count on me if you're ever in  trouble. 
You're such an awesome cat. Anyone who has a cat fr iend like you 
is very lucky. You're better than most of the 'male s' that I've 
met in my short life," said Cynthia.  

Corey thanked Cynthia then he brushed the side of h is head 
against her ankles. Although Corey's words didn't c ome out 
right, his mannerisms conveyed his pleasure with Cy nthia. In 
effect, he was telling her that he loved her.  

Being the only cat in the fraternity house, Corey n eeded 
someone to love. I mean, he didn't want to have a f irecracker 
shoved up his anus by a group of young men. 

Corey had heard numerous stories about cats that we re 
tormented by humans.  

Witch/cat hunts, Halloween, and the dreaded Cat Wed nesday, 
are only a few problems that cats have had to endur e in their 
history with humanity.  

Cynthia's eyes shined like beautiful stars. Corey b elieved 
that Cynthia would be an incredible person some day . Humans who 
have much love for cats are a step above their bret hren.  

While Cynthia and Corey were together, they receive d a 
creepy intruder. It was none other than Jeff.  

Cynthia reminded Jeff that part of the money used t o 
purchase Corey came from the sorority treasury. Jef f didn't use 
any of 'his money' to purchase Corey. So, if push c ame to shove, 
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Cynthia could lodge an official complaint with the GSC Student 
Union.  

Cynthia wouldn’t tolerate any abuse of Corey. In fa ct, she 
had a sudden change of tactics. It appeared as thou gh she too, 
was becoming obsessed with Corey.  

"Jeff, grant me ownership of Corey! He needs someon e who'll 
love him dearly and treat him like a star. I'm the person to do 
that! Cats have always been a big part of my. 

When I was a child, I use to walk around the neighb orhood 
in search of a cat to play with. I did this every s ingle day, 
even on holidays. Lucky for me, I made many cat fri ends.  

Unfortunately, my lucky streak didn't last too long . My 
childhood was full of domicile changes.  

I loved each and every one of those cats! Male and female! 
Please, give me ownership of Corey!" shouted Cynthi a.  

"Come on, Cynthia! If you know what's good for you,  you'll 
relent! I'm telling you, bitch, relent! I own Corey , inside and 
out. Nothing terrible will happen to him!" shouted Jeff.  

Corey didn't believe a single word that came out of  Jeff's 
mouth. Jeff was a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde character .  

Thereafter, Corey had to be on the alert. He felt t hat 
someone was planning on doing him wrong. He just di dn't exactly 
know who, or when.  

As soon as Cynthia had Corey in her arms she walked  over to 
the recreation room. For the time being, it was the  best room in 
the fraternity house.  

Upon entering the recreation room, Cynthia was gree ted by 
five of her friends. Two of them were smoking dope.  The other 
three were drinking wine coolers.  

Cynthia allowed her friends to pet Corey, but only for a 
short while. Corey hadn't completely recovered from  the induced 
drinking/doping incident. He still had some alcohol  and dope in 
his system. Not to mention, a weak, but ever presen t hangover.  

A table nearby was strewn with plastic beer cups an d shots 
of Schnapps, Bacardi, Gin, and Vodka.  

The lure of free drinks was too much for Cynthia. A fter 
pondering about what to do, Cynthia placed Corey in to the hands 
of a three hundred pound football player. The guy w as big, mean-
looking, and was as hairy as Bigfoot. Surprisingly,  he was very 
kind and sweet to Corey. He smiled at Corey, and he ld him gently 
in his arms. If Corey had thumbs, one of them would 've been 
placed inside his own mouth. I mean, the big guy ca used Corey to 
regress back to 'kitten hood'. It goes to show you even big guys 
can be kind and sweet to cats.  

Cynthia snatched two shot glasses of peppermint Sch napps 
then gulped them down. Thereafter, she continued to  drink- up-a-
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storm. It didn't take long for her to become 'extre mely 
intoxicated'.  

To make matters worse, Jeff and two of his buddies entered 
the recreation room. The three young men joined Cyn thia in her 
drinking escapade.  

Jeff winked at his friends then put on a fake smile . There 
was evil in Jeff's eyes. Jeff's fake smile was ugli er than sin.  

When Cynthia 'slurred' that she'd had enough booze,  Jeff 
and his friends convinced her to have another shot of peppermint 
Schnapps for good luck. After she drank the shot of  peppermint 
Schnapps, one of Jeff's buddies handed her two more  shots, for 
sorority sake. She gulped both shots, and then wave d her hand in 
the air; indicating that she'd had enough.  

Cynthia was out of it. Gradually losing her ability  to 
talk, walk, and compose herself, she needed someone  trustworthy 
to help her. Jeff winked at his buddies again, and then motioned 
them to go upstairs. They left, immediately.  

Afterwards, Jeff told Cynthia that he'd be waiting for her 
upstairs.  

"What? Why do you want me to go upstairs with you? I'm 
about to pass out. I won't be good company. Anyhow,  I just want 
to crash-out on sofa. 

And, maybe I don't want to be with you. Please, jus t go 
away," mumbled Cynthia.  

The effects of Cynthia's drinking were now very app arent. 
Soon, she'd behave like a darted animal. But, there  was 
something a bit more sinister about this. Corey sme lled 
something terrifying underneath all of the booze an d 'mainstream 
drugs'. For the time being, he kept quiet. This was  the mistake 
of his life.  

"Come on, baby. I'm sorry. I mean ... come on, Cynt hia. 
Look, I'm going up to room number twenty six. You k now where 
it's at. Please, trust me. We're buddies, aren't we ?  

Before you go, have a shot of Bourbon, for school's  sake," 
requested Jeff.  

Incredibly, Cynthia received a quick boost of energ y. 
Although it was short-lived, she conveyed her feeli ngs quite 
well.  

"LISTEN, NO MEANS NO! I don't want any more booze! Leave me 
alone!" shouted Cynthia.  

It certainly was amazing how Cynthia was able to sh out, 
considering her drunken state. I think she was so p issed off at 
Jeff nothing could've prevented her from shouting a t him. 
Anyway, her shouting was to no avail.  

Jeff apologized to Cynthia then persuaded her to ha ve just 
one last gulp of beer. She obliged him on the condi tion that 
he'd no longer pester her about drinking. Jeff agre ed. Cynthia’s 
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eyes were glassy, and she began to see double. Not a good sign 
for a lone woman at a big party.  

Cynthia watched Jeff walk away then she fell back o nto the 
sofa. Surprisingly, she tried to grab a shot of Vod ka. Luckily, 
she couldn't grasp it. It fell onto the carpet. The  booze in her 
system had dug-in deeply.  

After being out cold for an hour, Cynthia awakened,  got up, 
then staggered to the staircase. Considering there were still 
many people in the fraternity house, someone should  have come to 
her aid. Instead, what she got were snickers and fi nger-
pointing. One woman called her a little harlot.  

Suspecting trouble, Corey leaped off the big footba ll 
player's chest, and then ran to Cynthia. Now, Corey  was heading 
towards sobriety. He understood that his friend was  in need of 
assistance. As soon as he got to within a foot of C ynthia, he 
fell on his side. It wasn't that he was still waste d. Corey was 
in need of nutrition. He'd been drained by all of t he partying 
and meal-missing.  

Corey was out cold for a few minutes. As soon as he  came 
to, the desire to protect Cynthia became overwhelmi ng. He was 
willing to risk life and limb to protect her.  

Corey sensed that Cynthia was a few breaths away fr om 
barfing. She had a vomit-look on her face.  

The big football player tried to call Corey back. 
Fortunately, his attempts were futile. It was now 2  A.M., and 
the party animals were starting to leave the frater nity house. 
Corey heard many goodbyes from the party animals.  

Cynthia staggered up the stairs, pulling herself up  by 
grasping the rail with both hands. She fell four ti mes, but got 
up each time. As soon as she was on the second floo r, she turned 
right, and then headed for the restroom.  

Upon entering the restroom, Cynthia loosened her pa nts then 
slammed the door shut.  

Corey was on her trail. He placed his right ear aga inst the 
restroom door. Corey wasn't spying on Cynthia. He w as only being 
a loving/caring cat. I would've done the same thing . What about 
you?  

Corey heard Cynthia barfing and dry heaving; on and  off, 
for several minutes. In order to comfort her Corey told Cynthia 
that everything was going to be all right. Understa ndably, 
Cynthia was too wasted to have completely understoo d what Corey 
had said.  

Corey didn't know this at the time, but, when a per son's 
barfing, the last thing he/she needs is a pep talk.  If you ever 
see someone barfing, wait until the 'episode' is ov er, before 
opening up a conversation. Actually, look carefully  to see if 
the person's in the mood to converse. If not, don't  say a word!  
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As soon as Cynthia's barfing episode ended, she beg an to 
mumble a story about a cat that she'd once befriend ed as a 
child.  

Corey listened intently to Cynthia's mumblings. By the end 
of her mini-story, Corey understood why Cynthia wou ld always 
need a cat friend. Apparently, one of her childhood  cat friends 
was run over by a car. She never got over it.  

Corey could hear Cynthia crying and sniffling. It w as a sad 
story. But, there was a more important issue at han d. Cynthia 
had to sober-up. Then, she had to start hitting the  books really 
hard. Not to mention, get away from those creeps, e specially 
Jeff!  

Often times, the death of a childhood animal friend  comes 
back to haunt a person. The right cue can bring bac k the memory 
of a long lost animal. In this case, Corey was the cue. No 
wonder, Cynthia adored him.  

Corey tried to fight off the heavy tears that were pouring 
down his cheeks. Being a male can sometimes be diff icult. Even 
for male felines.  

Corey waited patiently for Cynthia to exit the rest room. He 
didn't know what to expect. Would she walk out, or crawl out?  

A short while later, Cynthia slowly opened the rest room 
door, then staggered out. Corey noticed her bloodsh ot eyes, 
wobbly demeanor, and airhead look. Indeed, Corey wa s very 
worried about Cynthia.  

Thankfully, Corey was beginning to regain his compo sure. He 
was intent on never being forced to consume anythin g that he 
didn't want to.  

“Corey, I love you. You're the most adorable kitty in the 
whole world,” mumbled Cynthia.  

In response, Corey leaped onto Cynthia's chest. She  almost 
fell back from the force of the impact. After reali zing his 
mistake, Corey released his grip, turned his head t hen leaped 
onto the carpet. Afterwards, Corey rubbed his body against 
Cynthia's ankles.  

Cynthia fell onto the carpet, almost smothering Cor ey in 
the process. She was smashed. Most of the party ani mals had left 
the fraternity house.  

While Cynthia was strewn across the carpet, Jeff ex ited 
room number twenty six. As soon as he saw Cynthia, his demeanor 
'turned wicked'. I mean, he had a very evil express ion on his 
face, and his mannerisms were hostile-looking. You had to be 
there to see it.  

Corey had a strong urge to attack Jeff, but he held  himself 
back. Corey was a fair cat. He'd have to wait until  Jeff tried 
something wicked against Cynthia. If so, it would c all for a 
swift response.  
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Jeff had a bottle of booze-pop in his hand. He lean ed over 
then lifted Corey off the carpet with his free hand . Jeff took a 
swig from his bottle then lowered his arm to his wa ist. As soon 
as he began to speak, the scent of alcohol beneath the pop 
engulfed the air. Believe me, pop won't mask the sc ent of 
alcohol.  

Jeff burped then grinned. Afterwards, he gently pla ced his 
bottle on the carpet. Then, he tugged on Corey's ta il, in order 
to tease him. Tail tugging is outright painful and irritating! 
Cats don't like it when people 'tug' their tails. A  cat's tail 
is a 'special body-part' that shouldn't be touched,  unless for 
medical reasons. I'll repeat what I said, but in a more direct 
manner: NEVER TOUCH, OR HOLD A CAT'S TAIL! It pisse s them off!  

Rightfully, Corey became infuriated. In a knee-jerk  
response, Corey scratched Jeff's hand.  

Jeff, in turn, shouted obscenities at Corey. Then, he 
tossed Corey onto the carpet. Corey didn't feel lik e getting 
into a physical confrontation with anyone because h is best 
friend in the whole world was strewn across a carpe t, in a semi-
conscious state. Cynthia's well-being was more impo rtant than 
fighting off Jeff.  

Animals have a remarkable ability to sense sickness  and 
abnormality. It’s a beautiful survival mechanism th at's often 
used in the wild.  

Jeff was a rotten apple. For the time being, Corey couldn't 
have cared less why Jeff was like that. Everyone ha s problems. 
If every living creature on this planet suddenly to ok out their 
'frustrations' and 'qualms' on others, we'd face im minent 
extinction! I'm not kidding!  

"Jeff wasn't a child. He was a young man. He had on ly 
himself to blame for his cruel attitude and behavio r," said 
Corey.  

Aside from alcohol, Corey scented marijuana and coc aine on 
Jeff's person. Jeff was a burnout, in the literal s ense. It was 
a shame he didn't use his strengths and talents for  good.  

Jeff was shocked how Corey could even consider scra tching 
him. Well, what did he expect?  
 

Meanwhile, the last major clique left the fraternit y house. 
Now, there were perhaps a few scattered individuals , here and 
there. Others would be leaving shortly.  

Corey glanced up at a beautiful blue clock on the w all. The 
clock read 3:30 A.M. When he lowered his head, he s aw Andrew and 
another individual approaching. Corey was bared his  teeth and 
claws. Andrew grinned at Jeff, then turned back to face Corey. 
Something was up.  
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"Corey, I just want to carry you over my head, to s ee 
something. Can I?" asked Andrew.  

Corey instinctively felt that something was wrong, but 
tried to brush it off. He allowed Andrew to hoist h im high into 
the air. Now, Andrew's face was within an inch of C orey's anus. 
Too close for comfort! A millimeter more and Corey would've 
'squirted' and 'pooped' on Andrew's face.  

"Yep, he's a male!" He's a real stud! We had to mak e sure!" 
exclaimed Andrew.  

As soon as Andrew put Corey down, Andrew and his fr iends 
burst into a group guffaw. Their laughter could've annoyed the 
dead. Corey understood that Jeff and his inner circ le were 
trying to behave like lions. Naturally, they needed  a 'male' 
feline to be their buddy and mascot.  

Andrew sat down on the carpet then smoked a joint.  
Meanwhile, the individual who was with him went dow nstairs.  

Andrew waited until he'd had three drags before cal ling out to 
another friend. A short while later a fat fraternit y brother 
exited room number twenty two. He had a lit joint i n his hand. 
He approached Andrew, then, whispered something to him.  

Andrew grinned then took a long look at Jeff. After wards, 
he told the fat fraternity brother to take a 'rough  hold' of 
Corey. Corey was taken by surprise. Unable to defen d himself, he 
loosened up.  

A 'rough hold' on a cat is basically a good scruff hold. 
The cat is immobilized and defenseless.  

As soon as Corey was immobilized, Andrew monitored Corey's 
breathing. He waited until Corey exhaled before he covered his 
mouth and nose with the palm of his hand. Corey was  gasping for 
air. Unable to breath, he made a desperate attempt at clawing 
Andrew's hand. It was to no avail.  

As soon as Corey was on the verge of passing out, A ndrew 
placed a joint near Corey's mouth. Afterwards, the fat 
fraternity brother quickly parted his index finger from his 
middle finger. This left a tiny opening for Corey t o breath. 
But, before Corey could gasp for air, the fat frate rnity brother 
shoved the lit joint into Corey's mouth.  

In effect, Corey inhaled a very large quantity of m arijuana 
smoke. Considering he still had a little bit of boo ze and 
marijuana in his system it was no wonder that he fe ll onto his 
side.  

By the time Corey came to, his 'tormentors' were go ne. Now, 
Corey was on the war path. He followed Andrew's tra il using his 
acute feline senses. Although his senses were parti ally blunted 
because of the drugs in his system, Corey was still  able to 
locate Andrew.  
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Corey wobbled down the stairs then headed to the ki tchen. 
As soon as he saw Andrew, he slowly approached him then leaped 
onto his chest.  

Corey clobbered Andrew across the face, several tim es. 
Andrew went down for the long count. Corey couldn't  have cared 
less about Andrew's fate. I didn't blame him.  

Corey left the kitchen then proceeded to go upstair s. He 
didn't want to stay around for too long. He had mor e important 
business to attend to. He had to find his best frie nd, Cynthia 
Corbett  

Although Corey’s story was interesting, I convinced  him 
that it was time to sleep. We'd proceed after resti ng-up. 
Remember, even incredible cats need to rest.  

A few hours later, Corey and I ate the slop that wa s placed 
in our cages. Then, it was back to Corey's story.  

Corey sniffed Cynthia's trail, finding her in room number 
twenty six. Cynthia was naked, semi-conscious, and on a bed. 

No doubt, the bed that Cynthia was lying on belonge d to a 
jerk. 

Corey knew that someone had disrobed Cynthia, witho ut her 
permission. Although Corey smelled semen and vagina l fluid, he 
wasn't quite certain what had happened. But, he did  remember 
that Jeff and a friend were sitting in the far end of the room, 
with big grins on their faces. Corey would have to live with 
party animals for a longer time to truly understand  their 
behavior.  

Strangely, Jeff, Andrew, and another fraternity bro ther, 
were naked. Their 'cannons' were erect.  

Corey left room number twenty six then headed strai ght to 
the restroom. Once inside, he leaped onto the toile t's rim then 
puked his brains out. Afterwards, he flushed the to ilet. The 
rest is history.  

Corey would soon know how evil some humans could be come. 
Their level of evil can never be equaled by any ani mal; pure and 
simple.  
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     THE DREADED ACT 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
At the start of the fall semester, the STUDLY BOYS 

FRATERNITY brothers made Corey an 'honorary' member  of the 
fraternity. Corey was flattered to be part of the f raternity, 
but wondered if there were any strings attached.  

The flattery couldn't erase the bigger problems at hand. 
Corey had now become a willing party animal. He was  addicted to 
alcohol, and was used to smoking marijuana on a reg ular basis. 
Corey also experimented with other drugs. He was no w using drugs 
because he had to.  

Corey was surrounded by humans, and never by his ow n kind. 
In fact, during his stay at the fraternity house, h e never saw 
any animals, whatsoever.  

Although Corey was glad to be an honorary fraternit y 
member, his other problems paled any positive feeli ngs caused by 
his fraternity membership.  

Because many of Corey's human friends often behaved  like 
beasts, it was only a matter of time before somethi ng terrible 
went wrong.  

The dreaded day finally arrived. It was a cool Satu rday 
evening, in the month of December.  

Finals were over. It was Christmas break. Naturally , a 
'mega party' was called for. Numerous students, the  vast 
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majority of them not belonging to a fraternity or a  sorority, 
converged on the 'mega party' from all across Calif ornia.  
GSC had two graduation ceremonies each year; one in  May, the 
other in December.  

The 'mega party' was reserved for individuals who w anted to 
party, and party some more.  

On that dreaded evening, the entire block was engul fed with 
hundreds of party animals. More and more people con tinued to 
arrive throughout the evening. Corey roamed the int erior of the 
fraternity house, desperately searching for a resti ng place, and 
a few shots of booze.  

“Too many drunkards, burnouts, and hell-raisers, we re 
conversing onto GSC. Although most GSC students wer e of high 
moral character, this party was an invitation to th e rabble of 
California.  

This was the first time that Corey seriously contem plated 
escaping. He understood that his booze and drug hab its weren't 
getting any better. Furthermore, he needed a female  in his life.  

A ‘she cat’, that is. No human could ever satisfy t his 
special need of his. No matter how many times a hum an kissed and 
petted him.  

After failing to find a resting place, Corey went u pstairs 
for a breather. As soon as Corey got to the second floor, he 
heard the faint voices of a small group of young me n emanating 
from room number twenty six. Cats have a good audit ory sense, 
but certainly not as good as the dogs' auditory sen se.  

Although Corey suspected that something heinous was  
happening in room number twenty six, he had to get his first 
'drinks' of the evening. He decided to descend the staircase 
then head for the kitchen.  

As soon as he entered the kitchen, a young woman na med 
Ellen placed three shots of pure Vodka on the kitch en floor. The 
shots were big and very potent. Corey licked off al l of the 
Vodka in sight.  

Expectedly, Corey felt an incredible buzz. This in turn, 
made him feel happy and content. In response, he ru bbed the side 
of his head against Ellen's ankles.  

Ellen was so pleased with him she knelt down then g ave 
Corey a kiss between his ears.  

After saying goodbye, Corey walked back to the stai rcase, 
and ascended to the second floor. Then, he went to room number 
26.  

Now, his vision began to 'fog'. He rested for a sho rt 
while. The booze in his system was beginning to tak e its toll. 
In the olden days, he could easily handle three lar ge shots of 
straight Vodka. Now, his system was similar to that  of an 
alcoholic's.  
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Later, Corey partially composed himself then walked  over to 
room number twenty six. Upon reaching the door, he slowly crept 
inside the room. He ended up hiding under a small t able. From 
here, he had an incredible vantage point.  

Inside the room were six young men who were hoverin g over a 
young woman. She was on the bed, out cold, naked, a nd semi-
conscious. Suddenly, Corey remembered another incid ent where 
naked men hovered over a naked woman. This time, he  was going to 
stay and see what was to happen.  

The naked woman reminded Corey of what a darted lio ness 
would look like.  

Why were 'they' hovering over her, in secret? Corey  
wondered.  

Upon closer examination, Corey noticed that the six  young 
men were in fact, sexually aroused. Once again, the ir cannons 
were erect.  

Corey understood that a deviant act relating to sex  and/or 
aggression was about to occur. Mind you, Corey stil l had a lot 
to learn about human behavior. For the time being, he stayed 
put.  

Only a moment later, the six men got ready to mate with the 
young woman. They were ready to go. But, this act w as to be 
performed without the full consent of the young wom an. Putting 
it bluntly, the men wanted to gang-rape her! They w ere taking 
advantage of a young woman who was out cold. Would they have had 
the courage to do so if she were wide awake? Corey wondered.  

Although male cats can be quite aggressive during 
copulation, our females are preprogrammed to be a b it evasive 
and aggressive. They play hard to get, but aren't t easing. 
That’s the truth, really.  

What humans would define as teasing is normal behav ior in 
the feline world. Males in the feline world must ke ep working at 
it. Thankfully, even the most aggressive lion will only mate 
with a fully-conscious lioness. I don't know what t he other den 
members would do if they saw a lion mating with an unconscious 
lioness. 
Lions are used to mating with an aggressive lioness . Every time 
she's had it, he receives a roar and/or a swap acro ss the face. 
In reality, it's impossible for one big cat to rape  another big 
cat.  

One of the young men closed the door then locked it . 
Afterwards, he dimmed the lights. Luckily, Corey sn eaked into 
the room in the nick of time.  

Corey decided to creep into the closet. In essence,  
everything that was to happen inside the room would  be seen and 
heard by Corey.  
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The young men were fixated on their 'prey'. Being i n a safe 
and secure place gave Corey the opportunity to reme mber the 
faces of the young men, and the young victim. Deep down inside, 
he knew who she was. Corey was in a temporary state  of denial.  
Corey concentrated very intently on the faces of th e young men. 
One-by-one, the images stuck in his mind.  

"I didn't want to believe my eyes! Jeff was the lea der of 
the pack!" exclaimed Corey.  

Corey stretched his neck as far as possible, in ord er to 
'record' the best image of the perpetrators' faces.  

No more denial! Corey admitted to himself that the victim 
on the bed was Cynthia Corbett Corey had to do some thing, fast.  
Jeff had made it clear that he had 'shotgun' on Cyn thia.  

Like a predator stalking its prey, Corey slowly cre pt 
towards the bed, trying not to be noticed.  

"I couldn't believe my eyes! My best friend in the whole 
world was about to be humiliated by six young men w ho couldn't 
have cared less about her feelings.  

The situation became extremely dangerous. Every sec ond I 
delayed my response made it that much more difficul t to help 
Cynthia. If they 'entered' Cynthia, she'd be subjec ted to 
possible Sexually transmitted diseases, pregnancy, and/or 
extreme mental trauma. Whether she was awake, or ou t cold, they 
were doing her wrong," said Corey.  

Corey began to tremble as he was conveying the stor y to my 
mother. She didn't say anything because she wanted him to 
continue the story, unabated. Besides, she didn't w ant him to 
feel that he was wasting his breath.  

Corey was pissed off, especially at Jeff. The other  five 
men were only 'assistants'. Not quite as evil as Je ff, but evil 
anyway. This time, Andy wasn't one of them.  

Corey began to feel apprehensive. He was a lone cat , facing 
six 'adrenaline-crazed' young men. How was he going  to subdue 
them? Or just stop them, for that matter?  

Corey made an about-face. He chickened out. He clos ed his 
eyes then shoved his face into the carpet, like an ostrich. He 
wanted to wait it out. He assumed that the incident  would be 
over in a moment, or two. Even with his eyes closed , he still 
felt Cynthia's presence. He tried to think of other  things 
besides her, to no avail.  

It didn't take long for Corey to feel guilty. His f eline 
sense of pride gnawed at him. Furthermore, the scen t of the 
dreaded 'capitulation drug' (animal tranquilizer) w as in the 
air. Normally, the capitulation drug is administere d to animals 
before capture, tagging, or surgery.  

This crime was premeditated. The drug of choice is called 
the 'rape drug' by humans. Because this story is be ing conveyed 
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by an animal, I shall refer to the drug used as the  
'capitulation drug'. 

The capitulation drug neutralizes the rape victim. He/she 
is unable to move or speak. It's frightening! Somet imes, the 
victim can remember some, or much of the attack. Ho wever, it 
also causes confusion. I mean, like a 'foggy memory ' of an 
event. This makes it quite difficult to take the ca se to court. 
Victims are not always their best witnesses.  

Corey defiantly opened his eyes then leaped onto th e bed; 
like a leopard. He stood in the opening between Cyn thia's upper 
thighs. In effect, he was shielding her vagina.  

Corey extended his claws and bared his incredible t eeth. He 
was trying to hold his ground, even with incredible  odds against 
him.  

"Hey, drunkard, get out of the freaking way! Don't bother 
us while were having fun. If you don't move out of the way, 
you'll end up on the streets!" shouted Jeff.  

The other five rapists burst into a 'group guffaw'.  They 
thought that Corey was a wannabe hero. Here he was a cat trying 
to defend a human. They couldn't comprehend it. If Corey had 
been a fighting dog they would've relented. Indeed,  he wasn't. 
Corey was a drunkard cat who was trying to protect his best 
friend in the whole world.  
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LIMPING AWAY 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Corey was hoping that Jeff was bluffing. In one swi ft move, 
Jeff hoisted Corey off the bed, smacked him across the face 
several times, with his free hand, then took aim an d threw him 
through the second floor window. At least, the wind ow was open. 
If it had been closed, things would've been a lot w orse for 
Corey.  

Because Jeff was the GSC quarterback, he was able t o throw 
Corey like a football.  

The end result was a 'catastrophe' for Corey. He co llided 
into a large branch, head first. This caused his 'r ighting 
reflex' to be temporarily upset. In other words, he  couldn't use 
his incredible feline abilities to allow himself to  fall on all 
fours. Corey landed on his left foreleg, in the man ner. It hurt 
him terribly!  

Instantly, Corey shrieked in pain. Although he was still 
thinking of Cynthia, he knew that his attempt to he lp her was 
futile. Corey was severely wounded, in incredible p ain, and on 
the lawn of a fraternity house. Defending Cynthia w as now out of 
the question.  

If Corey had been able to return to the 'dreaded si te' the 
rapists would've done him, once and for all.  
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Corey's feline curiosity forced him to wait on the lawn in 
order to tune into what was happening.  

I will now use the words 'rapist/s' to identify the  
individual/s who gang-raped Cynthia. Previously, I used the 
words 'young men' or men. This is because in the ea rlier part of 
the narrative the act hadn't been committed yet. I was only 
trying to be fair and accurate in my analysis. Cats  can be very 
'precise' at times.  

Suddenly, all six of the rapists peered out of the window. 
One of them pointed at Corey then laughed.  

Judging from the voices emanating from room twenty six, 
more rapists had come for the feast. It was now a ' gang-bang-
train'. Perhaps, a dozen or more potential rapists converged on 
the scene.  

Corey heard Jeff talking to someone on his cell pho ne. 
Apparently, Jeff had invited more of his friends to  the free 
copulation episode.  

Sadly, there was more humiliation to come. Jeff ord ered the 
other rapists to move aside, enabling him to peer o ut of the 
window.  

Jeff looked straight into Corey's eyes then told hi m that 
he was sorry for what had happened. Corey, in his d esperate 
state, believed Jeff.  

"Come on, Corey! I'm really sorry about what happen ed. I 
want to be your best friend in the whole world. Ple ase, get a 
little closer to the wall of the fraternity house. I won't hurt 
you. I promise! Let me tell you a little story," sa id Jeff.  

Jeff was naked and holding a mug full of urine in h is hand. 
It wasn't normal for a young man to peer out of a w indow, naked, 
and with a mug of urine in his hand.  

Surprisingly, Corey gave Jeff the benefit of the do ubt. An 
error, indeed!  

Corey cautiously approached the fraternity house wa ll 
directly underneath Jeff's nose. Jeff grinned then he poured the 
contents of the mug onto the lawn. Although he was aiming for 
Corey's head, he missed by a few inches. Corey real ized that 
Jeff had poured urine onto the lawn. He also knew t hat Jeff was 
aiming for him. Indeed, it was a terrible thing to do!  

The splashing of the urine on the lawn startled Cor ey, but 
not without spraying a few drops on his beautiful c oat.  

Corey instinctively leaped to his left, then away f rom the 
wall. Although this was an automatic self-preservat ion move, it 
wouldn't be accepted by Corey's left foreleg. As ex pected, the 
sudden movement caused Corey incredibly sharp pain in his left 
foreleg. In fact, it may have aggravated Corey's pr eexisting 
injury.  
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Corey limped away until he was out of reach of Jeff  and his 
rapist friends. Then he fell over onto his side. Al though he was 
still conscious, there was to be no moving about fo r at least an 
hour.  

Jeff began shouting obscenities at Corey. He called  him the 
worst names imaginable. Corey was in no mood to res pond. As soon 
as he was able to stand up, he continued to limp aw ay.  

Now, Corey had to deal with new problems: pain, lim ping, 
predators, automobiles, human sadists (people who e njoy hurting 
cats), food, water, the elements, companionship, sh elter, A Cos, 
hostile animals, basic veterinary medical and denta l care, 
relaxation, play time, other injuries, and general security.  

After limping away for several blocks, Corey turned  around 
then gazed up at 'the window'. Although the rapists  were now 
busy doing their thing, Corey was able to see Jeff give his 
rapist friends high fives. Corey also heard Jeff te lling the 
other rapists to move Cynthia to another room after  they 
finished 'doing her'.  

In reality, Cynthia would be out cold for several h ours. 
She had a dangerous combination of alcohol, marijua na, and a 
capitulation drug in her system. This combination c an sometimes 
be fatal. Even if a person survives this 'drug comb o' ordeal, 
permanent brain and/or body damage is possible. It' s troublesome 
to think about this. Unfortunately, many women and some men have 
been 'violated' in this manner. Many of them will n ever find 
out.  

While narrating his story, Corey began to cry. My m other 
broke down and cried, too. For the proceeding hour,  Corey, my 
mother, and the companion animals in the cargo sect ion, cried 
their brains out. Many cats and dogs can understand  the tragedy 
that Corey had to live with. Although their stories  weren't 
identical to his, they had their own painful memori es to deal 
with.  

Thereafter, Corey was repulsed by the scent of seme n, 
vaginal fluid, and human sweat. Whenever he scented  it on a 
human, he tried to walk away. These 'scents' brough t back 
painful memories. In fact, for three whole hours, C orey abhorred 
humanity. He slowly recomposed his thoughts regardi ng humans.                
Indeed, not all humans are bad, only some of them.  

Prior to the gang-rape, Cynthia was actively search ing for 
a good husband. She wanted a sweet man, who wasn't very good 
looking, with a decent job. Of course, he could nev er be 
physically or mentally abusive to her. Neither coul d he be 
neglectful of her needs. Shockingly, for a while, s he had her 
eye one of Jeff's friends. The guy wasn't good look ing. However, 
he was by no means ugly, either. Unfortunately, he was one of 
the 'minor rapists' who did Cynthia.  
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On numerous occasions, Cynthia made it clear to her  friends 
that she was going to stay a virgin until marriage.  She wasn't 
willing to give it up to anyone. Until marriage, th at is.  

"Did she really think that the perfect man would su ddenly 
pop-out from amongst those party animals?" Corey wo ndered.  

Corey continued to limp away from the dreaded scene . He 
just wanted to get away.  

Corey limped through a quiet residential area, for roughly 
fifteen minutes. Although he was hurting like hell,  he had to 
find a decent place to hide and rest.  

Luckily, it paid off. He spotted a beautiful tree n ear an 
intersection. He exited Wharton Street then entered  Mason 
Street. Of course, he looked both ways before cross ing the 
street. Cats are smart, not dumb, like some other a nimal 
species.  

As soon as Corey entered the yard, he collapsed sev eral 
feet from the tree. It took him a minute to recompo se himself. 
Afterwards, he limped to the tree. He couldn't must er up the 
strength to scale it.  

Dawn was fast approaching. As soon as daylight engu lfed the 
sky, Corey would have to be in a safe and secure pl ace.  

Corey awakened numerous times throughout his sleep.  The 
pain in his foreleg was unbearable. He didn't know what to do. A 
handicapped, stray cat, without any friends, on the  streets, was 
doomed to die. Unless Corey could think of somethin g fast, big 
trouble would engulf him.  

When the sun lit up the sky, Corey decided to awake n once 
and for all. He quickly stood up then fell onto his  side. 
Because Corey had forgotten about his injury, he st ood up too 
fast. As a result, he felt a very sharp pain in his  left 
foreleg.  

Corey pondered about his predicament for over an ho ur. By 
now, he was extremely thirsty. Indeed, he would've risked his 
life for a bowl of water. Lucky for him, an elderly  woman exited 
the house nearby then she turned on the sprinkler. The water 
pressure was mediocre.  

Corey hid behind the tree, because he didn’t want t he 
elderly woman to see him. Her response would be unp redictable. 
It could be empathy or outright hostility and aggre ssion. Corey 
didn't want to take any chances.  

After the elderly woman went back into her house, C orey 
limped towards the sprinkler. 

Shortly afterwards, Corey was cleansed. Meanwhile, the 
sharp pain in his leg worsened. The bombardment of water on the 
injury was no consolation for him. As a result, Cor ey limped 
back to the tree then collapsed onto the grass. He was out cold 
for two hours.  
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The sun had now risen, and was heating everything w ithin 
its domain. Indeed, it was a warm and sunny day. To o bad, Corey 
couldn't enjoy the beauty of it.  

As if Corey's problems weren't already enough. Anot her 
'sneaky problem' was beginning to affect Corey's ps ycho motor 
skills and mind. He needed a drink. Being accustome d to alcohol 
every single day, he couldn't comprehend being with out it.  

Corey had several separate seizures. Each time he f oamed at 
the mouth. Also, he fell into a semi-conscious stat e, before 
slowly regaining his composure. Thankfully, he didn 't swallow 
his tongue, or choke to death.  

Nevertheless, Corey slowly arose then limped out of  the 
yard. Sadly, he was in so much pain, returning to t he tree 
became his only option. This time, he slept for six  long hours.  
Corey was abruptly awakened by the voices of severa l kids. Four 
of them were boys, the fifth a 'tomboy'. Each of th em was 
wearing a 'Lions' baseball caps. Indeed, they were little 
leaguers.  

One of the kids called out to Corey.  
"Hey, come on, kitty! Do you want to play with us? We'll 

make you one of the guys. Don't be afraid!"  
     This was a red alert! Although most kids love animals, some 
of them are outright cruel. This cohort of kids lov es to perform 
the most horrific acts of torture against innocent animals; the 
majority of these animals are cats. Somehow, cats u sually 
receive 'personalized' cruelty. What is it with the se people?  

"I placed myself on red alert. Although the pain in  my leg 
was still tormenting me, I was in a potentially lif e threatening 
situation," said Corey.  

The kids approached Corey like predators; their eye s 
focused on their prey. Then, in a swift move, one o f them, a 
chubby boy with zits on his face, picked up a rock and threw it 
at Corey. The rock hit the tree beside Corey.  

The kids erupted into a group guffaw. The rock thro wer's 
guffaw suddenly turned into rage. Corey didn’t run away. 

A freckled-faced, pale-skinned tomboy, whispered in to the 
rock thrower's ear. Then, they grinned and gave eac h other high 
fives. 

What did Corey do to deserve this kind of treatment ? 
Corey prepared for an escape. He'd have to endure w hatever 

pain emanated from his foreleg. It was that, or be stoned to 
death.  

"Come on, kitty! We love cats! We were just trying to see 
how fast the rock could be thrown through the air. You can't 
believe that a bunch of kids would want to hurt a c ute cat like 
you? Do you? Just let us get a little closer to you , so we can 
see your beautiful eyes," said the rock throwing bo y.  
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No way! Impossible! Corey didn't fall for that lie.  Those 
kids were up to no good. Besides, Corey saw a firec racker 
partially hidden in the right hand of the rock thro wer. No 
doubt, he had a pack of matches in his pocket.  

It's happened many times before. An innocent cat's held 
down, a firecracker is rammed up his/her rectum, an d the rest is 
known.  

However, cats have also much to be thankful for. Go od 
humans have taken cats into their domiciles as pets , and have 
made them part of their family. There are many cat lovers out 
there. They treat us the way we deserve to be treat ed. I'm very 
proud and thankful that these humans exist. Humans in the animal 
protection movements usually don't forget us. They' ve placed 
cats and dogs high up on their hierarchical ladder of animals. I 
can't complain about that.  

Domesticated cats and dogs have often been referred  to as 
'companion animals'. They are truly the companions of their 
human friends.  

Wolves, foxes, and coyotes, have been trapped and k illed by 
humans. The Government of the United States support s the 
Ranchers in their fight against the 'varmints'.  

Yes, ranchers do have livestock to protect. Livesto ck is a 
rancher's 'bread and butter'. As sympathetic as I a m to the 
plight of the hungry predators, I understand the ra ncher's 
perspective. If someone tried to steal my food, I'd  fight 
him/her with every atom of my beautiful body. That is, if I was 
bigger and stronger than my adversary. This is the case 
regarding the rancher vs. predatory animals. The ra ncher's 
cachet of weapons is astronomically more superior t o anything 
predatory animals could ever muster up.  

However, I must tell you that almost all of the pre mature 
deaths that occur on large ranches are not from the  so-called 
varmints Death of ranch animals is caused by diseas e and/or 
extreme stress.  

Corey turned then limped away. One of the boys char ged him, 
like a bull. But then, he stopped in his tracks. Th e other kids 
reminded him that they were supposed get back home,  or else 
mother would throw a fit.  

They were freaking siblings! What kind of family co uld 
produce five potential cat killers?  

Although it was painful for Corey to move about, he  still 
managed to limp away for several blocks. By the tim e Corey 
reached Palmer Avenue, he collapsed onto the sidewa lk. He didn't 
have the strength to find a secluded area. Although  Palmer 
Avenue was situated in an upper middle class neighb orhood, 
enemies of cats are always lurking in the shadows.  
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No matter where a cat goes, there are creatures tha t want 
to harm him/her. Why? I really don't care! I'm a ca t. As such, 
I'll speak out for the rights of my own kind. I cou ldn't care 
less why our enemies want us dead. My own kind coun ts the most!  
Corey rested on the sidewalk for roughly ten minute s. Then, he 
cautiously got up and continued his trek. To compou nd his 
problems, Corey didn't know where to go.  

Corey was hoping that a human/s would have sympathy  on him. 
Maybe, he/she would be kind enough to take Corey in .  
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  THE BARTONS  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

While Corey was walking on Palmer Avenue he suddenl y took 
notice of a couple walking on the opposite side of the street.  

Suddenly, they took notice of Corey. He had a good feeling 
about this couple. Before he knew it, they'd crosse d the street 
and begun to walk towards him.  

"Hey kitty, are you okay? My wife and I love cats. If you 
don't have a home and would like to be our cat, jus t say so," 
said the man.  

Although Corey was flattered by the invitation, he still 
had an atom's worth of doubt in his heart. He was d isabled; 
unable to run away, or defend himself.  

After Corey carefully observed the couple's body la nguage, 
he determined that they were non-threatening. As su ch, he let 
his guard down.  
Corey limped towards the couple then zoomed in on t he couple's 
ankles. He slowly rubbed the side of his face and b ody on their 
ankles.  

In turn, the couple petted Corey on his back, sides , then 
between his ears. Mind you, all this rubbing was ve ry difficult 
for Corey to do. The pain in his foreleg had not ea sed up, 
whatsoever.  
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Corey flopped over onto his back then allowed the c ouple to 
pet his underbelly. He was desperate for companions hip, 
veterinary medical care, food, water, and shelter.  

Whenever a cat's in the mood to be petted, go ahead  and pet 
him/her. However, if a cat shows any signs of irrit ation, anger, 
fear, or frustration, back away! You can't imagine how powerful 
and dangerous some cats can become. A good bite or a scratch 
from one of us is painful!  

The woman checked Corey's collar to see if a home a ddress 
or name was printed on it. There was no collar to b e seen. As 
such, the couple took Corey home with them. Luckily , the 
fraternity brothers didn't insert a microchip ident ifier under 
Corey's skin, either. Corey would've preferred to h ave died, 
rather than return to the fraternity house.  

"I'm Linda Barton, and this is my husband, Robert B arton."  
Corey had a good feel about the Bartons. Although h e was still a 
bit apprehensive, things seemed to be getting bette r. He'd have 
to be patient and alert.  
     "You're a cute cat. We're very pleased to meet  you. We've 
always wanted a cute cat in our home. Cats make hom es better 
places to live in," said Linda.  

Linda was a very beautiful woman, early forties, wi th jet 
black hair and blue/green eyes. Robert was tall, we ll-built, and 
had brown hair and hazel eyes. Corey was under the impression 
that the Bartons were well off.  

Linda hoisted Corey up onto her sternum. Then, she gently 
pressed him against her chest. Corey felt like a li ttle baby. He 
liked it, because it looked like he'd gotten his me al ticket.  

While the Bartons were walking back home, Corey cou ld feel 
Linda's heartbeat. The thumping made Corey drowsy. Mind you, he 
still had to deal with the pain emanating from his left foreleg.  

They walked north on Palmer Avenue for four blocks,  until 
they arrived at the Bronson Street intersection. Af ter looking 
both ways, the Bartons entered Bronson Street. Two blocks later, 
they were face to face with a white mansion.  

Corey couldn't believe his eyes! The Bartons' mansi on was 
enclosed by a beautiful white picket fence. The law n was 
beautiful, and well-trimmed.  

Glancing to his right, Corey noticed a three-door g arage. 
This was the North American cat's dream come true. All Corey 
needed now was assurance that he was going to be ac cepted as a 
Barton companion animal.  

"Robert, Linda, I apologize for not being very soci able. I 
have a pestering injury in my left foreleg. My fore leg's 
swollen, and it hurts like crazy. I hope I don't en d up with 
gangrene.  



    

    

43 

 

Now on a more positive note, my name is Corey James on. It's 
my pleasure to meet you."  

"Robert, I'm flabbergasted by Corey's politeness," said 
Linda.  
As soon as the three entered the mansion, Corey alm ost fainted. 
He was overwhelmed by the utter beauty of the furni ture and 
decor. It looked like Corey's life was going to cha nge for the 
better.  

But, there was a potential problem to be dealt with . The 
scent of another cat loomed in the air. Corey didn' t know if the 
other cat was would be friendly, or aggressive.  

As Corey was pondering about how to greet the other  cat, a 
Siamese cat, who appeared older than Corey, entered  the living 
room. She was slim and had an energetic aura. Not s urprising for 
a Siamese.  

"Corey, Linda's aunt Martha left us Tanya as a goin g away 
present. She moved to the Bancroft Senior's Home, s everal 
hundred miles north of here. Aunt Martha was eighty  years old. 
She was in no shape to take care of her cat anymore .  

Martha's arthritis, heart problem, and diabetes, we akened 
her considerably. Cats in homes need special care. Love, 
protection, food, water, veterinary medical care, c ompanionship, 
shelter, play, and outdoors activities," said Rober t.  

"Corey, we did take notice of your serious leg woun d. If 
you don't mind, please tell us what happened. We ha ve to tell 
the veterinarian something, when we go tomorrow," s aid Robert.  

Because Corey hadn't even partially recovered from the 
terrible ordeal, he didn't feel like spilling his g uts out to 
anyone.  

Corey glanced at Tanya then looked at the Bartons. Tanya 
understood what Corey was trying to say.  

"Let's go to my litter box," said Tanya.  
When Corey and Tanya were heading to the litter box , Corey 
sensed something unusual. His feline senses were pl aced on high 
alert. 

Corey suspected that something terrible was looming  in the 
shadows. For the time being, he stayed quiet.  

Tanya's litter box smelled fresh and clean. It was larger 
than any litter box he'd ever seen. Indeed the Bart ons were good 
folks who knew how to take care of their cat. While  Corey was 
looking at Tanya's litter box, Linda entered the be droom then 
carefully placed another litter box beside Corey. A fter smiling 
at both cats, she left.  

Corey wobbled into his new litter box. Then, he rel ieved 
himself. He had to go really bad.  

Later, Corey and Tanya decided to crash out in the living 
room.  
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Corey was amazed by Tanya’s kind heartedness.  
As soon as they entered the living room, Corey roll ed onto his 
side, then instantly fell into a deep sleep. He dre amt that he 
was a lion on the Kalahari plains. An awesome dream  for any cat!  

In Corey's dream, the other animals on the plains w ere 
terrified of him. He roared, roared, and roared, as  loud as he 
could. Animals could hear his roaring from miles aw ay.  

Naturally, he approached a lone lioness he had his eye on. 
Sensing that she was tired, he turned then walked a way.  

After Corey took several steps away from the liones s, he 
had a change of plans. His 'lion ego' got the best of him. He 
ran to the lioness then did his thing. 

Corey mounted the lioness, over and over again, wit h 
frequent interruptions. Every time she'd had enough , he'd get a 
bop on the side of his head. Finally, when she took  a fighting 
stance, he knew that his quick escapade had come to  an end.  

As Corey was walking away from 'his lioness', he no ticed a 
lone zebra calf a hundred yards directly to his rig ht. Perhaps 
she was lost. This was a lion's dream-come-true.  

Corey squiggled towards the zebra calf, inching his  way to 
a lightening-strike. While narrating his story to m y mother, 
Corey began to drool like a dog.  

As soon as Corey was in position, he 'rocketed' tow ards the 
zebra calf, took hold of her neck then swung her to  the ground. 
Corey's incredible teeth and sharp claws dug-into t he zebra 
calf's flesh.  

Corey teased the calf, biting, then releasing. He r epeated 
this routine a dozen times. Afterwards, he dug deep  into her 
flesh. He ate the zebra's internal organs first. Bi g cats love 
to eat the internal organs of their prey. The inter nal organs 
are full of nutrition and blood.  

While Corey was enjoying his extravagant meal, he w as 
abruptly awakened by Tanya. He almost scratched her , not out of 
anger, but from 'momentum aggression'. When a cat's  eating, 
fighting, sleeping, or copulating, stay clear.  

As soon as Corey awakened, he found Tanya and Linda  
hovering over him. They were grinning. Linda was ho lding a bowl 
of cat food in each hand. Tanya told Corey that she  wanted him 
to eat with her. Corey was amazed at how friendly h is 'new 
family' was. He was very thankful to be part of the  Barton 
family.  

Because Tanya was spayed, she and Corey could only be 
'chummy friends'. In other words, she could never b e the mother 
of his kittens. There's a serious cat and dog overp opulation 
problem in much of the world, including North Ameri ca. Millions 
of dogs and cats are killed each year in North Amer ica, because 
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they've been dumped by their owners, or were born o n the 
streets.  

Spaying and neutering helps to alleviate the dog an d cat 
overpopulation problem. Many 'excess animals' are t hrown out 
into the streets, sold to animal labs, given to she lters (often 
time killed if they aren't sold soon afterwards), s ent to 
terrible breeders, or to cruel owners.  

Corey and Tanya ate their cat food then asked for m ilk and 
water. Linda returned with plenty of milk and water  for the two 
of them. Corey and Tanya took a long nap after thei r nutritious 
meal.  

While napping Corey thought about his trip to the 
veterinarian. Possibly, the veterinarian would be a ble to fix 
Corey's ailment. Meanwhile, the pain in his eased u p a bit.  
Companion animals expect their human caretakers to take care of 
all of their physical and mental ailments.  

The long nap turned into a long sleep. By the time had 
Corey awakened, it was time to go to the veterinari an.  

"Corey! You must get up, now! It's time to go to th e 
veterinarian. No doubt, they'll withdraw some blood  from your 
cute body. There'll be other tests too," said Linda .  

Tanya reminded Linda that Corey would need to eat a  
wholesome breakfast before going to the veterinaria n. In 
response, Linda ensured that Corey would leave the mansion on a 
full stomach. 
     After Corey had his fill, he rolled over onto his side. He 
was no longer able to roll around because of his te rrible 
injury.  

"Tanya, we're taking Corey to the veterinarian. You  
remember our veterinarian? Don't you?" asked Robert .  

Although Corey was very happy to be part of the Bar ton 
family, he still had 'mild suspicions'. He was afra id that the 
Bartons wanted him to be declawed. He'd have to cro p his ears, 
and use his better judgment. For the time being, he  kept his 
feelings to himself.  

Linda left the living room, only to return a few mi nutes 
later with an animal carrier in her hands. Corey di dn't want to 
be placed inside the animal carrier. So, he gave Li nda a sad 
face. It worked.  

"I guess I'll have to carry you by hand. It wouldn' t be 
right to induce claustrophobia in our beloved cat. Corey, we 
love you dearly," said Linda.  

Because the veterinary clinic was nearby, the Barto ns 
decided to walk there. Robert made sure that he did n't forget 
his wallet.  

The Bartons walked down the street until they reach ed the 
veterinary clinic, which was located at 4155 Bronso n Street. The 
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sign in front of the clinic read: Dr. RAYMOND GARCI A, DVM, and 
surgeon. 

He was a veterinary surgeon! Corey's pulse and bloo d 
pressure almost shot through the clouds! He was ter rified, but 
also felt let-down. How could the Bartons casually have him 
mutilated? It looked like they wanted the procedure  to be done.  

The Bartons entered the clinic, with Linda carrying  Corey 
in her hands. They went straight to the reception b ooth. Robert 
took hold of Corey then took a seat in the waiting room. Linda 
spoke to the receptionist. Corey was ready to fight  anyone who 
wanted to mutilate him. Corey wasn't worried about being 
neutered. He was worried about being declared.  

Neutering is a good animal population control measu re. De 
clawing, however, is outright mutilation! No cat wo uld ever want 
to be declawed! De clawing is cruel and archaic. It ’s pure and 
simple.  

Corey and the Bartons waited for a total of fifteen  minutes 
before the veterinary nurse called them over.  

When Linda stood up, Corey instantly developed a mi nor 
stomach ache. He was jittery, confused, and felt le t down. Corey 
scanned the area for a possible escape, in case he was unable to 
defeat his foes.  

Dr. Garcia's office was spacious and clean, with nu merous 
animal posters on the walls. Corey detected the 'sc ents' of 
previous patients who'd been in Dr. Garcia's office .  

Dr. Garcia was a middle-aged man, short in stature,  pock-
marked, and spoke like a southerner. Initially, he seemed like a 
nice man, smiling at Corey often. He re-assured him  that 
everything was going to be just fine, and not to wo rry or be 
afraid.  

"Linda, I noticed Corey's favoring his left foreleg . If 
there are any other problems, please tell me. Indee d, he needs a 
complete physical examination," said Dr. Garcia.  

"Dr. Garcia, I tried to get the story from Corey. B ut, 
Corey doesn't feel comfortable talking about it. I suspect that 
someone did him harm.  

Robert and I assumed that Corey didn't want to retu rn to 
his previous owners. Unfortunately, there are peopl e who'd love 
to get their hands on him. Cat abuse is something t hat has been 
around for eons," said Linda.  

"Okay, we'll have to scan him. We must be sure that  he's 
not registered as someone else's cat. I want you an d Robert to 
read the lost and found section of the local newspa per. Please 
do this for a week, just in case. Make sure that no body's 
searching for him. Also, keep an eye on postings on  poles, 
telephone booths, and bulletin boards," said Dr. Ga rcia.  
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Dr. Garcia told Linda that it was time to go to the  examination 
room. Corey became increasingly anxious, to the poi nt of 
trembling.  

As soon as they entered the examination room, Dr. G arcia 
leaned over and picked up his medical bag. Corey wa nted to limp 
away. Also, he felt like telling Dr. Garcia and the  Bartons to 
leave him alone! But, he knew that patience is ofte n a smart 
inaction. He waited intently to see what was going to happen.  

"Corey, these are antiquated surgical instruments. They're 
not suitable for today's surgery. My grandfather us ed these in 
graduate medical school. Both my grandfather and fa ther were 
surgeons.  

Surgeons must be learned, patient, and able to work  under 
extreme pressure. Time constraints, and death, are always 
lurking in the shadows.  

During surgery, there's no room for fear. I mean, f ear of 
blood, flesh, cutting, and death. In fact, when per forming a 
procedure, a surgeon must be as cold as ice. The su rgeon should 
never become too attached to the patient. Surgery i s performed 
to correct, remove, prevent, or alleviate a problem . Therefore, 
drastic actions are often needed.  

As a child, I fantasized about being a top-notch su rgeon, 
until the dreaded day. It was the shocker of my lif e!  
On a hot and humid Tuesday morning, while I was wal king to 
school, I took notice of 'lynched cat'. The lynched  cat wasn't 
too far away from my home. Perhaps, four blocks.  

It appeared that the cat had been lynched the night  before. 
What was left of his tongue was dangling from the s ide. His eye 
sockets were empty, and the flies and maggots were enjoying 
their buffet.  

I cut the noose then gently took hold of the cat's body. 
Luckily, the branch that the cat was lynched from d angled 
downwards. Kind of like a willow tree. Unfortunatel y, it was 
still a tad bit too high for the cat to be able to stand on its 
claws.  

I carried the cadaver across the street to a tiny f orested 
area. I buried him deep into the forest. Constant t ears streamed 
down my cheeks. Miraculously, I was still able to m ake it to 
school on time.  

However, the image of the victimized cat never left  my 
mind. I say innocent, because no cat deserves to be  hanged. No 
matter what he/she supposedly did," said Dr. Garcia .  

Corey's physical examination took approximately twe nty 
minutes. Dr. Garcia was thorough, knowledgeable, ca lm, and well-
mannered. Now Corey felt secure.  

Dr. Garcia is the kind of veterinarian that all sic k 
animals dream of having. A minority of veterinarian s are 
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outright cruel and ruthless. The same can be said a bout 
humanity, in general.  

After the examination, Dr. Garcia asked the Bartons  to 
follow him to his office. Meanwhile, Corey was cudd led in Dr. 
Garcia's arms.  

Although Corey was thankful that he wasn't going to  be 
declawed, he was anxious about the fate of his left  foreleg. 
Also, about any other medical problems he could've had.  

A 'debilitated leg' would certainly have depressed Corey 
for life. A limping cat is easy prey. In the wild, or on the 
tough streets, there's no mercy. Really!  

As soon as the Bartons entered Dr. Garcia's office,  he 
motioned them to sit down. Dr. Garcia tried his har dest to put 
on a smile. Unfortunately, his facial muscles weren 't responding 
to his own deception.  

"You've brought me one companion animal after anoth er, for 
the past fifteen years. You guys are very kind and loving to the 
animals in your care. If I was a cat, you'd be my f irst choice 
for ownership. I respect both of you, from the bott om of my 
heart. If all companion animals were under the care  of people 
like you, I'd probably go out of business! Certainl y, having 
good owners is very important in the overall cat he alth scheme.  

Anyhow, let me get to the gist of the matter. Corey , you 
have a very serious injury to your left foreleg. It  was likely 
caused by an uncontrollable fall. Normally, cats ha ve a special 
'righting-reflex' that helps them to regain their 
composure/position during a fall. In other words, c ats are 
designed to land on all fours.  

Corey has abrasions scattered throughout his body. Although 
I can't be absolutely sure what had happened to him , I'll give 
you a hypothetical scenario based on my twenty five  years of 
veterinary experience and animal activism.  

I think that someone grabbed Corey by his scruff th en threw 
him out of a window. I know this because the abrasi ons on his 
body are consistent with those of an animal who'd b een thrown 
into a tree, then fell onto the ground. Believe me,  I've seen 
this before.  

Corey was dazed, injured, and taken off guard. His righting 
reflex had been turned upside down. In effect, he f ell like a 
human. This caused him to land on his left foreleg,  in an 
awkward angle," said Dr. Garcia.  

"How could anyone do such a thing? Are you sure the re are 
people in this world who'd resort to this kind of b rutality?" 
asked Linda.  

"Unfortunately, yes! There are people who, if given  the 
chance, would do a lot worse. I've seen cats that w ere brutally 
beaten, mutilated, burned, hanged, drowned, butcher ed, 
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humiliated, hog-tied, shackled, starved, neglected,  tossed, 
skinned, and even 'violated'. Thankfully, burnings aren't as 
common as they used to be. I mean, in North America .  

In some parts of China, cats are also prepared as f ood. The 
poor kitties may be blow torched, beaten, then boil ed, in order 
to make a special soup.  

Centuries ago, many cats were systematically burned  as 
witch accomplices, or because they were considered inherently 
evil.  

Centuries ago, in France, 'bunches' of cats were pl aced in 
a basket then tossed into a fire. The viewers loved  the 'show'.  

Some humans don't want to believe that cats are sen tient 
beings. Cats are alive and have physical and mental  feelings. If 
you don't like cats, fine! Just don't harm them! It 's that 
simple!" replied Dr. Garcia.  
My mother began to feel groggy, while Corey was con veying his 
story. At least for the time being, she was too tir ed to listen 
to anyone. It was a long trip, and rest was called for. 

Furthermore, the stress of hearing Corey's story za pped my 
mother's emotional energy. My mother, along with th e other 
animals in the cargo section, told Corey that they needed time 
to recover from his sad story. My mother was surpri sed to see 
that the other animals in the cargo section were li stening to 
the sad story.  
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HAWAII 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
After several hours of sleeping and napping, the ca rgo 

animals asked Corey to continue his story. Unfortun ately, the 
captain had already begun to descend the airplane. Soon, it 
would be time to say goodbye.  

Although the descent was gradual, the animals felt it 
before the captain made his official announcement. Cats and dogs 
have superb senses. They can often see, hear, and f eel, what 
humans are oblivious to.  

"This is Captain York speaking. We're making our de scent 
into Sunnyvale International Airport. As expected, it's 85 
degrees, with overcast skies.  

On behalf of our airline crew, thank you for choosi ng Trans 
West Airlines. On behalf of our entire crew, we hop e you have a 
safe and enjoyable stay in Hawaii."  

They finally made it to Hawaii. The animals in the cargo 
area were exhausted. They couldn't wait to get out of their 
stinking hell-hole.  

In all the excitement, Corey defecated. One kitty p uked her 
brains out. This 'intensified' the preexisting sten ch in the 
cargo section. My mother endured it.  
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My mother was excited about seeing Hawaii; a beauti ful 
island surrounded by a gigantic ocean. Most cats co uld never 
dream of such a thing.  

Domesticated cats and dogs have been taken along by  their 
human owners, to many regions of the world. Some of  us like cold 
weather, while others like warm weather.  

Canine breeds such as the Siberian huskies feel rig ht at 
home in snow covered lands. These large dogs can al so be found 
in warmer regions as companion animals.  

Captain York landed the Trans West airplane without  
incident. Captain York was a good pilot. While he w as driving 
the plane to the terminal, my mother received a sud den rush of 
anxiety. She loved Corey dearly. But, knowing that they'd never 
see each other again was very painful. The other an imals in the 
cargo section were aware of the close relationship that had 
developed between the two. They understood that wha tever 
friendships emerged from the long trip would have t o end soon.  

As soon as the airline crew opened the hatch, the 
passengers began to leave. In the cargo section, tw o airline 
workers airline workers began to remove baggage, in cluding the 
animal carriers from the airplane.  

The animals that were in the cargo section were pla ced in a 
transport vehicle. The driver, a thin woman with re d hair, 
snarled at the animals. Corey smiled at her, thinki ng that she'd 
change her attitude.  

"You creeps make our airplanes stink! You don't hav e a 
right to take up space. You pee and poop whenever t he plane 
takes off and lands. Not to mention, the period in between. Why 
can't you creatures just stay home!" shouted the dr iver.  

The sound of the transport vehicle's engine helped calm the 
animals.  
Security at the airport was tight. In the olden day s, airports 
and embassies had considerably less security. In fa ct, many 
embassies around the world didn't have a security s ystem worth 
mentioning. Nowadays, there are too many wars, civi l wars, 
revolutions, angry maniacs, hostile movements, and dictators. 
They make this world a much more dangerous place.  

The most dangerous dictators are those who have a v ery 
powerful military machine at their disposal, and al so have 
'absolute media powers' at their disposal. Although  some of 
these dictators give off an aura of honesty and int egrity, it's 
isn't even skin deep. Underneath their waxy skin is  a creature 
ready to kill, maim, lie, and steal.  

Understandably, the cargo animals were hungry and t hirsty. 
What they were given during their flight was only e nough to fill 
a sickly mouse.  
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Everything seemed to be going just fine for the Wil sons. 
They'd endured a long voyage, without incident. Asi de from 
needing a few hours more of sleep, they were conten t. As for my 
mother, she was overburdened with a feeling of clau strophobia.    
She wanted to breathe some fresh air.  

After being locked inside a filthy animal carrier, then a 
transport cage, she deserved something better.  

The Wilson walked to the baggage claim section. The y waited 
roughly fifteen minutes then snatched their bags, o ne at a time.  

As soon as the Wilsons began to walk away from the baggage 
claim section they spotted a baggage handler. He wa s tall, broad 
shouldered, and a bit too old for the job.  

"Can you take these bags?" asked Robert.  
"Certainly, it's my job to do that!" responded the baggage 

handler.  
Meanwhile, my mother was scratching her animal carr ier. She 

was trying to get the Wilson' attention. She needed  to be let 
out of her animal carrier! Strangely, the Wilson ig nored my 
mother's desperate pleas. Maybe, they weren't that sweet after 
all?  

The baggage handler placed the Wilson' baggage on a  
trolley, then pushed it to the nearest exit. A shor t while 
later, the Wilson were standing on the sidewalk wai ting for a 
cab.  

Linda flagged down a cabby then tipped the baggage handler. 
He smiled then walked away. As soon as the baggage handler 
entered the airport terminal building, the scabby p ulled over in 
front of the Wilson.  

"Hi, where would you like to go?" asked the scabby.  
"Could you take us to the Skyline Apartments, locat ed at 

1500 Arlington Street, in Donahue," replied Linda.  
"I can take you to Donahue. Don't worry. Be advised  that 

the fare may reach seventy five or eighty dollars. I just want 
you to understand that after my overhead and other fees, I don't 
even make peanuts for money. Sometimes, I work up t o twelve 
hours a day, in order to make a decent wage.  

Cabby's have a right to be pissed off. Our passenge rs keep 
complaining about fare increases. They don't quite understand 
that we cabby's are suffering even more," said the scabby.  

The Wilson felt sorry for the scabby. He had tears 
streaming down his cheeks, and was hyperventilating  while he was 
speaking.  

The cabby tried to deny that he was crying; claimin g that 
he suddenly got a case of 'allergy sniffles'. The t hree 
vacationers went along with the cabby's explanation . Maybe, he 
was too proud to admit that even tabbies cry.  
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A short while later the Wilsons were on their way t o the 
Skyline Apartments. It seemed like they were going to have an 
enjoyable vacation. Unfortunately, my mother was st ill in her 
animal carrier, trying desperately to bet let out.  

Thankfully, one person did take notice of my mother .  
"Please, don't think I'm overstepping my bounds. Bu t, your 

cat's trying to get your attention. I notice she's scratching 
the interior of her animal carrier. I have two beau tiful cats at 
home. I'll tell you what the problem is. Your cat w ants to see 
the landscape. Also, she probably feels a bit claus trophobic. 
Please, let her out," said the cabby.  

"Mandy, what's the matter? Are you in pain? Do you want to 
be let out of your animal carrier?" asked Steve.  

"Please, I'm going nuts in here! I want to freaking  see 
Hawaii! Aren't I part of the vacation team?!" asked  my mother.  

Karen gently removed my mother from the animal carr ier. 
After pondering for a few seconds, Linda placed my mother on her 
lap. Instantly, my mother felt like a little kitty.  

Finally, my mother was able to catch her breath and  see the 
outdoors. She'd endured more than enough claustroph obia. To make 
matters worse, it took a total stranger to alert th e Wilson 
about my mother's plight.  

My mother took advantage of her new vantage point, glancing 
at the many interesting sights on the way to the Sk yline 
Apartments.  

The cabby slowed down, then came to a stop. The lig ht was 
red, so the vacationers had to be patient.  

Suddenly, my mother took notice of a vicious cat fi ght. 
Paws were flying at super speed. Even a prize fight er couldn't 
have seen the punches and scratches. Wimpy cats tha t live on the 
streets usually don't have 'a territory'. The males  among this 
group end up with no progeny. They're as good as st erile.  

There are times when a cat must turn and flee. Smar t strays 
survive the longest. Cats that lose a vicious fight  may end up 
with horrific, lifelong injuries. They end up with ugly gashes 
and scars, and/or partial immobility problems. Chee tahs are 
smart.  

Often times, cheetahs are forced to leave their sla b of 
meat, in order to avoid a fight with a formidable f oe. Cheetahs 
understand that they can't sustain a serious injury . They must 
always be able to run very fast. Also, cheetahs are n't good 
fighters. They're awkward.  

Although both combatants were launching incredible blows at 
each other, the smaller cat was eventually knocked out for the 
long count. Normally, cats don't fight to the death . 
Unfortunately, the loser had blood oozing from the side of his 
head, and part of his left ear had been chewed off.  
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The triumphant cat snarled at his opponent, with th e utmost 
arrogance. It totally shocked my mother! In the old en days, a 
cat that capitulated was permitted to walk away. Di sgraced, but 
not beaten to death.  

When the light turned green, the scabby continued h is 
drive. The sound of the cab's humming relaxed my mo ther.  

My mother cropped her ears in order to tune into th e 
conversation at hand. She learned a lot about the W ilson, and 
the scabby. Cats can 'pretend' that they're per-occ upied with 
another activity. But, they're really listening-in on what 
'you're saying'. Cats are highly intelligent, incre dible, agile, 
beautiful, athletic, tough, and resilient beings. W hat else 
could we ask for?  

The Wilsons took their vacation partly because Kare n wanted 
to feel Hawaii's warm air. She was born and raised in Anchorage, 
Alaska. She hated snow, cold weather, slush, and no t being able 
to go outside in comfortable clothing all year-roun d. Hawaii was 
her dreamland.  

Karen was well-educated. She received her Bachelor of Arts 
degree in Political Science from Yale University. S he later she 
earned a law degree from Stanford University. That' s where she 
met Steve. Karen and Steve decided that they'd get married on 
the condition that both of them pass the Bar Exam.  

Steve, a slim man who ate too much junk food, was b orn and 
raised in Kansas City, Missouri. He received his Ba chelor of 
Arts Degree in English from Kansas University. Afte rwards, he 
later received a law degree from Stanford Universit y.  

Who knows, what my mother's fate would've been if t he 
Wilson hadn't passed the Bar Exam. Anyway, there's no use in 
pondering about this hypothetical scenario.  

My mother decided to relax, in order to forget her daily 
problems. She tried to block out the conversation a t hand, but 
couldn't. My mother ended-up pondering about her li fe with the 
Wilson. She never saw the Wilson get into a vicious  argument, or 
throw insults at each other. Although, there were a  few 
incidents when Steve became irritated by Karen's pe rsistent 
pestering. Sometimes, she behaved like a 'borderlin e bitch'.  

Karen would often pester Steve about moving to Hawa ii. She 
got a partial answer, through a vacation. Like a ca t stalking a 
mouse, she used stealth, cunning, and persuasion, t o get to 
Hawaii. This was the first step in a full-scale mov e to Hawaii. 
Steve was unaware of Karen's secret plan.  

While my mother was pondering away, the scabby inte rrupted 
her line of thought with an important statement.  

"The Skyline Apartments are only three blocks away.  I hope 
you enjoy your stay there. Don't worry, you don't h ave to worry 
about snow," said the scabby.  
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As soon as they arrived at the Skyline Apartments, my 
mother's jaw almost dropped to the ground! She'd ne ver seen such 
an uppity apartment complex. It was fit for VIPs.  

"Here we are! I'll pull over in front of the rental  office. 
I've only taken a few passengers to the Skyline Apa rtments. 
These apartments are expensive and uppity. Who can afford them?" 
asked the cabby.  

"We will spend three months at the Skyline Apartmen ts. An 
old friend of my husband's sub-leased his apartment . Afterwards, 
we'll have to move out, or sign a lease for another  apartment," 
said Karen.  

The cabby stopped the meter then asked the Wilsons for 
sixty five dollars. Steve removed four bills from h is wallet 
then handed them to the scabby.  

"Please, keep the change! You've been a good scabby , and 
arrived in one piece," said Steve.  

"A million thanks for the big tip! No passenger has  ever 
given me this much 'tip money'. Really! Give me a c all when you 
need a ride back to the airport, or anywhere else i n the 
vicinity. Here, take my card," said the scabby.  

The cabby carefully removed the Wilson' baggage fro m the 
trunk, then placed the articles in front of the ent rance to the 
Skyline Apartments.  

After a short pause, the scabby insisted on carryin g the 
Wilson' baggage to the manager's office.  

They entered the first set of doors then Steve pres sed the 
intercom button to speak to the security guard. As soon as 
Steve's mouth opened, the security guard spoke.  

"Skyline security, please identify yourselves and s tate 
your purpose for being here."  

"We're the Wilsons. We have a sub-lease from a tena nt named 
Albert Reynolds. He's been living at the Skyline Ap artments for 
at least ten years," replied Steve.  

"Yes, I was given instructions to let you in. Mr. R eynolds 
has been a very good tenant.  

As soon as you hear the buzzer, please open the doo r. Then, 
enter the foyer. The manager's office is at the end  of the hall, 
on your right. You can't miss it," said the securit y guard.  

The Wilsons entered the door, passed through the fo yer, 
then walked to the end of the hallway. Meanwhile, t he scabby had 
returned to his cab.  

Moments later, the Wilsons were standing in front o f the 
manager's office. Karen knocked on the manager's do or four times 
then took a step backwards.  

My mother heard the manager approaching the door. H e walked 
slowly. As soon as he opened the door, Karen got th e shock of 
her life.  
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The manager was a tall, handsome man, who was also slender, 
with jet black hair and sky-blue eyes. He was polit e, soft-
spoken, and friendly.  

"Are you the Wilsons?" asked the manager.  
“Yes, I'm Karen, and this is my husband, Steve. We' re 

delighted to see you. The Skyline Apartments are ab solutely 
stunning. We've never seen anything like this befor e."  

"I'm Eric O'Connor, the Manager/Administrator of th e 
Skyline Apartments. The tenants call me Eric. I hop e your trip 
was enjoyable. You know the story; fill out these f orms, pay the 
first month's rent, and then I'll give you your key s."  

The Wilsons filled out the necessary forms, then ha nded 
Eric a check for the first month's rent. Afterwards , they asked 
him a dozen questions.  

As soon as their questions were answered in full, t he 
Wilsons felt a gush of relief. The long journey had  taken an 
incredible toll on the three vacationers.  

"Well, everything is in order. Here are your keys, receipt, 
personal copy of the lease, and handshake. I hope y our three 
months at the Skyline Apartments are very enjoyable .  

You'll find tourist guides and brochures in the foy er. If 
you have any questions, give me a ring. My office h ours are 
posted on my door. Attached to your copy of the con tract are 
important phone numbers, and mailing and email addr esses. For 
emergencies, call 555-1678," said Eric.  

As soon as the deal was finalized, Karen tugged on Steve's 
sleeve. She wanted to see their apartment, pronto!  

Eric was amazed at my mother's beauty. My mother se nsed 
that Eric loved cats. Too bad he couldn't have her as a 
companion animal.  

"What's your cat's name," asked Eric.  
"Her name is Jody Wilson. Although she has the Wils on name, 

we didn't give it to her. Jody's our precious littl e kitty. We 
love her so dearly. Look at her beautiful eyes.  

Anyhow, we'll make sure she behaves herself. No poo ping or 
peeing, unless it's done in her litter box.  

Albert promised me there'd be two litter boxes in t he 
apartment. He wanted to make sure that Mandy had a good place to 
relieve herself, "said Steve.  

The Wilsons exited Eric's office, carrying their ba ggage. 
As they were walking to the elevators, they took no tice of the 
beautiful carpet, wall paper, lighting in the corri dor, and the 
beautiful paintings. They were utterly awed.  

Meanwhile, my mother was placed inside her animal c arrier. 
As shocking as it sounds, it's true! My mother trie d to squeeze 
her head through the tiny gaps between the bars. He r attempts 
were futile. Because my mother wasn't a super cat, she had to 
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endure whatever suffering was to come. Otherwise, s he would've 
broken out of her pathetic animal carrier.  

Linda pressed the 'up' button for the elevator then  waited 
patiently. A short while later, the number three el evator door 
opened. 

The Wilsons carried their baggage into the elevator . My 
mother sighed in relief. She couldn't wait until th e Wilson 
entered the uppity apartment. At least, she'd be le t out of her 
animal carrier. Or would she?  

Karen pressed the number five button then lowered h er hand. 
She grinned at my mother, then at Steve.  

For a brief moment, my mother thought about running  away as 
soon as she was able to. But, logic overpowered her  urge. Where 
would she go? How would she survive out in the real  world? What 
kind of game plan would work? What would happen if she returned?     
These are a few of the countless questions my mothe r pondered 
about.  

As soon as the elevator door opened, the Wilson beg an their 
march to their apartment. Almost immediately, a ski rmish ensued 
between my mother and the Wilson. Steve and Karen w anted to turn 
right, while my mother insisted on turning left. Th e Wilson 
decided to follow my mother. Well, it paid off.  

"Steve, we’re finally here! An uppity apartment for  three 
months! Because we don't know anyone in this city, we can relax 
and do things we wouldn't dream of doing back home.  We can have 
our privacy at last," said Karen.  

Karen was impatient. She snatched the apartment key s from 
Steve then unlocked the apartment door. After takin g a deep 
breath, she pushed the door open. Immediately, an i mmense wave 
of room deodorizer engulfed the three vacationers. Apparently, 
the apartment had just been cleaned, all to the ben efit of the 
vacationers.  

The vacationers entered their apartment. Karen carr ied my 
mother's animal carrier into the living room then p laced it on 
the carpet. After pondering for a few seconds, she carried my 
mother's animal carrier to the kitchen. As soon as Karen let go 
of my mother's animal carrier, she was bitched out.  

"Karen, please! I'm suffocating here! Don't freakin g leave 
me here! That would be totally inhumane and inconsi derate. Let 
me out! If you don't, I'll never speak to you again ! Ever! Don't 
be a freaking bitch!" my mother shouted.  

After recovering from the shock, Karen let my mothe r out of 
the animal carrier. Then, she took several steps to  her right. 
My mother was in no mood to have her path blocked. Especially by 
the person who'd just imprisoned her.  
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My mother ran straight to the living room. As soon as she 
entered the living room, she spotted a black sofa. A few leaps 
later, she was rolling on the black sofa.  

My mother never scratched or bit articles of furnit ure. She 
was aware of the repercussions. Often times, scratc hing cats are 
declared, put to sleep, or simply dumped on the sid e of the 
street.  

"Be sure not to scratch anything! It's not our furn iture!" 
yelled Karen.  

My mother took that as a direct insult. She'd never  bitten 
or clawed any articles of furniture. Why did Karen remind her 
not to scratch any articles of furniture? For a bri ef moment, my 
mother considered scratching the black sofa out of spite.  

It seemed like the Wilson were becoming more and mo re 
'unloving' and 'uncaring' towards my mother. Cats t hat are 
forced to endure this kind of predicament must have  a good game 
plan for a sudden exit.  

The Wilsons were exhausted. As such, they crashed o ut in 
the bedroom. Hunger and thirst usually take a back seat to 
sleep. A short while later, the three 'tenants' wer e sound 
asleep.  

On the streets, a cat must keep one eye open, unles s he/she 
has an incredible hiding place. All sorts of danger s lurk in the 
shadows.  

While asleep, my mother dreamed that she found a lo ne slab 
of meat. It weighed roughly fifty pounds, was blood y, and 
waiting to be eaten. Initially, my mother froze. Af ter the shock 
of it, she ran to the slab of meat then opened her mouth. That 
slab of meat was almost in my mother's mouth, but w as snatched 
away.  

My mother was abruptly awakened by the sound of a f allen 
vase. The vase had fallen because it was placed on the edge of 
the counter. Obviously, something spooky tipped it over.  

My mother was totally pissed off! How could that st upid 
vase destroy her dream? She felt like pouncing on t he broken 
pieces.  

My mother stretched her muscles then roamed around.  She was 
happy to live in a beautiful apartment. Also, she a ppreciated 
the air conditioner. What else could a cat ask for?  

Wilson awakened about an hour later. Upon awakening , Karen 
went to the kitchen. Once there, she opened the kit chen storage 
room. Instantly, she got the shock of her life! The  entire 
storage room was full of food particles! Linda was thankful that 
her husband's friend was such a sweet guy. For a sp lit second, 
Karen imagined that she was married to Albert. Then , she 
remembered her sister, Sandra. Sandra was thirty ye ars-old, and 
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still single. Maybe, she could set her sister up wi th Albert? 
She wondered.  

Steve lethargically followed Karen to the kitchen. Once 
there, he heard Karen say something that no husband  ever wants 
to hear.  

"Steve, your friend Albert is the right man for my sister! 
If you weren't my husband, I'd marry him myself! I' m just 
kidding, baby. You are the only love of my life. Ev en my sister 
can't have you," said Karen.  

My mother was shocked at Karen's slip of speech. Sh e didn't 
believe that Karen was only kidding.  
My mother became overly anxious, causing her to rec eive a sudden 
jolt of energy. She ran throughout the interior of the apartment 
until the Wilsons could bare it no longer. 
     "Mandy, I want you to stop horsing around! Slo wly walk to 
the living room, then leap onto the black sofa and stay put! I 
will not repeat myself!" shouted Karen.  

My mother obeyed Karen's commands. However, she did  feel a 
bit of defiance in her heart.  

Henceforth, the Wilson didn't seem that sweet after  all. My 
mother decided to draw out a plan for a possible es cape.  

"Listen, what you see all around you doesn't belong  to us! 
It belongs to Steve's friend, Albert. Albert's a go od man. 
However, he'll go ballistic if he finds his furnitu re in ruins!" 
shouted Karen.  

Meanwhile, my mother's hunger pangs returned. Saliv a began 
to dribble down the corners of her mouth. Her hunge r pangs could 
no longer be hidden or ignored. Jet lag was over.  

As soon as Steve entered the living room, he notice d my 
mother was slobbering. He was shocked to see her in  this 
condition.  

Steve told my mother to go to the kitchen and wait.  
"Karen, Mandy's starving! We need to get her some f ood, fast! 
Please, on the double!" exclaimed Steve.  

While Steve was speaking to Karen, his cell phone r ang. 
After allowing it to ring four times, he answered. Steve then 
left the living room.  

Meanwhile, Karen brought forth two cans of cat food . After 
opening both cans, she placed the contents into a b lue bowl. My 
mother dashed to the blue bowl, then feasted like a  lion. She 
cleared everything in sight.  

Because my mother was still hungry, she followed Ka ren to 
the living room. She meowed, play bit Karen then ya nked on her 
ant leg. It worked! Karen knelt down then picked my  mother up. 
She gave my mother a kiss between the ears then car ried her back 
to the kitchen.  
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After my mother ate two more bowls of chicken and t una, she 
asked for milk and water. Luckily, there was plenty  of milk and 
cold water in the fridge.  

As time passed, the vacationers became accustomed t o living 
in Hawaii. Karen's secret game plan was working. No w, even my 
mother wanted to stay in Hawaii.  

Thankfully, the Wilson took my mother out on a dail y basis. 
They also allowed her to ride in their rented blue Pontiac. 
However, I must say that my mother had many lonely periods. 
Sometimes the Wilson would go out until late at nig ht. They'd 
return home satiated and drunk.  

For the most part, my mother was satisfied. She und erstood 
that she fared better than most other cats, especia lly strays. 
If she'd only known what was in store for her. Nobo dy knows what 
the future will bring, until it becomes the present .  

Even the Wilson' neighbors were friendly. Sometimes , they'd 
donate cat food for my mother. In addition, Eric ca me by once a 
week to inquire about the Wilson and my mother.  

A couple of weeks prior to the Wilsons return to Mi ssouri 
my mother met a very special person. This person wo uld not only 
alter my mother's life, but also mine.  
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   NEIGHBORS  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
On a beautiful Friday morning, the Fergusons, who l ived in 

apartment number 501, knocked on the Wilson's door.  The 
Fergusons were leaving Hawaii. 

Apparently, Mr. Ferguson was being transferred out of the 
country. He and his wife were moving to Calgary, Al berta; a 
thriving and expanding city.  

Mr. Ferguson and his wife loved Hawaii's mild weath er and 
'Pacific attitude'. They weren't sure how they'd su rvive up 
north.  

Steve invited the Fergusons into his apartment. The  
Ferguson declined; stating that they were going to the airport 
in a short while. Therefore, they had no time for a  long 
conversation.  

The Fergusons began to weep. They were born and rai sed in 
Hawaii. This was the first time that they were leav ing home. 
They were already home sick.  

"Come on, guy! Canada's a very nice place to live i n. It's 
not like we’re going to a country where the natives  speak a 
foreign language. I think the cold weather, and jus t being up 
north, will be good for your psyche," said Steve.  

The short pep talk was enough to cheer-up the Fergu sons. 
They realized that they were being silly. No more c rying for the 
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Ferguson. When they said their goodbyes, they were in good 
spirits.  

Karen gave them another short pep talk.  
"Don't worry. Both of you are scientists who can fi nd work 

in any city across North America. If you don’t like  Calgary, 
move to another Canadian city. Or, come back to the  United 
States.  

Enjoy the beautiful snow. Purchase a cat from a she lter as 
soon as you arrive. You'd be surprised how importan t Mandy is to 
us. Every time my husband and I pet her, we can fee l our blood 
pressure and pulse drop," said Karen.  

"Thanks a lot! You've made our day! I think Calgary  will be 
a good place for us to live in! We might even buy o urselves a 
cat!" exclaimed Mrs. Ferguson.  

The Ferguson walked back to their apartment in good  
spirits. My mother waved to them one last time, bef ore they 
entered their apartment.  

My mother wished the Ferguson the best of luck. Alt hough 
she'd only seen them a few times before, they did s eem like a 
friendly couple; never bothering their neighbors wi th loud 
music, or big parties.  

Four days later, another couple moved into apartmen t number 
501. The husband was a muscular, fifty-something ex ecutive, with 
green eyes and brown hair. His wife was gorgeous, i nnocent-
looking, and only twenty-something. She was a redhe ad and had 
'sky-blue' eyes. Aside from her good looks, there w as nothing 
worth mentioning. She was a typical airhead.  

On the day of the Wilson' departure, they allowed m y mother 
to roam the hallway unattended. But, there were con ditions. She 
had to stay on the fifth floor, and she was 'absolu tely 
forbidden' to enter anyone's apartment. These condi tions are 
similar to those imposed on children.  

The Wilsons reminded my mother that some humans hav e an 
extremely wicked interior. Sometimes, that wickedne ss is well-
hidden, until it's too late for the victim. My moth er didn't 
quite believe what the Wilson had told her. But, sh e went along 
with it anyway.  

The Wilsons went out for some heavy-duty shopping, eating, 
and movie viewing, because it was their last day in  Hawaii.  
The Wilsons left their apartment door slightly ajar . In case 
anyone tried to 'burgle' their apartment, Jody was ordered to 
scream and shout until the burglar/s fled the area.  I guess 
their instructions were a bit contradictory.  

My mother began to roam the hallway as soon as soon  as the 
Wilson entered the elevator. Although she knew it w as wrong to 
do so, she listened in on the 'private conversation s' of the 
tenants.  
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As my mother was strolling through the hall, she he ard a 
woman shouting from room number 510. My mother was shocked by 
the woman’s profanity. 

After the woman stopped shouting, she began to cry.  She was 
obviously shouting at a loved one.  

As soon as the man was within an inch of the apartm ent 
door, he apologized to the woman for every terrible  thing that 
he'd ever done to her.  

"Please, Cindy-baby, I'm so sorry for what I did! P lease 
give me a chance to make it up to you. Look, we can  go to the 
movies then we'll go to the mall. We'll have a nice  meal and 
stroll around for a few hours. When we return, we'l l make love. 
In that case, everything will be just fine.  

"No! That's not enough! I want you to get on your h ands and 
knees, like a dog. Then, you must apologize to me f rom the 
bottom of your heart. You lied to me! You told me t hat you were 
going to treat me like a princess!" shouted the wom an.  

"Please, why should I treat you like a princess?" a sked the 
man.  

"I AM YOUR FREAKING WIFE! THAT IS WHY!" shouted the  woman.  
"Jeepers, why does marriage have to be so hard?" my  mother 

asked herself.  
After a couple of minutes of quiet, the couple appr oached 

the door then they put on their shoes.  
My mother ran to the end of the hallway then curled  up into 

a ball. She was practically invisible.  
The married couple exited their apartment then walk ed to 

the elevators. A short while later they disappeared .  
As soon as the elevator doors closed, my mother unc urled 

herself then resumed her strolling. For a short whi le, there was 
hardly anything worthy of listening to.  

As my mother was returning to the Wilson' apartment , she 
heard someone dry heaving. Then, the woman inside h er apartment 
began to vomit and dry heave over and over again.  

Naturally, my mother's feline curiosity got the bet ter end 
of her. She stealthily approached the woman's apart ment. My 
mother found herself in front of apartment number 5 00. After 
scanning the floor, she shoved her ear against the apartment 
door. Mind you, my mother wasn't trying to be a mos ey cat. She 
truly cared about the fate of the person who was 's elf-
inflicting' a severe punishment upon him/herself.  

After the second dry heave, my mother determined th at the 
person was a young woman. Now, the woman was also v omiting. She 
was inducing herself to dry heave and vomit. Cats h ave a keen 
ear for these things.  
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The woman appeared to be alone and in severe psycho logical 
distress. She needed someone to help her. Perhaps t hat someone 
would be a cat.  

Even cats know that inducing a dry heaving spell, a nd 
vomiting spree, is potentially dangerous. Fatal sto mach ruptures 
can occur. Frequent vomiting can also cause throat,  tongue, 
metabolic, nutritional, and digestive system proble ms.  

Often times, the problem is detected at the dentist 's 
office. In rare cases, the knuckles of the 'inducer ' may have 
calluses or teeth marks on them.  

Indeed, anorexia nervous and bulimia nervous (purgi ng 
type), are very serious cries for help. The pained on must stop 
his/her actions. Otherwise, it is imperative that h e/she seek 
professional help. The end result may possibly be l ifelong 
physical/mental problems, or even death.  

The pained one may be in denial. Whether the eating  
disorder was caused by an incident/s, body isomorph ic disorder, 
or idolizing the thin body image, we must never ass ume that 
things will automatically get better. In extreme ca ses, 
deliberate suicide, reckless behavior leading to su icide, or 
inadvertent suicide through persistent starvation/p urging can 
occur. 

Even a smiling anorexic/bulimic who appears happy, may be 
quite unhappy. Hell, he/she may be contemplating su icide. 

Mind you, some humans have super efficient metaboli sm, or 
exercise too much. 
However, if you suspect someone of suffering from a n eating 
disorder keep a sharp lookout. If you have proof or  verification 
of the problem, then it must be tackled immediately .  

Mind you, drastic weight loss in individuals can al so occur 
as a result of an underlying medical problem. The i ndividual may 
be mentally healthy, but, physically unhealthy. Don 't play 
doctor, unless you are one.  

As soon as the 'episode' in room number 500 ended, a new 
problem arose. The woman began to cry. Initially, m y mother 
froze. She never liked to see or hear another perso n cry.   
Instantly, she drew out a plan to help the woman. C ats are 
remarkable at helping humans who are in dire strait s. Indeed, 
cats are very talented beings.  

Receiving the comfort of a caring human, or animal,  is 
sometimes as good as a large dose of medicine. Many  cats are 
kind, loving, and caring. Well, they may not show i t because of 
cat pride. Rest assured it's true. Cats know that t hey can lower 
a person's blood pressure, pulse, stress level, and  many 
physical and mental problems. All they have to do i s just be 
around. Sometimes when a cat ‘mock attacks’ a human  it helps 
make the human feel more at ease.  
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    I WAS GANG-RAPED!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My mother pawed at the apartment door, over and ove r again. 
Then, she politely asked the young woman to open th e door.  

A short while later, a severely depressed, but stil l 
beautiful young woman, opened the apartment door. S he looked 
straight into my mother's eyes. My mother's feline intuition and 
sharpness enabled her to see pain, depression, anxi ety, 
confusion, fear, and apprehension, in the eyes of t he young 
woman.  
     The young woman knelt down then blew my mother  a kiss. 
Afterwards, she got on all fours and kissed my moth er between 
her ears. My mother liked it! She now had a new 'hu man friend'.  

"Come in, don't worry! I won't bite you. I've got s ome milk 
in my fridge; really fresh and tasty stuff. I'll le ave the door 
wide open, in case you decide to leave my apartment . Please, 
trust me. I'll never betray you. I'll never use you  even when 
you're down and out. I won't make fun of you in fro nt of your 
face, or behind your back," said the young woman.  

After the brief barrage of kind words, the young wo man 
collapsed onto her bed. Then, she dry heaved severa l more times.  
A full minute later, the young woman was able to ge t out of her 
bed then slowly walk to the restroom. Once inside, she washed 
her hands, brushed her teeth then gargled with mout hwash.  
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After the young woman exited the restroom, she went  to the 
kitchen and slowly fixed herself a health drink.  

The young woman didn't take a single gulp until she  poured 
some of the health drink into a blue bowl then set it beside my 
mother.  

She was a kind woman indeed. After the two new frie nds had 
their fill, they decided to talk.  

But then, my mother became a bit apprehensive. She wondered 
if the young woman was hiding a psychotic personali ty. Her 
behavior wasn't normal.  

My mother turned right then took several steps towa rds the 
apartment door. Something made her stop dead in her  tracks. It 
was then, that my mother realized that her fears we re unfounded. 
The young woman was in too much pain, agony, and to rment, to 
harm anyone, let alone, a cute little cat. The youn g woman was a 
victim. But, how was she victimized? My mother wond ered.  

My mother turned back then approached the young wom an, 
stopping just an inch from her.  

"My name is Cynthia Corbett I've always loved cats.  Most 
cats are cute and sweet. No cat has ever harmed me.  Let alone 
used me like a rag. Although I love dogs, some of t hem are 
extremely aggressive. I like to keep it safe.  

I had many stray cat friends during my childhood. O ne of 
them was the love of my life. She's long gone now. You see, 
during my childhood years, I was bounced around fro m one foster 
home to another.  

I don't want to overburden you with my problems. Ho wever, 
since the dreaded act, I've been very depressed, an xious, 
confused, and afraid. Not to mention pissed off as all hell! My 
eating and sleeping habits have been adversely affe cted. I'm 
having severe problems finding the right man. I jus t want to 
find Mr. Right. I just want to be loved! I just wan t to live a 
normal life! I just want to be married! I just want  kids!  

I'm afraid to use powerful psychotropic medications . Some 
have harmful, or potentially harmful, side effects.  In rare 
cases, death is a possibility.  

Rest assured I'll never take my problems out on you , or any 
other cat. I want to purchase a cat from a shelter.  I want her 
to be as pretty and cute as you. But, I must get my  own life in 
order first."  

Cynthia leaned over then gently held my mother's co llar 
between her index finger and thumb. My mother under stood exactly 
what Cynthia was trying to do. She stood still and allowed 
Cynthia to read the name on her collar. Thankfully,  the Wilson 
made sure that an identification collar was on my m other's neck.  

"Jeepers, I forgot to introduce myself! My name is Mandy 
Wilson. I'm from Missouri."  
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"Gosh, your name is Mandy. That's a beautiful name.  I have 
a friend in Washington named Mandy. She's studying biology. 
Biology students have to spend countless hours in t he lab. 
Persons holding advanced degrees in biology are con sidered 
scientists.  

After my friend Mandy receives her undergraduate de gree, 
she'll apply to veterinary medical school, somewher e in 
Washington. Unfortunately, I don't call her too oft en. She's 
often busy hitting the books. I don't want to bothe r her.  

Anyway, I have more pressing concerns at hand. I've  got 
terrible problems to deal with. I know I'm sick. An orexia 
nervous and bulimia are very serious illnesses. I'm  primarily an 
anorexic. Unfortunately, a few years ago, I went th rough three 
bulimic phases.  

I think anorexics are directing their anger and pai n 
against themselves. Bulimia is a matter of losing c ontrol, 
running away from problems, and using food as a cur e-all. In my 
particular case an eventual return to anorexia is o ften the end 
result. 

Honestly, my case isn't too extreme. As you can see , I only 
have another thirty pounds to lose," said Cynthia.  

Cynthia became so emaciated from talking, she almos t 
collapsed. My mother leaped onto Cynthia's chest, u sing her 
momentum to push Cynthia into an upright position.  

After Cynthia regained her composure, my mother tur ned then 
leaped onto the carpet.  

My mother wasn’t going to let Cynthia to get away f rom her. 
My mother wanted to help Cynthia in every way possi ble. My 
mother was an incredible person. Nobody in the whol e world could 
ever compare to her.  

My mother began her sustained empathy by asking Cyn thia an 
important question:  

"What do you mean by you just have another ten poun ds to 
lose? Girl, you're thinner than a pencil! Your brea sts are like 
those of a prepubescent. The fact that you want to lose more 
weight means you need help! Please, get some help, fast!" 
exclaimed my mother . 

"Mandy! YOU DON’T LOVE ME! You're trying to hurt me ! You're 
trying to humiliate me! Mandy, you raped me!" shout ed Cynthia.  

"Cynthia! What are you talking about! Why are you b ehaving 
irrationally! I'm not trying to hurt you! I'm tryin g to help 
you!" shouted my mother.  

"I'm sorry, Mandy. Whenever someone encroaches upon  me, I 
get horrific flashbacks of 'the incident'. I often feel like I 
am being gang-raped again and again. Then tossed aw ay like a 
dirty rag and mocked at.  
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"Mandy, I love you! I'm sorry that I snapped at you . Please 
forgive me, so we can remain best friends,” said Cy nthia.  

Thankfully, all was now well. My mother forgave Cyn thia. 
Afterwards, they made up. My mother licked Cynthia' s chin then 
she pawed away the tears that were dribbling down h er best 
friend’s cheeks.  

Although my mother was worried about Cynthia’s 
determination to lose more weight she let it go for  the time 
being. Instead, my mother 'scented' Cynthia, by rub bing her body 
against Cynthia's ankles. As such, my mother consid ered Cynthia 
hers, and absolutely no one else's.  

Afterwards, my mother rolled onto her back, thereby  
exposing her vulnerable underbelly. My mother wante d Cynthia to 
understand that she trusted her so dearly.  

Cynthia hoisted my mother off the carpet, then, pul led her 
against her cleavage. My mother found herself being  smothered by 
a very skinny woman. Cynthia's sternum, clavicles, and shoulder 
blades were barely covered by what little flesh the re was. Where 
were the neighbors? Didn't anyone care about Cynthi a? My mother 
wondered.  

Cynthia grinned then stroked my mother between her ears. 
Cats love to be petted and stroked between their ea rs. It helps 
to relax them.  

Although Cynthia was thankful for my mother's empat hy, she 
needed much more uplifting. My mother understood th is very well. 
Being happy for the moment is nice. However, it's n ot a 
substitute for long-term treatment.  

"Mandy, would you like to hear my story?" asked Cyn thia.  
My mother responded in the affirmative then licked the palm 

of Cynthia's hand. Cynthia put on a forced grin the n gently 
rubbed her chin against the side of my mother's hea d. Cynthia 
was trying to become 'kin' with my mother. She was already 
beginning to behave like a cat.  

Cynthia went to the living room then gently placed my 
mother on a beautiful brown sofa. My mother felt a very strong 
attachment to Cynthia.  

Cats have seen the utter devastation caused by eati ng 
disorders. Actually, the eating disorder is the pri mary symptom, 
not the underlying problem. Cynthia was now lucky t o have a 
caring friend nearby.  

Cynthia braced herself, cried a lot, then reached o ver and 
grabbed a box of tissue paper. She removed several pieces of 
tissue paper then wiped her cheeks dry. Afterwards,  she tossed 
the tissue paper into the nearest waste basket. Cyn thia's 
'Niagara Falls tears' were a testament to her suffe ring.  

"Mandy, when you want me to stop narrating my story , just 
tell me. Point blank.  
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Several years ago, I was an undergraduate student a t 
Gramson State College (GSC), in California. Gramson ’s roughly a 
hundred miles north of San Francisco. It's a small city with a 
population of roughly 50,000.  

In the beginning, everything seemed just fine. I ha d a 4.0 
GPA, tons of good friends, much money, and I was dr op-dead 
gorgeous. I could tell, because men gave me that 's pecial look'. 
Actually, before 'the incident', I thought that the y loved me. 
Well, I learned a big lesson after the incident.  

Jeff, my 'former friend', had once been the best ma le I'd 
ever known. That is, until I found out that he was a monster in 
sheep's clothing.  

Prior to the incident, Jeff often helped me with my  
homework. I reciprocated. Although we were both str aight 'A' 
students, our majors were different.  

Okay, every-so-often, Jeff would try to make 'an in nocent 
move' on me. I really didn't think much of it. I me an, he'd try 
to touch me in inappropriate places, at inappropria te times. I 
figured it was normal under the circumstances," sai d Cynthia.  

My mother tilted her head to the side, indicating t hat she 
wasn't quite sure what Cynthia was talking about. S he needed 
more elaboration.  

Cynthia understood what my mother was trying to say  to her.  
Whenever I had a problem in one of my assignments, Jeff 

would come over and try to help me. Of course, I di d the same 
for him.  

Regarding Jeff's inappropriate touching, I later fo und out 
that he was sexually assaulting me with his slick h ands," said 
Cynthia.  

My mother noticed that Cynthia began to shed tears again. 
So, she gently pawed Cynthia's face. Then, she told  her that she 
loved her. This made Cynthia feel better.  

"Before I understood the truth about Jeff, he was l ike a 
knight in shining armor. Most of the other girls at  GSC would've 
made love to him in a flash. And, he knew it," said  Cynthia.  

My mother noticed that Cynthia wanted to ask her a 
question. Perhaps, she had forgotten my mother's na me.  

"Cynthia, my name is Mandy Wilson."  
With all of the stress and tension of conveying my story, I'd 
forgotten your name.  

Mandy, my entire life was altered in a flash. Jeff and Andy 
went to a pet store and purchased an incredible cat  named Corey. 
It would've been better if they'd purchased Corey f rom a 
shelter, rather than from a pet store. Millions of cats and dogs 
in the United States are killed every year in shelt ers. There's 
a terrible cat and dog overpopulation problem in th e United 
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States. Pet stores should be 'researched', before g iven any 
business.  

Often times, people purchase pets, then toss them a  few 
weeks, or months later. They don't understand that a pet needs 
much caring for.  
Have your animals SPAYED AND NEUTERED! Anyhow, I ne ed to get 
back to my story.  

Many late night parties were held at the college 
dormitories and fraternity and sorority houses. The re were GSC 
students who believed that college was a place to l earn how to 
party and get laid. Studying was dreaded at all tim es.  

On that dreaded day, students were celebrating the end of 
finals. I made the mistake of going to the party al one. Usually, 
I'd go with at least a couple of my girlfriends. It 's a safety 
precaution designed to help protect women against v iolence. As 
soon as I arrived at the fraternity house, I starte d to 'binge 
drink'. I thought it was cool to do so. So did most  of the other 
party animals at the fraternity house; men and wome n alike.  

I lost count of how much I drank. As expected, I ev entually 
fell into a stupor. In addition, I was given a 'che mical 
immobilization drug' (CID) by my so-called friend, Jeff. I 
didn't find out until after the incident that Jeff had slipped 
the CID into one of my drinks. 

I remember him pulling his arm back quickly, upon m y 
turning back to face him. We were sitting on bar st ools in the 
lounge room. How could I have been so stupid? That was the 
question that rang in my head for weeks after the i ncident. 

Luckily, after I cleared my head, it became apparen t that 
everyone can be fooled or 'connived', under the rig ht 
circumstances.  

Suddenly, I awakened from a terrible night of binge  
drinking. My memory for the moment had faded. But, I soon 
remembered enough to know what had happened to me. I noticed 
that my shirt was smeared with dried-up vomit, bloo d, and tons 
of dried-up semen. Actually, one tiny slab was stil l a bit 
soggy.  

I'd consumed so much alcohol and dope, my body lite rally 
catapulted it. In short, vomiting was my body's def ensive 
strategy.  

The thought of having been gang-raped now rushed th rough my 
head. It didn't matter whether the perpetrators wer e men, women, 
aliens, or animals. I was violated against my will.  Worse yet, I 
was too inebriated to defend myself. No, I was para lyzed! Never 
mind, some of the men who 'did me' were supposedly dear friends 
of mine. They stabbed me in the back when I was dow n! Actually, 
they were the ones who put me down!  



    

    

71 

 

As for my deserving it, no way! Although, I shouldn 't have 
made partying a big part of my life, nor should I h ave lowered 
my guard. I did leave myself open to an assault, li ke a giant 
slab of raw meat on the Serengeti Plains. Still, I didn't 
deserve to be violated. Especially, by so many guys !" exclaimed 
Cynthia.  

Cynthia broke down again. Then, she curled up into a snail-
like position. Afterwards, she began to hyperventil ate.  

My mother slowly calmed Cynthia down, intimately ex plaining 
to her that nobody was going to rape her, ever agai n.  

Cynthia was shivering so badly, she looked like som eone who 
was having a malaria seizure. 

My mother pawed Cynthia's face then she gently rubb ed the 
side of her head against Cynthia’s chin. Cynthia re composed 
herself.  

Afterwards, my mother insisted that Cynthia eat a w holesome 
meal, without inducing vomiting afterwards. Thankfu lly, Cynthia 
followed my mother's instructions. She was now able  to continue 
her story.  

"As the 'seconds' passed, I began to form a picture  of what 
had happened to me. I remembered the presence of se veral young 
men hovering over me. They looked like giant vultur es, waiting 
to devour me.  

Soon afterwards, they got to eat their flesh. In ot her 
words, they had their way with me. Too cowardly to do it with a 
fully-conscious woman; they found me an ideal targe t.  

I felt so sad, depressed, apprehensive, guilty, vio lated, 
tormented, abused, sickly, disgusted, nervous, conf used, dirty, 
stupid, naive, vain, oblivious, mentally incompeten t, 
despicable, terrified, vengeful, used, betrayed, an xious, 
worthless, doubtful, angry, cheap, frivolous, and ' partially' in 
denial. Although I knew that it had happened, a par t of me still 
clung onto the possibility that maybe it was a nigh t terror. I 
think many gang-rape victims do that. 

I was surely ‘infected’ with 'Gang-Rape Syndrome' ( GRS). In 
other words, I'd have to endure a life of painful s ymptoms, and 
other untold problems. There was no way around it. It would only 
take a short while for me to fully feel the force o f it all.      
What would I become? 

Would I have to live as an anorexic, psychotic, par anoid 
personality type, overly anxious, or extremely depr essed? 
Indeed, I felt like a water balloon that had just b urst. I 
couldn't recompose myself. I'd have to deal with th e tragedy 
every single day, for the rest of my life.  

I fully awakened at 7:30 A.M., slowly getting out o f the 
filthy bed I found myself in. Afterwards, I rubbed my eyes 
because there was dry semen and urine on my entire face. Aside 
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from sexually violating me, those creeps also relie ved 
themselves on me. I smelled like a giant 'semen uri nal. I was 
hygienically dirty!  

Surprisingly, nobody else was in the fraternity hou se. 
Otherwise, they would've tossed me out, for being s uch a stink.  
I figured the guilty parties went to Balding Park t o drink more 
alcohol and brag about their 'incredible conquest'.  I pictured 
them eating pizza and drinking up a storm. Maybe, t here'd be a 
girl or two with them. This breed of females is ext remely 
ruthless. They'd call me a filthy harlot! A tease! A bimbo! A 
'wanted-it-deep-down-inside-girl'! And, every other  terrible 
name they could think of.  

I slipped my right foot into my shoe, but couldn't find my 
left shoe. I decided to find my shoe before leaving  the 
fraternity house. As I walked down the corridor, I peered into 
every room that I passed.  

Then, it dawned on me. The gang-rape must've occurr ed on 
the second floor. I was on the third floor. The thi rd floor only 
had two bedrooms. The rest of the space was designa ted for 
laundry, a study room, and a snack room.  

I very-well knew that almost all sexual acts were p erformed 
on the second floor. This rule applied in student r esident 
houses, fraternity houses, and even sorority houses .  

I descended to the second floor then headed straigh t to the 
'dreaded room'. I could smell semen and urine emana ting from one 
particular room.  

As soon as I entered the dreaded room, I spotted my  left 
shoe near the bed. Apparently, things were a lot wo rse than I 
could've ever imagined. Those creeps must've 'done me', then 
carried me to several other rooms; one at a time. I n the end, 
they carried me down to the second floor.  

In all the commotion, why didn't any of my 'sisters ' come 
to my rescue? Sadly, I'd never find out.  

I sat on the bed, then reached over and grabbed my shoe. 
After slipping my left foot into my shoe and tying my laces, 
another object caught my attention. Shockingly, it was my purple 
panties. Tucked underneath a stack of books, it cer tainly looked 
out of place. 

In order to make sure that they were my panties, I closed 
the door then dropped my pants. I wasn't wearing an ything 
underneath! Next, I leaned over then grabbed my pan ties. They 
were wet! My panties smelled like semen, sweat, blo od, and 
vaginal fluid. There was a lot of dried semen on my  panties. It 
couldn't have all been from one person. I instincti vely knew 
that there were multiple semen samples ‘inserted’ i nto my 
panties. It seemed like the more I investigated, th e more I 
uncovered.  
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Although I felt very disgusted about wearing a 
dirty/stained pair of panties, I felt even dirtier not wearing 
anything underneath my pants.  

At this point, there was no doubt in my mind: I was  
certain! I was gang-raped! I no longer thought of t he young men 
as creeps. They were rapists! Pure and simple! Each  and every 
single one of them!  

The rapists were overconfident and conceded. There were 
many of them. I was in no mood to forgive any of th em!" shouted 
Cynthia.  

My mother had to insist that Cynthia stop her story  for 
fifteen minutes. Cynthia was developing some major jitters. She 
almost looked like she was about to have a seizure.  My mother 
couldn't allow that to happen.  

My mother gently pawed and patted Cynthia's face fo r 
several minutes. Then, she licked her on the cheeks , chin, and 
right hand. Thankfully, my mother's actions were he lpful. Now, 
Cynthia was ready to continue her story.  

"I held my panties in my hands, staring at them, an d 
sniffing them, for several minutes. It was then, th at my first 
flashbacks occurred. It was so terrible I hugged th e bed pillow 
for fifteen minutes. Mind you, I was crying at the same time.  
I tried to imagine what the rapists were saying whi le they were 
doing me. Maybe they said something like, 'come on baby just say 
no'!  

After pondering about what the rapists may or may n ot have 
done, I began to ponder about what to do with my pa nties. Should 
I toss them? Wash them? No way! I decided to keep m y panties as 
they were. No tampering with the evidence.  

Even in Hollywood crime shows, the rape victim's us ually 
intelligent enough not to take a shower, or destroy  any of the 
evidence. I certainly wasn't going to make the mist ake of 
destroying valuable evidence.  

Out of nowhere, I felt a terrible burning sensation  in my 
stomach. It was caused by incredible anger. I was p issed off as 
all hell! And some! In addition, I was still a bit hung over. It 
takes a while for alcohol to be completely processe d out of the 
system.  

Until I sobered up, my mental faculties wouldn't be  up to 
par. In the meantime, I had to do something about m y breath. I 
had barf, semen, urine, vomit, alcohol, and empty s tomach 
breath. I could've driven off a giant dragon with m y stinking 
breath.  

I entered one of the rooms, opened the mini-fridge then 
removed some food and drinks. I ended up stuffing m yself.  
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After eating, I returned to the dreaded room then t ook hold 
of my shoulder bag. Thank GOD they didn't also take  my property. 
I think that the rapists were too busy taking my bo dy, instead.  
I opened my shoulder bag then pulled out a toothbru sh, 
toothpaste, dental floss, and a mini bottle of mout hwash.  

After thoroughly cleaning my teeth and the inside o f my 
mouth, I placed the articles into my shoulder bag. Then, I took 
out a pack of gum.  

I ended up chewing on the gum for fifteen minutes, before I 
felt that I'd accomplished my mission: to cleanse a nd purify my 
teeth, and the inside of my mouth. The rest of my b ody would 
need much more work to accomplish the same goal," s aid Cynthia.  

Cynthia had fresh tears streaming down her cheeks. I knew 
what was going to happen shortly afterwards.  

"Mandy, you can't understand what it feels like! I felt so 
violated! I just didn't want to see, hear, or speak  to anyone! 
Let alone be touched, hugged, or given a pep talk! It was a 
strange feeling. My friends and I had always been v ery 'touchy'.  

For the time being, I could only tolerate the touch  of an 
animal. Mandy, I wish you were there! It would've m ade my ordeal 
much easier to live through," said Cynthia.  

My mother knew exactly what Cynthia was trying to s ay.  
"Cynthia, I love you too!" exclaimed my mother.  
"Mandy, when I was in grade school, I embraced my 

girlfriends often. They did likewise to me. After t he gang-rape, 
I clearly understood that the good 'Ole days were g one forever," 
said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I feel so much love, compassion, and empa thy for 
you! Let's stay best friends, regardless," said my mother.  

"Yes! I wholeheartedly agree with you! As such, I m ust 
continue my tragic story. I want to open up to you!  Mandy, do 
you mind?" asked Cynthia.  

My mother licked Cynthia's hand; indicating that sh e wanted 
her to continue her story.  

"I peered out the window then scanned the entire ar ea. 
Thankfully, there was nobody in sight. Otherwise, I  would've had 
to wait it out. I wasn't in the mood to see anyone.  

Mandy, I'm sorry for repeating myself over and over  again, 
but, I was in so much pain! It seemed like the eart h had stopped 
revolving. Nothing mattered to me anymore. A hundre d stakes 
through my heart would've been easier for me to hav e endured. 
Even being burnt at the stake would've been a more viable option 
than my gang-rape ordeal.  

As soon as I'd built up enough courage, I exited th e 
dreaded room then went downstairs. Believe me, it w as a very 
painful, anxiety-laden walk. Slight sounds startled  me 
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intensely. Even the sudden appearance of my shadow almost gave 
me a heart attack!  

Every step I took towards my sorority house got me further 
away from the scene, but closer to other humans.  

As soon as I got to within a block of my sorority h ouse, I 
took notice of three GSC students staggering in my direction. I 
hid behind a blue van then waited until they were g one. I didn't 
want them to see me. Deep down, I felt dirty and pa thetic.   
Besides, they were all guys. I didn't want them to attack me. 
Mandy, I wasn't being paranoid, really! 

I entered the property through the front lawn at 8: 30 A.M. 
Most of my sorority sisters were zonked out from a long night of 
intense partying. After slowly opening the sorority  house door, 
I entered it taking 'panther-like-steps'. Meanwhile , I was 
constantly scanning the area.  

Although I didn't see anyone, it seemed like countl ess eyes 
and ears in all directions were cast upon me. I was  the victim! 
As if I was guilty of some terrible wrongdoing.  

As soon as I reached the door to my room, I slowly pulled 
out my keys. Because I had the 'jittery-jumps' my k eys dropped 
onto the carpet. I picked them up then held them fi rmly with 
both hands. Then, I quickly entered my room, and cl osed the door 
behind me. I made sure it was locked.  

I found myself on my bed crying my brains out. It w as a 
terrible scene. I couldn't wake up any of my sorori ty sisters 
because they were hung-over from the night before. In addition, 
who amongst them would truly consider me an innocen t victim? I 
wondered.  

I slept for a couple of hours then grudgingly awake ned. 
Still exhausted and feeling 'crummy', I decided to drink a large 
glass of orange juice. I was so dehydrated, the ora nge juice 
felt like a super-energy drink. So, I fixed myself another one; 
except this time I stirred a couple of eggs into th e orange 
juice.  

It was then that I decided to stop drinking alcohol , 
altogether. Henceforth, I'd always be sober, alert,  and ready to 
defend my honor and dignity!  

Safety precautions are always important. Mandy, don 't think 
that this is some kind of a guarantee. Guarantees d on't exist! 
They just don't!  

If the young men who gang-raped me had canines and claws, 
they'd have eaten me too! It's true!  

For some unknown reason, I didn't go to the police station. 
Maybe, I was too humiliated to tell my story. Who k nows?  

As days turned into weeks, my anger increased. When  my 
feelings turned into rage, I finally decided to see k justice.  
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On a cloudy Sunday morning, my need to seek justice  became 
overwhelming. I decided to go to the Grayson Police  Station 
(GPS). Believe me, I got the jitters! The thought o f having to 
tell my story over-and-over-again was terrifying. H ow would the 
police react if I cried my brains out? Would they s hed crocodile 
tears, genuinely care, or snicker at me? These thou ghts were 
ringing in my head.  

I'm thankful to have chosen a Sunday to go to the G PS, 
rather than a weekday. Knowing that my friends woul d be hung-
over Sunday morning was quite reassuring.  

I went alone, with the intent of returning alone. N o 
exceptions, whatsoever!  

My friends were becoming very suspicious of my beha vior. 
They'd noticed a drastic personality change in me. No longer was 
I the 'muggy' person they once knew. The first girl friend who 
tried to hug me got a shove, then a tantrum! Althou gh I 
apologized to her afterwards, both she and my other  girlfriends 
thought I was becoming a 'don't touch me bitch'. Wh y didn't they 
know I was suffering so much? Weren't they supposed  to be my 
loving friends? Can't other women tell when one of 'their own' 
has suffered a gang-rape? Where's the empathy?  

I showered, dried-up, put on my cloths, ate breakfa st, then 
brushed and flossed. Afterwards, I washed the dishe s and 
utensils. Finally, I left my sorority house.  

Although it was a ten minute walk to the GPS, it se emed 
like a hundred years' walk. Or, more like the 'Hund red Years 
Civil War'. I stopped at least a dozen times; going  back then 
resuming my walk. On my way back, I'd change my min d, over and 
over again. I actually thought I was becoming an ob sessive 
compulsive personality type. That walk almost drove  me up the 
wall. It was like I was fighting with myself.  

But, it was the thought of those gang-rapists 'doin g' 
another innocent victim that got me to complete my walk to the 
GPS. I didn't want another 'sister' to have to endu re what I'd 
endured from those gang-rapists. I was almost certa in they'd 
done it before, and intended to do it again.  

As soon as I was within spitting distance of the GP S 
entrance, I made an impromptu rehearsal of what I w as going to 
tell the officers and detectives. When I finished r ehearsing, I 
entered the GPS.  

Instantly, it seemed like everyone, even the inanim ate 
objects therein, were staring at me. I'd never felt  that self-
conscious before.  

Mandy, I wasn't paranoid, really.  
For a minute, I thought everyone in the world knew about my 

ordeal. The 'openly known secret', is what I called  it.  
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Suddenly, I received a rush of fear through my vein s. Was I 
beginning to go mad? I hoped not!  

I walked ten steps then was abruptly met by a coupl e of 
police officers sitting behind a counter. Nobody co uld go beyond 
this point without being cleared. Even police stati ons need to 
take security precautions," said Cynthia.  

"Madam, how can we help you?" asked the male office r.  
“Yes, officer, I want to file a criminal complaint 

regarding a gang-rape that happened exactly forty f ive days 
ago,” said Cynthia.  

Initially, the police officers were kind and cordia l. They 
asked me if I wanted something to drink; if I'd onl y known.  

"Yes, I'll have a pop, please. Diet, if you don't m ind.  
Normally, I'd never ask for something to drink. But , my throat 
felt like sandpaper. No wonder, I was about to spil l my guts to 
total strangers. I understood that they were office rs of the 
law. Unfortunately, that didn't make them blood kin .  

A short while later I found myself drinking a diet pop. The 
carbonated pop and the caffeine made me feel a bit better," said 
Cynthia.  

"Young woman, what's your name?" asked the male off icer.  
"My name is Cynthia Corbett."  
"I'm Sergeant Frank Belmont, and this is Officer Li nda 

Taylor. Please follow us to the interview room. We' ll try to 
make this as painless as possible.  

“Wait, are you the victim? Or a witness?” asked Off icer 
Taylor.  

"Damn it! I’M THE FREAKING VICTIM! And, I'm the fre aking 
witness! I demand that you get those bastards! I wa nt 'them' to 
be hanged by their testicles until they die ... twi ce!” shouted 
Cynthia.  

I followed Sergeant Belmont and Officer Taylor to t he 
interview room. If felt like I had a giant tire in my stomach. I 
was so furious, nervous, and sad.  

Somehow, deep in my heart, I felt that the police o fficers 
had no 'true empathy' for me. 

Officer Taylor looked like she could hold her groun d. She 
probably thought I should’ve done so myself.  

Thankfully, I was still a young, gorgeous, rich, an d 
educated woman. I was well-dressed and clean.  

The corridor was well-lit, containing interview roo ms and 
interrogation rooms aligned on each side. As soon a s we were in 
front of the interview room door, Sergeant Belmont and Officer 
Taylor asked me to enter before them.  

As soon as I entered the interview room, Sergeant B elmont 
left. Then, an attractive blond entered the intervi ew room. She 
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was tall, athletic-looking, and wasn't wearing a un iform," said 
Cynthia.  

"Hello, Madam. I'm Detective Lauren Spencer. I'll b e one of 
the detectives working on your case. Please answer a few simple 
questions, before we begin the interview.  

Tell me your name, date of birth, place of residenc e, place 
of birth, and occupation. I'm sorry for having to a sk you all of 
these questions. We must create a file for your cas e. In a short 
while, a specially-trained social worker will inter view you. She 
can give you much information regarding therapy, co ping, and 
prevention.  

Afterwards, she'll take you to the Grayson Rape Rec overy 
Center (GRRC). They have a special clinic for cases  like yours. 
You must have a 'special' physical examination, als o. Don't 
worry we've been blessed because the services at th e GRRC is 
absolutely free! That's the least they can do for y ou, or any 
other victim. The GRRC receives funding from the ci ty, state, 
and donations from individuals and corporations.  

Of course, your physician will be a woman. We under stand 
that for the time being, it'll be quite difficult f or you to 
have to live on the same planet as men do. Remember , there are 
men who've been victimized by women, too. Generally , their 
victimization isn't through rape. It comes in vario us other 
forms. Besides, there are countless good men out th ere who've 
done much good for sexual assault victims."  

"I felt like punching that little harlot in her fac e! How 
could she call me a sexual assault victim?! I'm a f ull-fledged 
rape victim!  

Mandy, I freaking hate it when people, especially o ther 
women, downplay a serious rape!" shouted Cynthia.  

“Miss Corbett, I understand that you've probably de stroyed 
much of the evidence. You washed your clothes, bath ed, and 
unfortunately, let time pass," said Detective Spenc er.  

"Mandy, I felt like hurling a chair at that harlot- little-
bitch! Also, I wanted to bite her very hard! And cu rse her too! 
How could that little harlot reprimand me?! I was t he victim!  

Mandy, how am I supposed to know exactly how to beh ave 
after enduring the shock of my life?!" shouted Cynt hia.  

"Well, you're here. I guess you decided to come for ward. I 
must warn you: the system can be extremely cruel, c old, and 
rough. We've got too many cases at hand, as is. Not  that your 
case isn't important. Our criminal justice system i s overflowing 
with criminals, bills, paperwork, and other problem s. It's like 
Niagara Falls" said Officer Taylor.  

Now, both 'WOMEN' were getting on my case. Perhaps,  they'd 
been 'blunted'. I mean, they'd seen one victim afte r another. It 
was like working in one of Ford's early assembly-li ne factories.  
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“No! Here's the proof! I didn't wash everything in the 
freaking washer!  

My panties are in this plastic bag. In addition, I remember 
tidbits of what happened to me.  

The gang-rape occurred exactly forty five days ago, " said 
Cynthia.  

Officer Taylor gently pulled the plastic bag from m y hand. 
Afterwards, she reassured me that the crime lab wou ld work 
diligently to obtain any and all evidence pertainin g to this 
case. The article in the evidence bag would be plac ed in a safe 
and secure place; the evidence room.  

Somehow, I didn't believe it. Something was terribl y wrong. 
It was just beyond the horizon. I'd have to wait it  out. The 
bombshell was on its way.  

Although I cried my brains out throughout the proce ss, I 
managed to convey my story to Detective Spencer and  to Officer 
Taylor. I had a catharsis; leaving no details untol d.  
Mandy, let me backtrack a bit. The longer I rambled  on, the more 
impatient Detective Spencer and Officer Taylor beca me. Officer 
Taylor kept looking at her watch. It was like she h ad an 
important date with her boyfriend, or something. I noticed that 
she wasn't wearing a ring on her finger. Was I keep ing her from 
her date? Or, was she waiting to make love to her h andsome 
boyfriend?  

Detective Spencer looked like she wanted to swat fl ies," 
said Cynthia.  

"There's just one thing that I don't quite understa nd. At 
any time, do you remember being naked while the men  were raping 
you?" asked Detective Spencer.  

"Please, don't say 'naked'! I don't want to hear th at word 
again! I'm sorry for being this way! I can swallow the word 
'undressed', or 'nude'!" shouted Cynthia.  

We'll use the term you're most comfortable with, fo r now. 
However, if we go to court, anything goes," respond ed Officer 
Taylor. 
     Mandy, as soon as Officer Taylor ended her sen tence, I felt 
a burning sensation in my stomach. In other words, I was 
terrified of going to court.  

Here I was a victim in distress, only to be manhand led by 
the same criminal justice practitioners who were su pposed to be 
helping me.  

Detective Spencer and Officer Taylor left the inter view 
room. Shortly afterwards, Sergeant Belmont entered the interview 
room. He was carrying a notepad. He was writing som ething down.  

At that point, I almost left the police station. In  
addition to being terrified of being alone in a str ange room 
with a man, I was totally exhausted. I was about to  call it 



    

    

80 

 

quits. Somehow, I felt alone. It was like nobody in  the entire 
universe understood my predicament, even other rape  victims.  

They left me in a strange room with an armed man! S oon, I 
began to feel extremely tense and uncomfortable. Wh ere were my 
sisters in arms, I almost shouted my brains out. Ho w could they 
do this to me?!  

This man was bigger, stronger, and a lot tougher th an me. I 
could feel giant beads of sweat dribbling from my a rmpits. My 
breathing became very shallow and labored. My eyeli ds began to 
twitch, and I instinctively clinched my fists. Then , I 
instinctively pulled my thighs together. Nobody was  going pull 
my thighs apart! Absolutely nobody! Not even a dete ctive!  

When Officer Taylor returned, she told me that I wa s most 
likely gang-raped. Duh, like I didn't freaking know .  

Also, she told me that although it would be difficu lt to 
find the perpetrators, she'd take the case very ser iously. I had 
to interrupt Officer Taylor.  

"But, in my original statement, I told you that Jef f was 
one of the perpetrators. What the hell's going on h ere?! Why 
wasn't Jeff arrested for raping me! Or, at least qu estioned?" I 
asked.  

The interview process felt like it took a hundred y ears. I 
was asked to repeat my story over and over, without  any let-up. 
I felt like 'I' was a suspect being interrogated fo r my own 
gang-rape.  

Finally, after much pressure from me, Detective Spe ncer 
asked me to tell her the names of all of the people  at the 
party. Everyone even the females. The list was long . Many of the 
persons on the list had just graduated from GSC. Un officially, 
it was a Fall Semester graduation party. Some peopl e end up 
graduating in December, rather than in May.  

While I was calling out the names of the males, I p erformed 
a quick profile, wondering if 'the guy' was capable  of raping 
me. Except for Jeff, I really couldn't tell. I coul dn't believe 
any of those guys could hurt me in that way.  

When I finished calling out all of the names, I bro ke down, 
again. I cried like a baby. Tears streamed down my cheeks, like 
Niagara Falls.  

Officer Taylor looked at me cold-faced. Something h ad 
changed. It's like she'd had enough of my crying an d bitching. 
Deep down, I think she was a bit pissed off at me. She was 
probably the kind of woman who believes that a girl  must always 
fight back. Never mind, I was chemically immobilize d. Officer 
Taylor gave me her card, but also a bit of 'blunt t ruth'.  

"Call me if you remember anything else. Sometimes m emories 
of events need cues to be brought out. Memories of particular 
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events related to rape can return years later. We'l l do our part 
here. 

Now, I want to tell you something very important: o ften 
times, rapists escape justice. It's not because the  criminal 
justice practitioners involved want it that way. Me mories often 
fade. Defendants often withdraw their complaints. T op-notch 
defense attorneys do an incredible job defending a guilty party. 
Overpopulation in the prison system, and too many c ases to deal 
with, are certainly an energy drainer.  

Listen: the system is often cold and rough to rape victims. 
Remember, each and every suspect is innocent until proven 
guilty. Guilty beyond any reasonable doubt, that is . That's the 
final rule regarding conviction, or acquittal. I'm sorry, but 
this is the real world," said Officer Taylor.  

I almost puked my brains out. I became dizzy, apath etic, 
and confused. I didn't know who was worse, the gang -rapists, or 
our criminal justice system. The system that I was supposed to 
seek help from was cold, rough, and impersonal. Wow ! My rapists 
had those same characteristics.  

"You'll have to repeat your entire story over and o ver 
again. In a court of law, the defense attorney is y our enemy. 
He/she is supposed to give the defendant the best d efense, and 
fastest deal. Chances are that your case will be pl ea bargained. 
That is, if it goes to trial," said Detective Spenc er.  

If this Jeff guy's rich, his parents will hire a to p notch 
attorney. You'll have to sludge your way through th e justice 
process. But, either way, we'll proceed some," said  Detective 
Spencer.  

I wondered what was going on. I felt like everyone thought 
I was a super harlot. I was starting to lose it. Fo r the second 
time, the thought of backing down from this ordeal entered my 
mind. The pain of carrying my story through a long process was 
terrifying. But, part of me also wanted justice. Th is was the 
part of me that was willing to die just to see thos e gang-
rapists do hard time. I wanted them to do hard time  as sexual 
offenders. Then, they'd almost feel what I felt. I say almost, 
because I was a completely innocent victim. My torm entors were 
as guilty as sin; each and every one of them.  

Several persons entered the interview room then lef t. I had 
a hard time focusing on matters. Mandy, I was poope d!  

Detective Spencer left the room as soon as the inte rview 
ended. A social worker sat with me for roughly fift een minutes. 
She consoled and comforted me. Thankfully, she made  me feel a 
bit better. I understood that every subsequent day was a new 
day. 
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Upon awakening in the morning, the first thought th at 
enters my mind is the gang-rape. How could anyone e xpect 
anything else?  
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LIFE GOES ON  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The social worker walked me out of the interview ro om, to 

the parking lot. We waited for a couple of minutes,  until a 
slim, attractive policewoman approached us. She loo ked like a 
‘little doll’ in her mid-twenties. Because I was al so a 
beautiful woman, it felt nice seeing one of my own there to help 
me.  

"I'm Officer Hauser. I'll be taking you to the GRRC . 
Although it's called a center, there's a clinic on the premises. 
The GRRC is for women who've been physically, menta lly, or 
sexually abused. The staff and volunteers are well- trained, and 
really do care about their patients. Some of the st aff workers 
and volunteers are survivors of incest and rape. Yo u can really 
open up to them. They kind of know how you feel.  

Unfortunately, GRRC is in need of more volunteers a nd more 
funding. Often times, these centers are underfunded . Staff is 
usually overworked and underpaid. Hopefully, the si tuation will 
change for the better, soon.  
Follow me to my police car."  

"We followed Officer Hauser to the police car then entered 
it. After turning on the ignition, Officer Hauser p roceeded to 
exit the parking lot.  
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The ride took roughly ten minutes. Meanwhile, I was  trying 
to forecast the next fifty years of my life. I had much 
suffering to endure. Also, I was now well-aware tha t the gang 
rapists probably wouldn't be punished for their hei nous crime. I 
pictured them giving each other high-fives. They'd certainly 
have many 'sweet stories' to tell their friends.  

A few years into the future, every single one of th ose gang 
rapists would probably be married. Each one of thei r wives would 
think that she was married to the sweetest man in t he whole 
world. If I ever found out who their wives were, I' d be the 
biggest party-popper, ever. I'd confront their wive s, one at a 
time. I'd tell them what their husbands did to me; sparing no 
detail. 

Hopefully, their marriages would end. Or, so I'd th ink. I 
mean, maybe, their husbands would use cunning and l ies to 
discredit me. They're cunning as is.  

Mandy, what about my future husband? I was a die-ha rd 
virgin before the gang-rape. You can only be a virg in once. Once 
it breaks, you can never fix it!  

I lost my virginity in the worst possible way! Woul d I ever 
be able to fall in love with a man?" asked Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, please continue your story. The Wilson wo n't be 
back until after midnight. Cynthia, I'm all ears," said my 
mother.  

"As soon as we arrived at the GRRC Main Entrance, O fficer 
Hauser wished us the best of luck, and told us to h ave a nice 
day. That harlot didn't even have the decency to wa lk us into 
the GRRC.  

As soon as we entered the GRRC, the social worker m otioned 
me to stop. It looked like she wanted to tell me so mething very 
important.  

"Gosh, in all the confusion, I forgot to introduce myself. 
Sorry ... my name is Linda McMaster. I'm originally  from Los 
Angeles.  

I'm married to the most wonderful man in the whole world. I 
finally managed to put my life back together. I had  a rough 
childhood.  

As far back as I can remember I was catapulted from  one 
foster family to the next. I was abused in more way s than one, 
and neglected in two out of the nine foster familie s I lived 
with. I suffered a lot as a child. That's why I bec ame a social 
worker. I know what it feels like to be used and ab used!"  

"Linda and I filled out the relevant forms then sat  down. 
There was deafening silence for the next fifteen mi nutes. I 
guess neither of us had anything to say.  

It didn't take long for tears to stream down my che eks. I 
couldn't help it!  
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I closed my eyes then fell asleep. There was nothin g else 
to do under the circumstances. Just as I began to d ream, a nurse 
called out my name. I was startled by her rough voi ce.  

The nurse asked me to follow her to the examination  room. 
Instantly, I got the jitters. I followed her into t he 
examination room then waited for instructions.  

Linda was asked to stay in the waiting room. She lo oked 
like she'd gone through the routine many times over ," said 
Cynthia.  
     "Please, take off your clothes, then put this gown on. 
Don't feel violated, or humiliated. Many of our pat ients cringe 
when we tell them to take their clothes off. Don't worry, you're 
in good hands," said the nurse.  

I felt like SCREAMING MY BRAINS OUT! I felt like I was re-
violated'. Sadly, I had to continue through the ord eal. The 
sooner I left the GRRC, the better. Taking off my c lothes had 
become a much more personal and painful act. For th e time being, 
I didn't want anyone to touch, or even see my nude body.  

Shortly afterwards, I was asked to lie down on the hospital 
bed. NO WAY! How could 'she' do this to me? I wonde red.  
The nurse was confused. Like, I was to blame for my  own gang-
rape.  

This nurse was a very old hen. She had so many wrin kles on 
her face and body she almost looked like a prune.  

Back in her prime, women were expected to obey thei r man at 
all times. Gang-rapes 'didn't happen'. But, if they  ever did 
happen, the victim was almost always a willing acco mplice.  

No doubt, this nurse was harboring ill feelings tow ards me. 
I wanted to bitch her out. Also, I wanted to violen tly shake 
her.  

But, because I was being treated free of charge, I kept 
quiet," said Cynthia.  

My mother interrupted Cynthia's story in order to c orrect 
her misinterpretation of events.  

"Cynthia, I don't think that nurse harbored any ill  
feelings towards you. I mean, you were in such terr ible pain. 
Maybe, you were getting a bit paranoid. I can see t hat you were 
suspicious of just about everyone who was supposed to help you," 
said my mother.  

In response, Cynthia went totally ballistic on my m other. I 
must say, without any right, whatsoever.  

"Mandy! YOU DON'T FREAKING LOVE ME! You're like tho se evil 
people who hurt me badly. You don't care about me! How could you 
hurt me?! You, of all people! I don't want to ever see you 
again!" shouted Cynthia.  
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"Please, Cynthia, I love you dearly. I'm a cat! Cat s don't 
go around hurting people without just cause! Let al one, 
dehumanize them!  

Cynthia, you're a really sweet person who has endur ed much 
pain and humiliation. Please, don't think that I'd ever try to 
hurt you physically, or emotionally. You were very sick and in 
much pain. Okay, if you say that 'she' was trying t o hurt you, 
then, that's the way it was," responded my mother.  

My mother gently pawed, and patted Cynthia's chin. 
Afterwards, she licked Cynthia's face. In return, C ynthia held 
my mother tightly, and kissed her between the ears.  In effect, 
the two had made up.  

Cynthia sniffled a bit then wiped her tears.  
"Mandy, please don't do that again. You don't know what it 

feels like to be gang-raped by a group of thugs. Th ese guys were 
creeps. Worse yet, Jeff was supposed to be one of m y closest 
friends. He was supposed to protect me from all sor ts of 
dangers. Instead of leading the 'rape pack', he was  supposed to 
have stood between me and the rapists, like an iron  shield. I've 
been betrayed too many times," said Cynthia.  

Cynthia stood up, ran into the restroom. She violen tly 
closed the door then began to do her awful thing.  
My mother followed her to the restroom door. She cr opped her 
ears then listened intently.  

Unfortunately, it was the same old story. Cynthia w as 
inducing a series of vomiting and dry heaving spell s. It lasted 
for several minutes. After Cynthia was done, she br ushed her 
teeth, flossed then rinsed her mouth with mouthwash . Before 
exiting the restroom, Cynthia washed her hands and face with 
soap and water, then dried up.  

Cynthia exited the restroom looking like a pale zom bie.  
At that point, my mother threatened to end their fr iendship 
forever. She made it clear to Cynthia that there wo uld be no 
more episodes. No more anorexia or bulimia. These t wo killers 
were only making matters worse for the two of them.  

"Cynthia, you can't solve any of your problems by p uking, 
or dry heaving your brains out. You'll only create new 
problems," said my mother.  

"I'm sorry Mandy. I promise never to do it again. A ctually, 
I've really had it with the side effects attached t o puking and 
dry heaving. I can't handle it anymore. If you prom ise that 
you'll always love me and be my best friend in the whole world, 
I'll promise to quit this nasty habit, forever," sa id Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I promise! I'll always be your best frien d in the 
whole world," responded my mother.  

My mother asked Cynthia to continue her sad story, without 
any more interruptions.  
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“A short while later, a 'female physician' entered the 
examination room. She scanned me with her eyes, lik e an alien 
scanning a human strapped to an examination bed.  

Again, I had a sudden urge to scream my head off! I  hated 
what'd happened to me. But, the way my 'helping han ds' treated 
me was also bad. Even at the police station, it see med like 
everyone spoke to me in a condescending manner.  

For a moment, I wondered if I should have forgotten  what 
had happened. It seemed like I'd have to endure muc h more pain 
and discomfort, if I continued with my campaign for  justice.  

The physician was tall, slim, freckled faced, and a s cold 
as ice. She reminded me of the Mona Lisa painting. No doubt, 
she'd been through this process many times before. I guess after 
a while, a person can become insensitive and rough on the 
edges,” said Cynthia.  

"I'm Dr. Elizabeth Saxon. Cynthia Corbett, I'll be 
examining you. You'll feel a bit uneasy at first. R est assured 
we're here to help you. After the examination, I'll  give you a 
card with a very important phone number written on it. It's a 
free 24-hour support line for female victims of sex ual assault."  

"I WASN’T SEXUALLY ASSAULTED! I WAS GANG-RAPED! 
It annoys me when people like you use 'cushioned te rms' to 

describe horrific incidents. I want to go home!" sh outed 
Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I'm sorry you feel that way. You're the v ery 
first victim who's made that kind of complaint. Res t assured the 
word 'assault' in this context is very intense and serious. 
Nobody in this center will downgrade, or trivialize  any aspect 
of your suffering. Please believe what I've just to ld you," said 
Dr. Saxon.  

"I came to my senses then apologized for my outburs t. I 
won't call it unjustifiable, but, perhaps I shouldn 't have gone 
ballistic. That's what I thought at the time. I did n't know that 
there was more 'humiliation' to come. I guess I was  still 
sensitive and hurting," said Cynthia.  

"Kindly disrobe. I must examine your entire body; p rivates 
and non-privates. Normally, this is done immediatel y after, or 
shortly after the assault. I want to touch all base s. Just in 
case," said Dr. Saxon.  

"She used the ‘disrobe’ word and the 'touch' word. I didn't 
like it, but, I held out.  

The examination was extremely humiliating. I really  felt 
like a 'vivisected creature'. Even though I'd apolo gized for the 
outburst, I was still pissed off as all hell. Dr. S axon asked me 
very personal questions, and touched me in extremel y sensitive 
areas. It was like I was being 'touched' all over a gain.  
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Throughout the examination process, tears dribbled down my 
cheeks. I couldn't hold a single drop back. The pai n, agony, 
suffering, and humiliation, had overpowered all of my natural 
defenses. If the perpetrators' intent was to use an d humiliate 
me, they got what they wanted. 

If any one of them had had a heart, he'd repent the n take 
an oath never to rape anyone again. Especially me! 

Paranoia and other mental 'destroyers' are common a mong 
victims. The memories were eating away at me. Maybe  I did fully 
awaken during the gang rape; on-and-off. That's pro bably why I 
was remembering more and more of the rape, as time passed.  

If I could've remembered just a bit more, the polic e 
would've had a solid case. Certainly, I'd accept no  excuses or 
explanations from the creeps. Prison time is what I  would 
demand! Only in prison, would they get what they tr uly deserve!  

The police are trained to interrogate suspects, and  are 
skilled in the art of detection. That is, they can often sense 
when a person's concealing something. A line must b e drawn 
between a thorough and vigilant interrogation, and harassment of 
a potentially innocent suspect. Regardless of how s erious the 
crime, all suspects should have their rights respec ted by the 
participants of the criminal justice system. Rememb er, you're 
hearing this from a victim of an extremely heinous crime.  

Interrogators should never be allowed to use tortur e or 
extreme intimidation on suspects. For one thing, I' ve always 
been against sleep deprivation. It's a form of tort ure. So is 
wash- boarding, and countless other actions. 

Individuals working for any government who support this 
kind of awful treatment are double evil! Not only a re they 
supporting torture, but often times they say it isn 't torture. 
They’re the ones who are supposed to protect us fro m torture. 
Let them go through the torture process. Then, they 'll know what 
it feels like.  

Mandy, cats have had a rocky relationship with huma ns. Many 
of your brethren, past and present, have been tortu red by a 
minority of cruel humans.  

I felt like I was living in a cage! Nobody in the w hole 
world knew what I felt in my heart. Not even anothe r gang-rape 
victim. Each person has her/his own suffering.  

My mood and thinking began to sway as the clock tic ked. I 
began to have doubts about attaining justice in my case. First, 
I waited too long to consult the police. Second, th e 'hard 
evidence' was probably polluted. Third, I'd done wh at no rape 
victim should ever do: I took many showers from the  time of the 
incident, to the time of my formal criminal complai nt.  
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At the end of the examination Dr. Saxon informed me  that 
the results of the blood test would be given to me within a 
week," said Cynthia.  

"Well, Cynthia, I have to be honest with you. I see  no 
signs of S.T.D. s, or pregnancy. We must wait until  the results 
of your blood test are in. I'm sorry, but that's th e reality of 
the matter," said Dr. Saxon.  

"Doctor Saxon, does that include  HIV and AIDS?!" I shouted. 
"Yes, even HIV, AIDS. But, you’re lucky they didn’t  

impregnate you,” answered Dr. Saxon.  
I was so dilapidated, my back actually slouched. I felt 

like the hunchback of Notre Dame. I left the examin ation room in 
dire straits. By the time I was ready to go home, t he only thing 
on my mind was sleep. Linda and a GRRC technician e scorted me to 
the parking lot.  

Mandy, to tell you the truth, I was so out of it! I  can't 
remember if I left the GRRC in the daytime, or nigh ttime.  

I told Linda I didn't want ride back to the sororit y house. 
I wanted to take a long walk home. I didn't want to  see or speak 
to another human being.  

I'd inadvertently lowered my guard. Because it was a long 
walk back to the sorority house, any creep lurking in the 
shadows could've leaped out and done me again.  

As I was walking back to the sorority house, I noti ced a 
congregation of birds hunched on a large branch. Th ey were 
staring at me. I hated it! 

It appeared as though these birds suspected that I' d been 
gang-raped. I didn't know if they felt sorry for me , or if they 
blamed me for the gang-rape," said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, as a general rule, animals don't think th at way. 
Maybe, those birds were admiring you. Or, maybe, th ey thought 
you were very beautiful. You shouldn't have had ill  feelings 
towards them," said my mother.  

"Mandy! YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT IT FEELS LIKE! I though t we 
were best friends! Why can't you agree with me on a nything?!" 
shouted Cynthia.  

My mother managed to calm Cynthia down. Luckily, sh e 
convinced Cynthia that the three birds weren't star ing at her 
because of the gang-rape. Nor, did they feel sorry for her.  

My mother gently pawed Cynthia's chin, then licked the back 
of her hand several times. In return, Cynthia gave my mother a 
kiss on the cheek. For the time being, all was well .  

"Cynthia, please believe me when I say that you're an 
incredibly strong and resilient woman. You're also kind, 
intelligent, and fun to be with. Please don't keep lashing out 
at me like that. Remember, just because I'm a cat, it doesn't 
mean that I don't have any feelings," said my mothe r.  
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"I'm sorry for being a total bitch. Mandy, you're a  sweet 
kitty who's full of love, kindness, and empathy," s aid Cynthia.  

"Cynthia! There you go again! You just called yours elf a 
total bitch. You're not a bitch! You were reacting to a very 
painful experience," said my mother.  

Cynthia promised my mother never to call herself a bitch 
again, regardless of the circumstances. My mother c onvinced 
Cynthia that using derogatory terms against oneself  was always 
counterproductive.  

Cynthia walked back to the sorority house then cras hed out 
for many hours. For several days, she pondered abou t whether she 
should drop her criminal complaint, or not. She was  getting 
tired of all the waiting and apprehension. Criminal  trials are 
very stressful and time consuming.  

"A week later, the police gave me a call. They had a 
suspect. I was told to go to the police station the n proceed to 
room number 21. I got out of bed like a rocket.  

I was still wondering why they didn't arrest Jeff a t the 
beginning of the process. Maybe, they were waiting for hard 
evidence? Who knows?  

I ended up walking to the GPS feeling like a zombie  that 
had just come back to life. It was a very stressful  walk, 
indeed. Aside from knowing that Jeff was guilty, I really didn't 
know who the other gang-rapists were. Once again, I  got the 
jittery-jumps. Every time I heard a noise, my pulse  and blood 
pressure skyrocketed. 

I was terrified the guilty parties would seek me ou t and 
'do me' again. Worse yet, kill me. The police could n't protect 
me for the rest of my life. Even if they did, what kind of life 
would that be? I just wanted everything to go back to what it 
was like before the gang-rape. I would've given any thing for 
that to have happened.  

After being cleared for entry, I slowly walked to r oom 
number 21. Shockingly, I was forced to endure anoth er bout of 
the jittery-jumps. 

A police officer, who was at least 6 feet 6 inches tall and 
weighed over 300 pounds, cut me off. His enormous s ize made me 
feel like a helpless little child. For a second, I thought that 
he was about to molest me. Maybe, to him, I looked like a cute 
little child," said Cynthia.  

Luckily, my suspicions were unfounded.  
"Madam, may I help you? Are you okay?" asked the of ficer.  
"I'm going to room number 21. I want justice! Pleas e, don't 

hurt me!" shouted Cynthia.  
Two policewomen intervened during my shouting routi ne. They 
instructed me to follow them. One of them told me t hat I'd be 
safe, and that the suspect wouldn't be able to see me behind the 
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'special window'. 
     While walking to room number 21, I got rubbery -legged. Then 
I felt a cold rush run through my entire body. I wa s terrified! 
I was ready to ask the police to end it once and fo r all. I 
didn't want to see that creep's face! I believed th at seeing his 
face would be a shocker! It would bring back terrib le memories 
and flashbacks.  

With every step I took, my fear doubled. It almost felt 
like I was an unarmed gladiator being forced to fig ht a hungry 
lion inside a Roman arena. Even with two policewome n walking 
beside me, it made no difference whatsoever.  

Noticing my fear, the policewomen tried to comfort me with 
kind and comforting words. They convinced me to kee p going at 
it. I reluctantly continued walking. I understood i t was their 
job to say those kind words to me. I mean, each one  probably had 
a husband, or a boyfriend to go back to. They'd go back home at 
the end of the day, and forget me. They'd be with t heir love; 
making love. I'd return to nothing but more pain, a nxiety, 
tension, guilt, and confusion. I had no husband to comfort me.  

As soon as we entered room number 21, a tall, chubb y, red-
haired man motioned me to take a seat. A policewoma n sitting 
beside him scanned my body like an elevator then sh e looked down 
at her clipboard. She appeared to be a bland charac ter. Maybe, 
she thought badly of me. It was almost like she bla med me for 
what'd happened.  

Both policewomen who escorted me to room number 21 said 
goodbye, then wished me the best of luck. I never s aw them 
again.  

The chubby man introduced himself as Detective Fran k 
Holliday. 

Detective Holliday day was gray-haired, and balding . He 
gave me instructions about what to do and how to pi ck out an 
individual from a lineup.  

"Again, I felt like shouting my brains out! What ha ppened 
to the other detective assigned to my case? Was she  living it up 
in Hawaii? I wondered.  

I was asked to stand in front of the special window , 
without being afraid to identify the perpetrator/s of the gang-
rape. 

Detective Holliday then told me to take my time; to  look 
intently and with full concentration. It was extrem ely important 
that I was to tell the absolute truth, and not iden tify someone 
in the lineup just to please the police. After all,  the police 
were there to help me. Or, were they?  
One-by-one, I looked at the faces of the men in the  lineup. When 
I got to number 5, tears ran down my cheeks. Then I  began to 
hyper ventilate. Thankfully, it only lasted for a s hort while.  
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Detective Holliday and the female officer tried to comfort 
me as best they could. Eventually, I was able to re sume the 
identification process.  

Detective Holliday day couldn't do anything on the official 
level until I gave him a verbal answer. Crying is n ot an answer.  
Detective Holliday day asked me if I wanted to tell  him 
something about number 5. I told him that number 5 was one of 
the rapists. Seeing his face in the lineup brought back many 
repressed memories. 

I remembered the shape of his nose, freckles, and s car on 
his neck. Also, I remembered feeling his ring press ed against my 
lips. Also, his ferocious face was hovering over mi ne. Before, 
during, and after he 'entered me'.  

Although he was a very handsome young man, I consid ered him 
uglier than sin; that's not a hyperbole.  

Detective Holliday day asked me again. I gave him t he same 
response. He explained to me that it was standard p rocedure for 
the police to be certain of the answer given to the m, regarding 
this kind of questioning. 

Moments later, Detective Holliday day pressed the i ntercom 
button then ordered that number 5 be taken-in for i nterrogation 
for ‘aggravated rape’.  
I felt relieved as soon as I heard the words ‘aggra vated rape’. 
If I only knew what was really in store for me.  
     After three hours of tough interrogation, ‘the  suspect’ 
didn't budge. He held his ground. He understood his  rights. I 
was yet to understand mine! I mean, he had 'his att orney', but 
where was mine?  

Detective Holliday escorted me to a special waiting  room. I 
sat down in an uncomfortable chair for what appeare d to be 
forever. I was all alone, except for the clock on t he wall. I 
kept glancing at it, thinking that good news was co ming soon. I 
was in a dream world.  

Detective Holliday had spoken to the assistant dist rict 
attorney concerning my case. There was no confessio n. Although 
the semen sample was a perfect match to one of the samples on my 
panties, it didn't prove that a rape had taken plac e. In other 
words, more evidence was needed. An eyewitness to t he gang-rape 
would've been an incredible asset. What about me? I  wondered.  

Unfortunately, my bruises, scratches, and bite mark s, had  
healed. Yes, bite marks. Those monsters even bit me . Why? I sure 
as hell never found out.  

Mandy, you're probably thinking that I was attacked  by a 
den of lions. That's almost correct.  

Detective Holliday approached me then asked me to f ollow 
him to another room.  
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Upon entering the room, Detective Holliday asked me  to sit 
down and brace myself. Brace myself for what? I won dered. As if 
there could possibly be more bad news on the horizo n.  

Detective Holliday called the assistant district at torney 
on his cell phone. 

Something wasn’t right. It was obvious to me that D etective 
Holliday wanted me to be present for the call. It w as like he 
was trying to absolve himself of guilt. 

Soon, it became apparent what was to transpire. 
Almost immediately, Detective Holliday raised his v oice, 

until his face reddened then it paled.  
Detective Holliday's voice became quivery and rough . Then, 

his voice became aggressive. He began to spurt out nasty words. 
He obviously didn't like what the assistant distric t attorney 
was telling him. 

As soon as the conversation ended, Detective Hollid ay 
looked at me with somber eyes.  

I was totally pissed off! I knew bad news was on it s way.  
Detective Holliday gently pushed a box of tissue pa per towards 
my sweaty hands. Then, he told me to brace myself f or hell on 
earth. I did as I was told.  

I'd already had enough bad news in my life. What el se 
could've gone wrong? Mandy, was I naive!  
Detective Holliday told me that there was no proof that I was 
raped by number 5 (Jeff), or any other person. In a  court of 
law, semen on a victim's panties doesn't necessaril y prove rape.     
After all, I wasn't underage. If I'd been a child, the semen 
would've been enough to move onto the next phase of  the criminal 
justice process.  

Also, the fact that I'd waited so long to contact t he 
police; bathed, washed most of my clothing, and had n't 
'announced' the gang-rape to my family and friends,  worked 
against me.  

What was I supposed to do: stand in front of the ma yor's 
office and shout to the entire world that I'd just been gang-
raped?  

Furthermore, since I was heavily intoxicated during  the 
alleged incident, my testimony could easily be 'dem olished' by 
any two-bit defense attorney.  

I felt like shoving my fist inside Detective Hollid ay’s 
cell phone, then punching the district attorney in the nose. You 
see, I can’t even mention ‘her name’. I have to ref er to her 
only by her stinking title.  

The last thing that I wanted to hear was the phrase  
'alleged incident'. It either makes me look like a liar, or a 
two-bit harlot. 
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I heard those two words coming from the assistant d istrict 
attorney.  

Mandy, was I supposed to forget the shock, humiliat ion, 
fear, apprehension, and confusion, that I was feeli ng; and just 
go to the police and tell them what had happened to  me? Indeed, 
the system is 'arctic cold' and brutal.  

As Detective Holliday continued talking, I went int o a 
'hallucinatory daze'. I couldn't comprehend who was  talking to 
me. I just heard words and rambling. An officer who  entered the 
room told me that multiple semen samples on a pair of panties 
could indicate a fraternity practical joke.  

Like, they snatched my panties and each of the ‘all eged 
assailants’ jerked off on them, until ejaculation. Unbelievable!  
The worst was yet to come. 

Detective Holliday's jaw looked like it was about t o drop 
to the floor. Again, he gave me a somber look. Then , he dropped 
the 'atomic bomb' on my head. He told me that in a court of law, 
a young, attractive college student who sleeps with  a bunch of 
young men will look like a 'wanted-it-harlot' in th e courtroom. 
Who knows, what an elderly judge would think?  

Mandy, I'm not a freaking harlot!" shouted Cynthia.  
"I know, darling," responded my mother.  
"Detective Holliday advised me to be tested regular ly for 

sexually transmittable diseases, for a period of no  less than 
one year. He also advised me to seek professional h elp. Then, I 
should enroll in self-defense classes for women, pu rchase extra 
locks, and not go to any 'party animal gatherings'.  In a 
whispered tone, he told me to purchase a firearm.  

Finally, the worst bombshell of all! A pretty polic ewoman 
suddenly appeared out of nowhere. She advised me to  bite the 
bullet. And, that I looked like a tough little cook ie. I 
understood that the case had ended. There was no us e in 
proceeding through the process. It was like I was t rying to free 
myself from quicksand that was up to my nostrils, a nd with an 
elephant sitting on my head.  

I'm still so pissed off at that little harlot! I do n't even 
want to remember what she looked like! Where's the sisterhood in 
all this?  

By then, I was so exhausted, humiliated, and fed-up  leaving 
that damn GPS was a priority. As if things weren't horrific 
enough! I couldn't believe what else I heard.  

Detective Holliday took me to the side then calmly told me 
that the perpetrator's family was very rich and pow erful. In 
fact, his father was a powerful lobbyist for one of  the two 
political parties that have 'unconditional control'  of our 
country. As soon as he finished uttering those word s, I felt 
devastated! If I'd been in better shape, I would've  smashed his 
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groin! I would certainly have been arrested for ass aulting an 
officer of the law,” said Cynthia.  

At this point, my mother bluntly, but politely, int errupted 
Cynthia. She had to correct her.  

"Cynthia, Detective Holliday wasn't totally at faul t. How 
could you have felt like attacking him? He was tryi ng to help 
you, but couldn't," said my mother.  

"Mandy, YOU DON’T LOVE ME! YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT IT F EELS 
LIKE! I was pissed off at the entire criminal justi ce system! 
You don't respect me! You're not a nice person!" sh outed 
Cynthia.  

"Please, Cynthia, I love you so dearly! You're my b est 
friend in the whole world! I understand that you've  undergone an 
incredibly painful ordeal. But, just think about it  for a 
moment. Detective Holliday would probably have stra ngled Jeff if 
he was left alone with him inside that room. 

Detective Holliday was a GOOD MAN! Please, Cynthia,  don't 
hate every single man in the whole world. What abou t the males 
belonging to other species? Will you hate them too? " asked my 
mother.  

At that point, things cooled off considerably. My m other 
and Cynthia exchanged hugs and play bites. Once aga in, they were 
best friends. Cynthia continued her story.  

"Mandy, I don't want you to tell anyone what I'm ab out to 
say. Before the gang-rape, I had a gigantic, secret  crush on 
Jeff.  

If Jeff had been the only rapist, and afterwards he 'd told 
me that he loved me and wanted to marry me, I would 've done just 
that. 

Furthermore, I would've forgiven him for what he'd done to 
me. The gang-rape aggravated the situation beyond r epair. By 
raping me with his buddies, he destroyed any love I 'd had for 
him ... forever," said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, what if Jeff had proposed, but told you t hat 
you'd have to put out for his buddies. Would you ha ve done 
that?" asked my mother.  

"I would've slapped him across the face!" shouted C ynthia.  
"Cynthia, if you had married Jeff, he would've used  you as 

a punching bag, and as a starfish," said my mother.  
"What do you mean starfish?" asked my Cynthia.  
You would've been a sex toy, lying down on your bac k, and 

spread eagled. That's what a starfish looks like. A rms and legs 
wide apart, in 'X' formation," said my mother.  

"Mandy, I think you're right. Instead of being rape d by a 
stranger, I would've been raped by my husband. Most  of the time, 
wives who are raped by their husbands endure it. Th ey may 
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eventually leave their husband, but almost never fi le a criminal 
complaint. She may go off into the horizon and neve r return.  

I understood that Jeff's parents would be in a posi tion to 
hire the best defense attorneys. Not to mention rui n my life. 
I'd end up feeling like a willing partner.  

Sadly, I'd originally planned to attend law school.  After 
enduring that horrific gang-rape things changed, ir reversibly. I 
had to move to another part of the United States, w here nobody 
knew me. 

It was only a matter of time before the townsfolk a nd 
students would hear about my story. Many of them wo uld be 
sympathetic, while others (females and males) would  truly 
believe that I really wanted it. Why else would a y oung, 
attractive college student spread eagle for a bunch  of studs? 
What was I doing all drunk and high at a fraternity  party, with 
guys all around me? Mandy, I just wanted to leave G SC and never 
return," said Cynthia.  
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     PLEASE TELL ME! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
My mother gently pawed Cynthia's face then licked h er chin. 

In return, Cynthia grinned then stroked my mother b etween her 
ears. Cynthia was hiding another secret from my mot her. My 
mother's superb feline senses alerted her to this i mportant 
fact.  

What was Cynthia hiding from my mother? It's not li ke she 
didn't open up to her. Humans must trust their clos e animal 
friends. Think of how many dogs, horses, donkeys, p igeons, and 
other countless species, have died in the line of d uty. They 
were serving their human 'masters'. Of course, the animals 
weren't paid for their services.  

My mother turned away from Cynthia then leaped onto  the 
floor. She took several steps to the door then turn ed back. She 
‘flashed’ her canines, not in anger, but out of fru stration. She 
didn't like Cynthia’s hiding secret/s from her. My mother's 
natural feline curiosity forced her to ask Cynthia the big 
question, point blank.  

"Look, I want to hear about your other secret! Plea se tell 
me! I know there's more bad news buried deep inside  you. You've 
got tears dribbling down your cheeks, and apprehens ion in your 
eyes," said my mother.  
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"I'm sorry ... I don't ... feel comfortable talking  about 
it. I'll tell you my other secret, if you promise n ever to tell 
a soul. It was so horrible, please forgive me for n ot telling 
you the first time around," said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I promise I'll try not to tell anyone abo ut your 
secret," responded my mother.  

My mother rolled over onto her back, then righted h erself. 
Afterwards, she leaped onto Cynthia's chest. Cynthi a held my 
mother tightly then blew her a kiss.  

"Mandy, a few days after realizing that justice was n't 
going to prevail, I decided to take an early mornin g walk 
through the GSC campus. Because the GSC campus was large and 
beautiful, I considered my walk a workout. In addit ion, GSC 
security patrolled the area 24 hours a day. If anyo ne had tried 
to assault me, I would've screamed my brains out.  

If I'd only known what was going to happen, there w ould've 
been no early morning walk. Really!  

As I walked by Kelsey Hall, I was struck by a 'GIGA NTIC' 
attack! Sometimes, I feel like this attack was almo st as 
terrible as the gang-rape. It was the 'red flag' th at would 
break my back," said Cynthia.  

A group of perhaps a dozen undergrads thought that the 
gang-rape would somehow benefit them. Apparently, w ord got 
around that I was a 'wham-bam-girl'. Indeed, it was  a lie!  

The undergrads fired terrible words at me, from a d orm room 
window. Also, their attitude was very nasty. If I w as as strong 
as Superwoman, their necks would've been broken!" s aid Cynthia.  

"Oh baby, come on! We heard you did six guys at the  frat 
house! We've got a whole lot more guys in this room . We've got 
twelve hungry lions awaiting action. 

Just 'cum' over here and make us lions feel better.  You can 
break your previous record, and be in the Guinness Book of World 
Records!" shouted a creep.  

"Leave me alone! I didn't 'do' those beasts! They d id me! I 
was out cold when they took advantage of me!" shout ed Cynthia.  

"We won't take advantage of you, baby! We'll treat you just 
fine! We want you to be wide awake, so you can enjo y it! No 
dozing off!" shouted another creep.  

"Mandy, the undergrads mocked me really badly. They  wanted 
to believe that I would oblige them. I was lucky to  have enough 
money to leave California. But, I wanted to humilia te those 
creeps before I left. All I needed was proof of the ir utter 
stupidity. However, I had to nail the flasher. He t errified me!  

“Guys, just answer this question, and you can all h ave me.  
What is five multiplied by five?" asked Cynthia.  
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"Umm ... I know what the answer is! Isn't it ... um m ... 
fifty-five-thousand-five-hundred- and-fifty-five?" answered the 
'flasher'.  

“I received a bit of satisfaction by showing those creeps 
that I was an intelligent woman. I was more intelli gent than 
they'd ever be.  

Later, the taunting continued without any let-up. I t spread 
throughout the entire city. I couldn't go anywhere without being 
taunted, or asked stupid questions. Sure, many indi viduals 
showed empathy towards me. But, the bad ones were a lways more 
aggressive and unforgettable.  

It felt like there was no end in sight. My pain was n’t 
going away. I began having frequent cry baby fits.  

Shockingly, a few weeks after the 'mooning incident , I had 
to endure another bout with a flasher. Initially, I  ignored his 
chubby cheeks. However, when he turned around, I wa s forced to 
endure a horrible flashback. I was totally devastat ed," said 
Cynthia.  

Cynthia paused then looked up at the ceiling. After wards, 
she looked down onto the carpet. My mother felt lik e Cynthia 
wanted to tell her more. So, she pressed her.  

"Cynthia, are you being totally honest with me?" my  mother 
asked.  

Cynthia broke down. She stood up, took a few steps to her 
left then collapsed onto her bed. It looked like Cy nthia was on 
the verge of having a nervous breakdown.  

Cynthia regained her composure then started to cry.  She 
needed someone who'd shower her with love and empat hy; no 
strings attached. That's the least she was entitled  to.  

"Mandy, I'm in so much pain! I don't know what to d o! 
Please, don't tell anyone that I cried my brains ou t. I don't 
want anyone to think that I'm a cry baby. I have mo re than 
enough problems on my mind.  

Mandy, I've been having some horrific night terrors , eating 
problems, and trouble making new 'human' friends. I t seems like 
the only persons I can trust are cats like you. I c an open up to 
animals, especially cats, without feeling ashamed, or watched.  

I think it's because I know cats don't want anythin g 
'sexual' from me. I couldn't even trust my girlfrie nds. Maybe, 
one of them had a secret crush on me? I wouldn't wa nt that 
little harlot to get off by touching my beautiful b ody. I don't 
need any more of that," said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I think you're a very nice person. Look, be 
strong, confident, seek help, learn self-defense fo r women then 
get on with your life. I'm sure you'll find MR. RIG HT. Just be 
patient and faithful.  
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Cynthia, you're lucky you didn't come out of this w ith an 
STD, or a pregnancy. I don't mean 'lucky' in the se nse that 
things weren't terrible for you. I mean, things cou ld've been 
much worse.  

Suppose you were fully-conscious at the time of the  rape. 
Now, they wanted to have their way with you. If you 'd put up a 
struggle, who knows what they would've done to you.  

Cynthia, I hope that you pull through this terrible  
tragedy. Remember, you need to be around other wome n who've been 
raped, pure and simple. 

Sure, you see women and men all around you, smiling  their 
brains out, often. You can't read their minds. Ever yone, even 
animals, has problems.  

Cynthia, I'm not trying to downplay, or trivialize your 
traumatic experience. I know for certain that you'v e suffered 
immensely. If you don't make a serious effort at co mbating," 
this problem, you may end up in a mental institutio n. I'm dead 
serious!" exclaimed my mother.  

I'm glad to say that Cynthia began to show some sig ns of 
hope. She understood that living in a cage, without  trying to 
confront her problems, would solve absolutely nothi ng. This kind 
of problem must be confronted, head-on!  

Unfortunately, my mother and Cynthia were abruptly 
interrupted. However, their friendship would last f orever.  

"Mandy! Where are you?! Steve and I want you to com e back 
to our apartment, immediately!" yelled Karen.  

The Wilsons had returned from their shopping spree.  Cynthia 
quickly dried her eyes with tissue paper then exite d her 
apartment. She took several steps towards Karen the n stopped.  

Meanwhile, my mother was trailing Cynthia. It was t hen that 
my mother remembered the Wilsons' command not to en ter anyone 
else's apartment.  

My mother lowered her head in shame then slowly app roached 
Karen. Afterwards, my mother rubbed the side of her  body against 
Karen's ankles. My mother was hoping for forgivenes s. After all, 
she was only trying to make conversation with one o f the 
neighbors.  

"Madam, you have a very lovely cat! Mandy and I had  an 
incredible conversation. Mandy's intelligent, obser vant, 
beautiful, and loving," said Cynthia.  

"Thank you for being so kind to Mandy! I'm delighte d to 
have a good neighbor like you. Unfortunately, we're  leaving 
Hawaii very soon. We're going back to Missouri.  

Wait, were you crying? Please, let me help you," sa id 
Karen.  

"No, I guess it's my allergies," replied Cynthia.  
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"I noticed you don't have a ring on your finger. Yo u're 
young and very attractive. Find a good man. Fall in  love with 
him. Then, get married! 

Steve and I are still together after all these year s. Our 
love increases with time. When I wake up in the mor ning, I don't 
want to see anyone in the whole world, except for S teve," said 
Karen.  

Immediately, my mother bared her canines.  
"Oh, I'm so sorry! I also want to see our beautiful  baby, 

Mandy," said Karen.  
Karen and my mother said their goodbyes to Cynthia then 

they returned to their apartment. Karen made certai n that my 
mother wasn't contemplating a return to Cynthia. Sh e carried my 
mother by the scruff.  

Karen told Steve about her conversation with Cynthi a. 
Thankfully, she didn't tell him about my mother's e ntry into 
Cynthia's apartment.  

It looked like my mother and Cynthia were never goi ng to 
see each other again. Both parties were very sadden ed by this 
abrupt and permanent separation.  

My mother and Cynthia were like two halves that wer e 
separated from each other. Neither half would ever be complete 
until it was rejoined with its counterpart.  

Thereafter, my mother thought of Cynthia often. Som etimes, 
tears would dribble down my mother's face whenever she 
remembered what had happened to Cynthia. My mother often 
fantasized about reconnecting with Cynthia.  

Sadly, my mother could no longer be Cynthia's speci al 
therapist. Cynthia needed someone to talk to, long term. Victims 
who choose to talk to 'someone' are moving in the r ight 
direction. The worst thing in the world to do in th is kind of 
case scenario is to stay quiet. I'm sorry, this wor ld isn't 
perfect.  

If my mother had only known what was in store for C ynthia. 
Maybe, she would've run away from home and stayed w ith Cynthia.  

You see, my mother was the most incredible cat in t he whole 
world! She would've given her life, a hundred times  over, to see 
Cynthia get better.  
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GOING BACK HOME 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Friday was travel day. It was warm, sunny, and calm . The 

Wilsons were finally heading back to Missouri. Alth ough the 
Wilsons were excited about going back home, they ad apted to 
living in Hawaii. Not to mention the incredible fri endships 
they'd made.  

The Wilsons awakened at dawn, showered, dressed the n ate 
breakfast. Steve made certain that the three travel ers left the 
apartment fully satiated. He prepared an incredibly  tasty 
breakfast for all to enjoy.  

After the Wilsons finished packing, Karen called Er ic. He 
was notified that the Wilsons were going check out in a short 
while.  

Before formally checking out of their apartment, th e 
Wilsons took a final look at the interior of their temporary 
vacation home, before locking up. My mother 'peeked ' through the 
bars of her animal carrier, in order to 'imprint' e very last 
detail needed. She understood that it was the last look that 
she'd ever have.  

Steve didn't cave-in to Karen's requests. Although Steve 
enjoyed his stay in Hawaii, he was still a die-hard  'Missouri 
Boy', pure and simple.  
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In life, moving long distances shouldn't be taken l ightly. 
When you visit a town or a city, the grass may appe ar greener 
therein. It might be because you're only a vacation er, or a 
visitor. Living in that particular place for an ext ended period 
of time, is another story altogether. Steve underst ood this 
point very well. Even cats must be careful about mo ving out of 
their lair.  

Indeed, my mother loved Cynthia more than she loved  the 
Wilsons, combined. It was a shame that my mother co uldn't shower 
Cynthia with more love and empathy. My mother would 've given up 
her posh life with the Wilsons, if it meant being w ith Cynthia 
permanently. 

In fact, my mother almost asked Cynthia the big que stion. 
The big question being: can I hide in your apartmen t until the 
Wilsons leave Hawaii? My mother chickened-out at th e last 
second.  

The Wilsons walked through the hall to the elevator s. After 
pressing the down button, Karen stuck her finger in side my 
mother's animal carrier.  

My mother gently bit it then pawed it away. My moth er was 
in no mood to play with anyone. She was too groggy.  As expected, 
she closed her eyes then fell into a deep sleep. 
     My mother briefly awakened in Eric's office ha lf-dazed and 
bewildered.  
"We had a very enjoyable vacation. We saw much of H awaii, ate 
well, met a few good people, took some tours, and w alked in many 
good malls.  

Next year, we'll go to British Columbia. I heard it 's very 
beautiful up there," said Steve.  

"Well, that's too bad; I won't get to see you guys again. I 
truly enjoy having tenants like you at the Skyline Apartments. 
You guys are the epitome of what good tenants are s upposed to be 
like; friendly, clean, and respectful of the rights  of your 
neighbors.  

I once lived in an apartment complex that was infes ted with 
roaches, rats, scum bags, addicts, drunkards, and c onvicts. It 
was terrible! I had a hard time sleeping at night. 

I had to endure thundering music, shouting, and fig hting 
from by neighbors. 

We had all the 'crummy stuff' a crime-infested comm unity 
could ask for. Indeed, it was a tough neighborhood.  Cats prowled 
the dark alleys in search of lone rats. Once a lone  rat was 
cornered, it was curtains for it." said Eric.  

Eric served the Wilsons coffee and cookies, then re moved 
his copy of the sub-lease, in order to finalize the  check-out.  
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The Wilsons were flattered by Ericson's hospitality . Certainly, 
he didn't have to go out of his way to please them.  After all, 
the Wilsons were leaving the premises.  

Steve handed Eric the apartment and mailbox keys, t hen 
signed the necessary papers.  

The 'former tenants' were anxious, but understood t hat they 
had to return to Missouri. Life's not for free. The  Wilsons had 
to get back to work. Thereafter, Eric would be a fa ded memory.  

After leaving Ericson's office, the Wilsons strolle d 
through the corridor, until spotting a dark blue so fa. Karen 
placed my mother's animal carrier on it. Then, she opened the 
animal carrier door.  

In a quick move, Karen filled a vile with a blue-co lored 
substance. My mother became apprehensive. Somehow, it seemed a 
bit unusual. My mother couldn’t have imagined what was in store 
for her.  

"Come on, Mandy. Just lick up this very tasty blue milk. I 
think you'll love it," said Karen.  

My mother raised her head, then swallowed every las t drop 
of 'blue milk' that dropped onto her tongue. Surpri singly, the 
blue milk was very tasty. If that's what you want t o call it.  

My mother was bamboozled! I mean, she was drugged. Not 
quite like Cynthia, but nevertheless, put out cold.  

My mother was out cold for many hours. Whatever was  in that 
blue milk was very potent, indeed! The Wilsons want ed my mother 
to sleep through the entire return trip. I guess th ey were fed 
up with my mother's bitching about being inside loc ked up inside 
a small animal carrier.  

My mother awakened in front of the Kansas City 
International Airport's taxi stand. Indeed, my moth er felt 
betrayed. She couldn't understand the logic behind it. 
Naturally, she didn't trust the Wilsons anymore.  

"Sir, can you please take us to 1375 Bryson Street West, in 
Caseyville, Missouri?" asked Steve.  

"Yes, I certainly can. I know how to get to Caseyvi lle. 
Caseville’s quite a distance away. Are you sure you  don't want 
to take the shuttle bus? It'll cost you a lot less, " said the 
cabby.  

"We want to ride home alone. We don't want to be in  a 
crowded bus, or van. We had a very enjoyable vacati on in Hawaii. 
The last thing we need is a last-minute problem," s aid Karen.  

They were on their way home. Thankfully, the cabby had a 
good temperament. Whenever she stopped at a red lig ht or a stop 
sign, she grinned at my mother. Initially, my mothe r thought 
that the cabby was sick in the head. Actually, she was a die-
hard cat lover.  
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"I love cats, dearly. In fact, I've got four cats a t home. 
They're so cute and nice to play with. Unfortunatel y, I must 
leave them at home whenever I go to work.  

I do this 'cabby work' part-time. I attend night sc hool 
part time, also. I want to be a nurse. The money I earn from 
this job helps me pay for tuition and fees. My husb and pays for 
everything else. My husband's a mechanical engineer . He grew up 
in Philadelphia. He moved to Missouri after graduat ing from 
college.  

We'll move to Philadelphia as soon as I become a re gistered 
nurse. I think that my husband and I will earn a go od living. My 
husband makes good money. He had a 3.5 GPA in his m ajor. After 
graduating, he worked his brains out.  

In America, if a husband and wife pull together, wo rk very 
hard, and stay out of trouble, they'll be much clos er to living 
in their dream home; a mansion with a white picket fence," said 
the cabby.  

As soon they arrived at their destination, the cabb y slowed 
down, then came to a full stop. Afterwards, he pull ed the meter 
lever.  

Steve handed the cabby three bills. Then, he told h er to 
keep the change.  

"Sir, madam, thank you very much. This is the bigge st tip 
I've ever gotten. I wish you the best of luck in al l of your 
endeavors," said the cabby.  

After thanking the cabby, the Wilsons proceeded to walk to 
their mini-mansion. After living in an apartment fo r several 
months, the Wilsons' mini-mansion looked like a cas tle.  

As soon as the three former vacationers were inside  the 
mini-mansion, my mother detected an unusual scent.  

"Karen, Steve! Please, stop! Remove me from this st inking 
animal carrier! I've been locked up inside this pat hetic hell-
hole for way too long! Another more minute and I'll  go nuts!" my 
mother shouted.  

Karen was shocked at my mother's audacity. Neverthe less, 
the point was conveyed. Karen opened the animal car rier door 
then gently pulled my mother out. As if she needed any pulling.  

As soon as my mother was free, she gently pawed the  brown 
living room carpet five times. Her actions indicate d her 
protest. The Wilsons were oblivious to my mother's suffering.  

Shockingly, Karen thought that my mother wanted som e play 
time outside. So, she carried her out to the front lawn. My 
mother wasn't in the mood to continue shouting. Bes ides, she had 
major jet lag to deal with.  

Although there was a white picket fence on the peri phery of 
the Wilson property, any cat, dog, or adult, could scale the 
picket fence. In fact, it was only three feet high.  
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"Mandy go outside and play in the yard! You can pla y all 
you want to. Steve and I need to clean up then eat.  Your dinner 
will consist of tuna, milk, and plenty of water.  

I almost forgot. If you sense any danger, run back through 
the 'kitty door' then scream your head off.  

Sometimes naughty humans do terrible things to litt le 
kitties. Even in posh neighborhoods, like ours. Hon ey, please 
stay alert!" warned Karen.  
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I WANNA GO HOME! 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
It seemed like my mother 'almost' had it all; a bea utiful 

home, white picket fence, companionship, play area,  tasty food, 
clean water, veterinary care, litter box, and good health. Aside 
from the recent 'incarceration' she'd endured, ever ything seemed 
to be just fine.  

Don't be fooled. Deep down inside, my mother unders tood 
that life wasn't a joke. Things weren't supposed to  be that 
simple. Not counting her animal carrier ordeal, thi ngs were way 
too good to be true.  

My mother was worried about an up and coming catast rophe. 
What was going to happen? My mother asked herself. Was it 
possible for a person to jinx him/herself? My mothe r wondered.  

My mother's life was going to be turned upside down . It was 
only a matter of when and where. Never mind, the wh y.  

Believe me, the event that shocked and destroyed my  
mother's will and resolve happened on a warm Sunday  morning, in 
the month of August. The Wilsons were out eating br unch at the 
Pancake Castle. My mother was playing in her mini-p layground.  

Unfortunately, my mother let her guard down. She'd become 
oblivious to the 'evil-doers' who were about to des troy her 
life, forever.  
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On that dreaded morning, everything seemed normal, until 
something caught my mother's attention. It was a sl ow-moving 
van, that passed by the Wilsons' mini-mansion sever al times. The 
van was dark, and appeared ominous. Even the window s were 
tinted.  

On the final pass, the driver parked the dark van a cross 
the street from the Wilson's mini-mansion. My mothe r took notice 
of it, immediately. So, she cautiously approached t he perimeter 
of the lawn, squeezed her head through the fence po stings then 
took a close look at the dark van.  

My mother eyed the dark van for a whole minute. For  some 
unknown reason, she went back to her mini-playgroun d. The fact 
that the van was dark-colored, and had tinted windo ws, should 
have produced a red flag in my mother's defenses. I n retrospect, 
this was a fatal error. It was an error for her and  for her 
progeny (Jody Wilson).  

Because it was Sunday, during brunch time, my mothe r 
assumed that the driver was eating. Never mind, tha t the driver 
had parked his van in a posh neighborhood. Furtherm ore, the 
neighborhood was as quiet as death.  

Suddenly, a buncher, wearing blue overalls, with a beer 
gut, exited the van. In my mother's opinion, he was  really ugly.  

The buncher crossed the street then headed straight  for the 
Wilsons' mini-mansion. Initially, my mother assumed  that he 
wanted to ask her for directions.  

As soon as the buncher noticed my mother gawking at  him, he 
stopped then scanned the area. My mother became app rehensive.  

Unfortunately, the coast was clear for the buncher.  He 
briskly climbed over the perimeter fence. Then, he walked 
towards my mother.  

The closer the buncher got to my mother, the more 
apprehensive she became. Now, she placed herself on  red alert. 
Her adrenaline level shot up through the clouds. If  need be she 
would've fought to the death.  

"Hey kitty, don't be afraid of me. I'm a nice man. My 
name's Buster! I'm not one of those 'evil humans' y our mommy and 
owners told you about. Really, I’m not kidding. I j ust want to 
be your friend. 

Look, I've got a tasty snack for you. I ate three o f them 
on my way here. I know you love fish bits. Can I ge t a little 
closer to you? Let me just hold you in my arms. You 're so cute. 
Are you a purebred, or maybe, royalty?" asked the b uncher.  

Indeed, the buncher was a smooth talker. Too smooth , I must 
say. No doubt he was a creep.  

Unfortunately, my mother didn't realize it at the t ime. As 
soon as the buncher smooth-talked my mother, she dr opped her 
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guard even lower. The man knew which buttons to pus h. No doubt, 
he was a professional.  

Shockingly, my mother rolled onto her back, then re laxed. 
Naturally, the buncher took advantage of my mother.  He knelt 
down then hoisted her off the ground. Afterwards, h e tucked her 
in his arms.  

The buncher glanced at the living room windows, to make 
sure that nobody was watching him. As soon as he wa s sure that 
the coast was clear, he ran back to his dark van. I  don't know 
why, but, my mother's guard was still down. What th e hell was 
she thinking of?  

While running across the street, the buncher was al most 
struck by a blue Pontiac. The driver stopped his ca r then looked 
at the man and my mother.  

Out of utter horror, the man dropped my mother. The  driver 
of the blue Pontiac lowered her window then asked f or directions 
to the nearest highway. Upon hearing this, the man grinned then 
answered her question.  

The woman thanked the man then asked him if everyth ing was 
all right. I guess she wasn't a cat lover. She drov e off without 
inquiring about my mother.  

The buncher ordered my mother to return to him. For  some 
unknown reason, my mother obeyed his command; witho ut any 
hesitation.  

As soon as my mother was in the buncher's grasp, he  smacked 
her across the face. He need not have said anything . It was 
obvious why he smacked her.  

"You freaking bitch! Don't ever 'go away' like that  again. 
I command you to stay by my side!" shouted the bunc her.  

The buncher opened the dark van's double doors then  tossed 
my mother into a rusty, filthy, gooey cage. The cag e door was 
promptly closed.  
 

"Look, kitty! I just want to take you for a short r ide in 
my beautiful dark van. Because my friend's in the p assenger's 
seat, I'll have to put you in the back. You can wat ch the 
beautiful scenery," said the buncher.  

My mother instantly realized that there were no win dows in 
the back of the dark van. Furthermore, there was a metallic 
screen partitioning the van into two. Sadly, my mot her's life 
would never be the same again.  

Thereafter, the buncher 'hit' a half a dozen more h omes 
with incredible speed. With each hit, he'd snatch a n 
unsuspecting dog, or a cat. In one of the homes, he  snatched 
three companion animals.  

As the number of animals 'stockpiled' inside the da rk van, 
the stench became suffocating. Like a chicken farm,  even 
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breathing the noxious fumes was pitifully dangerous . Everything 
from rust, puke, urine, vomit, pus discharge, maggo ts, fecal 
matter, blood, insects (including a few roaches), a nd sickness, 
engulfed the interior of the dark van.  

After the buncher filled the interior of the dark v an with 
hapless victims, he took hold of a night stick then  goaded my 
mother four times. Although it hurt badly, there wa s no 
permanent damage.  

In case you don't know: a buncher is a 'person' who  steals 
companion animals from their rightful owners, in or der to make a 
profit. Usually, this ‘person’ sells the hapless vi ctim to an 
institution, rather than to a person.  

The goading of my mother was a clear and visible wa rning: 
she was now a money-making, nothing! With no rights , whatsoever!  

Immediately after the goading, every single animal inside 
the van cried. This caused the buncher to lose his temper.  

Two dogs were goaded. Maybe, if they'd all yelled o ut for 
help, someone would've heard them. Or maybe, that's  wishful 
thinking.  

The buncher was working for the 'big boys'. The ani mals 
that are stolen from peoples' domiciles may end up in biomedical 
labs, pet stores, as fighters, or as punching bags for fighting 
dogs. The goal is always MONEY.  

The buncher entered the dark van then began his dri ve to 
the 'secret location'. Approximately twenty minutes  later, one 
of the dogs went nuts. He barked, yelled, screamed,  and cursed 
the buncher and his buddy. That was a fatal error!  

"Be quiet! Shut-up! I don't want to hear-it! All of  you 
shut your freaking mouths! Or else!  

Listen up: You losers are being taken to a secret l ocation. 
Well, it's not really a secret location for us, onl y for the 
general public. When we arrive, you'll obey our com mands. If you 
don't, a series of harsh penalties will be inflicte d upon you!  

Your new home will be Camp Puppy Mill! Your 'reside ncy' 
will last until you can no longer help us, or when someone 
purchases you. I don't want to hear any yelping, ba rking, 
meowing, or pleading. In a short while, I'll be dri ving on the 
highway. That means I need to be on the alert. If a ny of you 
acts up, I'll beat him/her senseless. Now that we h ave an 
understanding, I'll continue my drive to 'my payche ck'," said 
the buncher.  

The animals in the van were terrified, depressed, a nxious, 
and confused. They clearly understood what the bunc her had said 
to them.  

The buncher entered Highway 733, heading west. He d rove on 
the highway for roughly ten minutes then he entered  Junction 485 
North.  
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An escape attempt appeared to be virtually impossib le. 
Wandering escapes are often dangerous.  

The buncher drove on Junction 485 North for twenty five 
minutes, before pulling over into the curb. The ani mals therein 
froze in fear. They didn't know what to expect.  

The buncher exited the van then walked towards a bu shy 
area. He dropped his pants and underwear then urina ted. While 
urinating, he farted seven times. 

Although the animals inside the van were now hungry  and 
thirsty, they still had it in them to laugh their b rains out. 
Too bad, the buncher heard their laughter.  

After the buncher finished doing his thing, he walk ed to 
the back of the dark van then opened the double doo rs. He turned 
around then farted into the dark van. Then, he quic kly closed 
the double doors.  

The animals inside the dark van began to gag. The s mell of 
the buncher's fart was almost toxic. Anyhow, a minu te later, the 
buncher opened the twin doors. The animals inside w ere relieved. 
Well, they wouldn't have if they'd known what was i n store for 
them.  

The buncher reached inside the back of the van, too k hold 
of the same night stick then began to brutally goad  a male 
German shepherd. The poor dog yelped and cried. It was to no 
avail.  

Meanwhile, the German shepherd lay there, crying hi s brains 
out. None of the animals dared to cry out in protes t. It was now 
apparent who the BIG BOSS was.  

The buncher closed the double doors, then re-entere d the 
dark van. A moment later, he resumed his drive on J unction 485 
North.  

The German shepherd puked his brains out. In the re al 
world, German shepherds are tough, intelligent, and  brilliant. 
Unfortunately, the dogs in the dark van were gradua lly becoming 
de-animalized.  

Roughly thirty minutes later, a brown Dachshund beg an to 
bang his head against the cage bars. He was going m ad. 
Stereotypical actions don't occur this soon after i ncarceration.  

Most often, this kind of behavior can be seen in tw o-bit 
zoos, roadside menageries, and many circuses. The p oor Dachshund 
was oversensitive to being locked up.  

As soon as the Dachshund stopped banging his head o n the 
cage bars, things began to quiet down. Some of the animals tried 
their hardest to get a wink, or two. More often tha n not, their 
efforts were futile. Then, a lone voice was heard.  

"Please, listen- up! I don't have enough time to go  through 
all of the details. I'll describe what kind of plac e we're being 
sent to. Please, no interruptions until I'm done wi th my story.  



    

    

112 

 

I grew up in a puppy mill somewhere in Missouri. Al though I 
love my home state, it's probably the puppy mill ca pital of our 
beloved country. Because puppy mill animals don't p ay taxes or 
vote, their predicament is usually ignored by power ful 
politicians. In that regard, don't expect help, soo n.  

When I was a puppy, two bunchers brutally snatched me and 
two of my siblings from our mother. Although our ow ners were 
dirt poor, they were very kind and loving. Overall,  our family 
was content with our life.  

The bunchers 'slithered' into our yard then quickly  
snatched us. My mother was sprayed with pepper spra y. She 
totally freaked out!  

Afterwards, the bunchers tossed us into filthy cage s 
encrusted with containing dry urine, puss, rust, di rt, fecal 
matter, puke, blood, and other creepy stuff. Never mind, the 
terrible stench.  

We were sent to a terrible puppy mill. It was la 'b estial 
concentration camp'. Nobody cared about our feeling s, or health. 
We were given 'slop' to eat, and 'brown water' to d rink. Some of 
our comrades ended up getting sick. Two of my neigh bors died. I 
still don't know what happened to my siblings.  

Many animals who survive the puppy mill ordeal are scarred 
for life. Others die behind bars.  

I've forewarned you. Please behave as long as you'r e an 
inmate at the puppy mill. Also, don't you dare try to escape!" 
said a white toy dog.  

Meanwhile, the buncher pressed hard on the gas peda l. 
Indeed, he was a maniac.  

As if that wasn't bad enough, the buncher and his b uddy 
were cracking sick jokes. Most of their jokes perta ined to 
animal abuse and neglect.  

Soon, the buncher was driving the dark van at 90 mp h. The 
animals inside therein were terrified! At least two  of them 
defecated.  

Suddenly, a highway patrolman peeled out his vehicl e from 
the shoulder of the road. He proceeded to chase the  dark van 
down; like a predator chasing its prey.  

The buncher was forced to pull over into the should er of 
the road. After coming to a halt, he turned off the  ignition.  

Then, the buncher 'commanded' the animals to shut t heir 
freaking mouths, or else!  

Not a single animal dared utter a sound. Indeed, th at was a 
deadly mistake! They should've waited until the rig ht moment, 
before erupting into a chorus of shouting.  

"Hey Andy, is my .22 still in the glove compartment ? If 
that cop asks us to open the glove compartment, we' re finished! 
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We'll end up behind bars, like the ugly critters be hind us," 
said the buncher.  

Andy chuckled then opened the glove compartment. 
Afterwards, he hid the .22 underneath his seat.  

The buncher told Andy to take out the vehicle regis tration. 
To enhance their image, both men put on a fake smil e.  

"Sir, you were driving over the speed limit! I want  to see 
your vehicle registration and driver's license. Wha t's in the 
back of the van?" asked the highway patrolman.  

The buncher was so terrified he let out a gigantic fart. We 
could hear the highway patrolman chuckle. That fart  probably 
saved the two bunchers. Thereafter, the highway pat rolman's mood 
was uppity.  

"Officer, we have four carpets and some articles of  
furniture in the back of our van. We're taking thes e precious 
goods to my grandma's home. She's very lonely, and needs wall-
to-wall carpeting, much furniture, and lots of love . My grandpa 
died of cancer last week. My grandma's been lonely ever since. I 
apologize for speeding. Scouts honor, I won't do it  again," said 
the buncher.  

Unbelievably, the highway patrolman believed that l oad of 
crap! He let him off with a stern warning. The anim als should 
have made their move, there and then. The end resul t attests to 
their utter cowardice.  

The highway patrolman returned to his vehicle then drove 
off. The buncher waited for a while, before driving  off. I guess 
he was waiting for the highway patrolman to disappe ar.  

Then, an ugly Labrador retriever began to swing his  head 
erratically. He was going nuts! Yes, even animals c an go nuts. 
My mother wondered what was going to happen to the poor 
Labrador. There's absolutely no use for a 'nutty do g' in a puppy 
mill.  

As soon as the buncher took notice of the mongrel's  erratic 
behavior, he pulled over into the shoulder of the r oad. Then, he 
turned off the ignition. After exiting the dark van , he pondered 
about what to do.  

The buncher decided to take drastic action. His res ponse 
was a stern lesson to the other animals inside the van. Now, 
there would be no doubt that the criminals in this sleazy 
enterprise would do anything to make a buck.  

The buncher laconically grabbed a night stick then goaded 
the mongrel a total of fourteen times. This time, n o holds were 
barred. He used momentum and brute strength upon hi s defenseless 
victim.  

The Labrador screamed in terror! The other animals began to 
bark and meow, without any let-up. Before long, the re was a lot 
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more feces, urine, and vomit, in an around the cage s. It stunk 
like a rats' sewer!  

In an act of noble courage, a black and white color ed 
pleaded with the buncher to show some mercy. The bu ncher snarled 
at the cat then spat on her. The buncher had no lim its to his 
evil ways.  

As soon as the goading episode ended, the buncher r eturned 
the night stick. Although the buncher seemed like h e wanted to 
inflict more damage onto the Labrador, he ended up returning to 
the driver's seat. Well, that's what it looked like .  

The buncher took the .22 from Andy then he walked t o the 
back of the van. After bitching-out the Labrador, h e pointed 
pressed the .22 in the Labrador's face. The Labrado r was in a 
state of utter terror. He spontaneously defecated a nd urinated. 
Then, he vomited his brains out.  

"Listen-up: the next time one of you creatures make s a 
sound, this 'scummy- dog' will be executed! I'm dea d serious!" 
shouted the buncher.  

The Labrador's eyes rolled then he fell onto his ba ck. He 
looked like a zombie-dog.  

The buncher closed the double doors then got back i nto the 
dark van.  

A few miles later, the buncher made a right turn on  the 
first 4-way intersection. He headed straight to Jim my's Burger 
Joint parking lot.  

The buncher turned off the ignition then told Andy that 
they were going to eat-like-pigs. They exited the d ark van then 
walked to Jimmy's Burger Joint.  

By now, the animals inside the dark van were famish ed. 
Slabs of saliva were being dropped onto the van flo or.  

The animals were hoping that the bunchers would bri ng back 
a few dozen burgers for the animals to eat.  

The animals inside the dark van fantasized about si zzling 
burgers, entering into their mouths.  

The bunchers returned an hour later. They were wear ing big 
smiles. In addition, they smelled like burgers, fri es, pop, and 
apple pie. Sadly, their hands were empty. This was a glimpse of 
things to come. What would it be like at the puppy mill? A 
reasonable question the animals asked themselves.  

The bunchers entered the dark van then they were of f. After 
exiting the parking lot, the buncher resumed his dr ive to the 
puppy mill. The smell of burgers was tormenting the  animals.  

Approximately a half an hour later, the buncher ent ered a 
'quiet street', the proceeded to drive for another fifteen 
minutes. He slowed down to a halt, looked both ways  then entered 
dirt road. It was apparent that the puppy mill was close by. 
Worse yet, it was hidden away in some remote area.  
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The final stretch was terrifying for the animals. I t was 
the typical side road to hell. Henceforth, there'd be no more 
highways, junctions, or civilization. The animals w ere now 
within spitting distance of hell-on-earth.  

The animals were too terrified to complain about th e 
jouncing on the dirt road. For all they knew, the b uncher 
would've accelerated, in retaliation.  
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CAMP PUPPY MILL 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Finally, they were at the 'doorstep' of Camp Puppy Mill. 

Pain, agony, torment, confusion, terror, hunger, th irst, 
sickness, stench, apprehension, and death, were in the air. The 
puppy mill stunk like a sewer pit. Actually, it was  worse.  

The buncher slowed down, then came to a halt. He pu lled out 
his cell phone then called someone working inside t he puppy 
mill. After getting clearance, the security guard a llowed 
buncher to enter the Camp Puppy Mill.  

The buncher carefully drove the dark van to a parki ng space 
then turned off the ignition. He and Andy laughed u p a storm. 
They were happy to have made a big haul. Big hauls equal much 
money.  
A rugged man with a thick voice approached the dark  van then 
ordered the bunchers out. In fact, he told them to get on the 
move. No doubt, he was a big man on the premises.  

"Hey, how many creatures did you snatch for us this  time?" 
asked the rugged man.  

"Mr. Administrator, we've got about a dozen creatur es in 
inside the van. We worked extra hard, just to pleas e you. 
Because my cousin Andy and I are moving to Pennsylv ania, we 
decided to end our employment with a big blast. The se creatures 
are more precious than gold!" responded the buncher .  
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"Fantastic! Although I'm sad to see you guys go the  
creatures in the van will net me a lot of money. No w, let me 
calculate your pay," said the Administrator.  

The animals had become nothing more than 'money mac hines'. 
Escape was absolutely impossible. Furthermore, it w as apparent 
that the puppy mill workers (PMWs) would take an es cape attempt 
personally. No doubt, retaliation would be swift an d harsh.  

After the Administrator paid the bunchers, they qui ckly 
exited Camp Puppy Mill. I guess that's what crimina ls do best; 
make a fast getaway. This category of criminals ten ds to be on 
the move, often. Looking over their shoulders; not knowing when 
the cops will nab them. Believe me, in the end, the y usually 
regret their life of crime. Somewhere, or somehow, it'll get 
back to them. 

Smart cats, like yours truly know this. Our species  has 
been with humans for eons. We've seen wars, civil w ars, 
genocide, murders, rapes, molestations, beatings, s tarving, 
fights, racism, persecution, witch hunts, and many other human-
caused-atrocities, committed in the name of whateve r the 
perpetrators feel justifies their horrendous action s. Cats, and 
other animals, are almost always the forgotten vict ims in human 
wars! Cats hate that!  

An example of incredible human and animal suffering  during 
a conflict includes the siege of Leningrad, and the  Ukrainian 
Holocaust (1932-33). Sometimes the Ukrainian holoca ust is 
referred to as the Holodomor. 

Holodomor is the Ukrainian word for great famine. T his is 
not a strong enough word to describe what happened to the 7 
million plus innocent Ukrainian peasants who were d eliberately 
starved to death. Also, many were executed or sent to Siberia.  

Stalin's forces were so ruthless anyone who didn't appear 
to be starving was punished. Furthermore, foodstuff s and 
supplies were deliberately confiscated or destroyed . You can't 
live long without food.  

The intent was genocide, destruction of the Ukraini an 
peasantry (by imposing Stalinist collectivization),  and abolish 
Ukrainian nationalism.  

In both Leningrad and the Ukraine, as famine set in , even 
companion animals became food. Of course, the compa nion animals 
were also starving. After dogs and cats were eaten,  rats came 
next. Finally, there were cases of human-on-human c annibalism. 
This was a last ditch effort to survive and eat.  

We can't blame the humans who did this, until we've  endured 
what they had to endure. For some reason, bitterly cold regions 
bring out cannibalism faster than in warmer regions . Smart 
companion animals know better. They scram before it 's too late.  
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Animals have been used as, byproducts suppliers, tr action, 
entertainment, slavery, celebrities, protectors, co mpanions, 
subjects of vivisection, punching bags, ridicule, t orture, 
objects of scorn, mummies, and even worship.  

These humans seem to forget that cats are incredibl e 
beings. We've done a lot of good for this world. Ca ts have made 
countless humans and animals much happier, and heal thier.  

Some cats have a lifelong fear of humans. Terrible 
childhood experiences with humans, or, no contact w ith humans 
for the first few weeks of life can cause this prob lem. Kitten- 
hood is a very important period of time for cats. K ittens must 
have contact with humans, or they'll never get used  to them. Of 
course, the initial contact must be positive.  

Often times, a good-willed human approaches a stray  or a 
domesticated cat on the street. The cat, who's not sure of the 
person's intent, may scram. Don't blame the cat. Yo u 'humans' 
look like GIGANTIC BIPEDALS! You walk on 'twos' ins tead of 
'fours'. Some of you humans look like walking build ings. Anyhow, 
a cat has a right to fight, or flee. The latter is generally 
safer.  

Without notice, the Administrator, a truly ugly man , 
violently opened the double doors. The startling ef fect caused 
my mother to defecate.  

After glaring at the animals, the Administrator ord ered two 
PMWs to come to the back of the dark van. The PMWs hovered over 
the animals, like hungry vultures.  

The Administrator grabbed one of the cages then vio lently 
yanked it out. The two PMWs followed suit. My mothe r felt 
'horror' in her heart.  

"Hey, send these creatures to their respective shac ks. 
Don't fumble the Job! I can easily replace you with  other idiots 
who'd be more than pleased to do your job for less pay.  

As for you ugly creatures, look at the sign in fron t of the 
fence ... over there! It reads: CAMP PUPPY MILL. Yo u're in a 
freaking puppy mill! Your lives are worth the amoun t of money 
you can bring us. Don't forget, you're expendable. If you 
misbehave, or attempt to escape, it'll be curtains for you! By 
golly, I freaking mean it!  

Cases of escape or insubordination will be dealt wi th, 
swiftly and brutally. Dr. Strangler, our special ve terinarian, 
will take care of the offender/s," said the Adminis trator.  

One-by-one, the cages were yanked out of the dark v an. In 
all the horror, my mother almost passed out. While being carried 
to their respective sections, the animals saw row a fter row of 
dogs and cats. Each and every animal was in dire st raits.  

The animals were incarcerated in tiny, filthy, and 
dilapidated cages. Although most of the inmates wer e dogs, there 
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were quite a few cats, therein. Truly, this puppy m ill was a 
bestial concentration camp.  

Some of the animals were emaciated, and had open so res 
scattered throughout their sickly bodies. One poor dog had 
maggots feasting on its flesh. Unfortunately, this dog was too 
weak and sickly to shrug them off. My mother couldn 't comprehend 
the utter horror that was before her. In fact, my m other was so 
worried about the other animals, she forgot about h erself. 
Briefly, that is.  

Some of the animals were weak, but could be sold. T he 
dilapidated animals could easily be tossed, if need  be. Any sale 
that was made at the puppy mill was a profit.  

It was the full-breeds who brought in the big bucks . Full 
breed studs were used for humping purposes. Bitches  were used 
for reproduction purposes. Other full-breeds would someday be 
used for special purposes: guarding, hunting, fetch ing, running, 
or as docile pets.  

A French poodle, which was obviously stolen from he r 
owners, was licking the lead off the bars of her ca ge. Another 
dog was eating its poop. Because the poop sometimes  overlapped, 
it was difficult to determine whose poop she was ea ting.  

The PMWs at CAMP PUPPY MILL had to be callous and b rutal. 
No PMW could have a kind heart.  

About fifty yards to the right of my mother was a s kinny, 
overall-wearing, PMW. He was bitching out a 'bitch'  for not 
performing. Although my mother couldn't see either of the two, 
she could hear the conversation. Humping operations  were 
conducted away from the general population.  

Bitches in heat are supposed to 'perform' in order to 
produce more puppies. This bitch was in heat, but w ould flop 
over every time the well-built Rottweiler tried to mount her. 
From what my mother could hear, the Rottweiler was sick in the 
head. No wonder, she kept flopping over every time he tried to 
mount her.  

Honestly, a small part of my mother held onto the b elief 
that there was PMW. For CAMP PUPPY MILL, she was de ad wrong.  

The PMW carrying my mother's cage smelled like a se wer. He 
had patches of smeared feces, urine stains, blood s pots, and dry 
sweat, and other creepy stuff, on his clothing.  

My mother was promptly taken to Section C. Each sec tion 
contained two or more sheds Although CAMP PUPPY MIL L was a mess, 
categorization was efficient.  

The 'customer' could order whatever he/she wanted. So long 
as he paid in cash, in full. The customer almost al ways got what 
he/she asked for.  

The journey to Section C seemed like it took foreve r. 
Seeing those suffering animals on the way was sadde ning. It was 
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there and then that my mother awakened to her fate.  She realized 
that she was one of them. She was a creature worthy  of no 
respect, whatsoever.  

Hollywood couldn't have made a better horror movie.  In 
fact, I've been wondering why Hollywood hasn't made  a good movie 
about puppy mills. Keep the PMWs as they are. No ma keup, 
disguises, or changes in behavior, are necessary.  

Most of the cages in the sheds were stacked row upo n row, 
and in linear form. There wasn't a smile to be seen . Dogs and 
cats on the lower-level cages had to beware. If any  dog or cat 
on a higher level were to defecate, urinate, bleed,  or vomit, it 
was bombs away. The unlucky targets were like chick ens in 
poultry sheds.  

Section C housed 'the living dead'. It contained tw enty 
five dogs and three cats, none fully alive, and non e truly dead. 
As expected, there wasn’t a happy face in sight.  

Initially, my mother cried her brains out, not only  for the 
other animals, but also for herself. The reality of  her 
predicament hit her like a ton-of-bricks. Camp Pupp y Mill was a 
Fort Knox. There was no chance of escape in sight, except death 
or purchase. Purchase by whom? That's another probl em, 
altogether.  

In her naivety, my mother assumed that the PMW carr ying her 
cage would feel a bit sorry for her. In reality, no  empathy was 
given to her. All she got was a snarl and a subtle threat.  

Shockingly, the PMW dropped my mother's cage then r eached 
over to the shed wall and .grabbed a night stick. S he goaded my 
mother in her side. It hurt badly. Unfortunately, t here was 
nobody to protect my mother.  

The goading was a preemptive strike. Its purpose wa s to 
ensure that no future misbehavior would occur.  

We 'animals' can feel physical pain, and mental ang uish. 
Every single dog and cat who's ever lived in a filt hy puppy mill 
has suffered immensely. We're not zombies!  

Furthermore, animals can detect physical and mental  cues 
from other beings more proficiently than humans can .  

Cats and dogs do cry, too. Although their crying of ten 
sounds like pouting, yelping, or meowing, it's not.  I'm not 
saying that every time a dog pouts or a cat meows h e/she is 
crying. Some humans think they can understand anima ls' physical 
and mental cues. Humans sometimes interpret animal responses and 
behaviors in a way that benefits their own kind. Ne ver mind the 
animals' benefit.  

Sometimes, animals want to speak in their own 'ling o'. Why 
not? It's their natural right to do so.  

Now back to the puppy mill story. Purebreds, or ful l-
breeds, are worth a lot more money than mongrels. G erman 
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shepherd dogs are respected by breeders and fancier s, the world 
over. Not to mention, your everyday 'Citizen Joe'.  

German shepherd dogs are perhaps the best 'well-rou nded' 
dogs. Well, by feline standards, that is. German sh epherds have 
been used by humans for fighting, guarding, chasing , breeding, 
sniffing, showmanship, companionship, wars, and ste eplechase 
races. 

Unfortunately, physical ailments may occur in Germa n 
shepherds' hindquarters. Just take a good look at t heir sloping 
backs.  

Dog breeders want a certain look, and behavior patt ern, for 
each breed. Never mind the ill effects on the dogs!  Even cats 
can see the gross deformities in certain purebreds.  Inbreeding, 
line breeding, and out breading, all for the benefi t of humans. 
If done naturally, out breeding is not harmful to d ogs. 

However, it may not be right for a human to pick an d choose 
which dog mates with which. I hope that my feline a ncestors 
don't end up as varied and creepy as some dog speci es are. 
Humans have played with the natural order of things  long enough. 
Just leave us alone!!!  

The turning point came when my mother was tossed in to her 
special, dilapidated cage. Cats know that locked ca ges are 
almost impossible to get out of. We're not as talen ted at 
picking locks as orangutans are. For a brief moment , my mother 
wished that she was an orangutan.  

The floor of my mother's cage and the ground beneat h it 
were engulfed in gooey stuff. My mother scented sem en and 
vaginal fluid in the shed.  

As if things weren't bad enough. As my mother was p ondering 
about her pathetic predicament, a young PMW taped a  squared 
piece of cardboard in front of her cage. The PMW pu lled back the 
cardboard piece then flashed it in front of my moth er's face: 
DETAINEE # 33456-A, Section C, Shed 2.  

My mother was so shocked she actually stopped breat hing for 
a few seconds. She couldn't believe her eyes! Where  was the 
President of the United States? Where was the Gover nor of 
Missouri? Where was the mayor of the nearest town? What the 
hell?!  

The PMW behaved as though my mother was an article of 
furniture. After finishing her job, she turned then  walked away. 
As soon as she got to the shed door, she spat some chewing 
tobacco juice out of her ugly mouth. No wonder, she  had bad 
breath.  

A Dachshund bitch a few cages down begged for some water. 
That was a fatal error.  

As soon as the poor Dachshund had uttered her last word, 
the PMW walked back to within a few inches of her c age then 
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grinned. After grinning, she spat a large wad of to bacco juice 
into the eye of the Dachshund's eye. Instantly, the  Dachshund 
yelped.  

The PMW laughed her brains out, then turned around and left 
our shed. The other animals in the shed weren't sur prised by her 
behavior. In fact, their expressions appeared bland . Like, 
they'd seen this happen a bazillion times before.  

Where did these 'humans' come from; another planet?  My 
mother wondered. 
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A short while later, one of the animals, a Beagle, puked 

his brains out. Afterwards, he tried to yelp, but c ouldn't. He 
didn't have the strength to make a sound.  

A short while later the Beagle urinated, then poope d. Both 
substances splashed onto the Beagle's hind legs. Th is further 
aggravated the preexisting burns located in the sam e spot. In 
addition, the Beagle had a large sore near his righ t eye.  

His worst problem was a festering wound; a terrifyi ng gash 
on his skin caused by scraping a 'splintered' cage bar. Sadly, 
the Administrator of Camp Puppy Mill wasn't going t o call a 
veterinarian for this festering problem. As far as he was 
concerned, it would cost too much money. Besides, i t was the 
Beagle's pain, not his own.  

You see, the resident veterinarian's duties were li mited to 
supervision of breeding, and quick repair before th e sale.  

My mother tried to comfort the Beagle by opening up  a 
conversation.  

"Hello, what's your name?" my mother asked.  
"Who are you? Why are you trying to hurt me?! I hav en't 

done anything to you, or anyone else! Please, don't  hurt me! I 
can't take any more pain in my life!" exclaimed the  Beagle.  
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"I'm not trying to hurt you, really. I was bamboozl ed into 
this hell-hole a short while ago. I just want to he ar your 
story. Please, don't be afraid of me. Can't you see : I'm a 
freaking cat! It's not like I have the strength to bend my cage 
bars, then leap out and strangle you.  

Please, let's try to eat the slop splattered on our  bowls, 
first. At least, we'll some food in our stomachs," said my 
mother.  

The slop was a mixture of low-budget animal byprodu cts, 
vegetable waste, and perhaps, rendered meat. In cas e you don't 
know, rendered meat is produced from dead animals. Specifically, 
from the animals who'd died in the puppy mill. This  is 'forced 
cannibalism'!  

A couple of PMW's came by with some more slop. Norm ally, 
servings were only enough to keep the animal alive.  Apparently, 
the animals in Section B went on a temporary hunger  strike. 
Therefore, the animals in Section C ate their comra des' share. 
Indeed, the Administrator was a cold person.  

When the PMW's entered our shed, the animals looked  the 
other way, in disgust. They didn't want to have any thing to do 
with that slop. I can't blame them.  

The PMW's didn't appreciate the way the animals res ponded 
to their kind gesture. One PMW proceeded to toss th e slop at the 
animals. The other PMW thought it was entertaining.  So, he 
joined in the 'fun'.  

After the PMWs had enough of tormenting the animals  in the 
shed, they promptly left. This I must say was to th e 
satisfaction of the animals therein. 

Afterwards, my mother took a long look at the Beagl e, 
hinting that she wanted to hear 'his story'. She go t what she 
wanted.  

"My name is Timmy Holden. I was born and raised in Marshal, 
Missouri. I was previously owned by Rodney and Jenn ifer Dorsey. 

The Dorseys were an elderly couple. They treated me  like 
one of their own. In fact, they often went out of t heir way to 
please me.  

In their youth, the Dorseys were social workers. Th ey were 
very kind to me. Jennifer was a wonderful woman who  had the 
attitude of a well-educated/behaved woman. In her g olden years, 
she also did part-time volunteer work at the Marsha l Public 
Library. 

For example, every Saturday morning she read storie s to 
children. In addition, she'd spend extra time with special needs 
children. It took a diligent effort, but, Jennifer was all for 
it. No cat or dog could've wished for better owners .  

I was under the Dorseys' care for three whole years . They'd 
built a special 'doggy palace' for me. Although the  Dorseys 
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loved me, they didn't want any dogs in their home. It worked for 
the better. My palace was spacious, and had good ve ntilation. It 
was cleaned on a daily basis. Food and water were p rovided for 
me twice a day, but more often, if I pouted. 

On Fridays, the Dorseys would prepare a special ste ak 
dinner for me. I appreciated that. Compared to othe r cats and 
dogs, I was living in a dream world. Above all else , the doggy 
palace was mine.  

Whenever the Dorseys walked me through the neighbor hood, I 
saw other dogs and cats. Some of the dogs were goin g mad. These 
were the chained dogs. They were usually chained to  a tree; 
others were chained to other fixed objects. For the m, there was 
neither escape, nor relief.  

The Marshal Police force couldn't have cared less a bout the 
countless chained dogs in their city. Unfortunately , the 
chaining of dogs for sustained periods of time is q uite common. 
Hardly anyone calls '911' for this matter. Actually , it has to 
be made illegal first. Otherwise, the call will be to no avail.  

Kitty, just thinking about the Dorseys' home brings  tears 
to my eyes. I never imagined being an inmate in a g ruesome puppy 
mill. That was the furthest thing from my mind. I'd  heard 
stories about dogs and cats being snatched from the ir rightful 
owners. Sometimes this was done right underneath th eir owners' 
noses. I figured that kind of thing only happened i n big 
cities."  

"Give me 'specifics' about your life. You seem like  a nice 
'doggy'. Please, continue your story," my mother re quested.  

"Kitty, on a sweltering August morning, the Dorseys  walked 
me through the neighborhood. About twenty minutes i nto our walk, 
I became apprehensive and anxious. We were approach ing something 
strange.  

Cleveland Boulevard was clean, quiet, and relativel y safe, 
year-round. However, as we continued our walk my pu lse raced. I 
didn't understand what was happening to me. Jennife r tried to 
calm me down, smiling at me with much love in her h eart," said 
Timmy.  

My mother interrupted Timmy then apologized. She di dn't 
want Timmy to keep calling her Kitty. That wasn't h er name.  

"My name is Mandy Wilson. Like you, I once lived in  an 
uppity home. I was literally an uppity cat. I guess  we're in the 
same boat. Hopefully, we'll be purchased by a lovin g human," 
said my mother.  

"I'm really sorry you ended up in this pathetic man ure pit. 
I'll continue my story, so you don't fall asleep on  me," said 
Timmy.  

As we approached what felt like 'death', the Dorsey s picked 
up the scent of rotting flesh. I was sure that this  death was 
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emanating from a human. Rotting human flesh is perh aps the 
‘smelliest’ of all species.  

As soon as we crossed into Portman Street, the cada ver was 
within spitting distance of us. I noticed that the cadaver had 
several bullet holes in its chest. Excuse me, in HI S chest. I 
shouldn't refer to him as an 'it'. He had a boxer's  nose, 
cauliflower ears, rough hands, and hamburger eyes. Indeed, even 
in death, this cadaver was a tough-looking characte r.  

My first impression was that it was a gang-related killing. 
I scanned the area, looking for suspicious-looking characters. 
Thankfully, there were none around. If his killers were around, 
they would've shot us dead. As far as they were con cerned, we 
were witnesses.  

Jennifer shrieked in terror. After recovering, she pulled 
out her cell phone then called the police. The Dors eys couldn't 
have cared less, if the dead man had been a pillar of the 
community, or a creepy criminal. They were outstand ing citizens 
of the community. To them, every human was worthy o f respect.  

“Please, send someone to 4356 Portman Street. There 's a 
dead man on the sidewalk!” exclaimed Jennifer.  

After Jennifer finished talking to the police dispa tcher, 
she turned off her cell phone then put it inside he r pocket.  

Tears streamed down her cheeks. Rodney hardly shed a tear. 
He was better at holding back his emotions.  

While waiting for the police to arrive, two men ins ide a 
dark Toyota pickup drove by the scene four times. O n the fifth 
pass, I stared them down. That was the last time we  saw them. I 
think they were the thugs who gunned-down the victi m. For some 
reason, when I saw them, all the fear and apprehens ion inside of 
me disappeared.  

Shortly afterwards, two police cars, along with an 
ambulance, arrived at the scene. Apparently, the di spatcher 
conveyed the wrong message to the police. The param edics were 
behaving as though they were in a hurry to save a d ying man. Not 
so. He was as dead as a 'corpse'.  

Three police officers and two paramedics quickly ex ited 
their vehicles. Then, they rushed to the cadaver. A s soon as 
they realized that the man was dead, they slowed th eir movements 
to a tortoise pace.  

A young, handsome paramedic, made the official 
pronouncement of the man's death. As soon as he beg an to speak 
to the police officers, three more patrol cars arri ved at the 
scene. Two of them were marked, while the third was n't.  

This time, a man in a suit, along with three 'unifo rms', 
exited their vehicles. Apparently, this 'cadaver' h ad been a big 
time criminal when he was alive. No wonder, he was so damned 
ugly.  
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The officers questioned us about what we saw. After wards, 
we were told to wait at the other side of the stree t.  

The police sealed off the area. We waited for rough ly 
fifteen minutes before an Officer Hayes jotted down  our names, 
addresses, phone numbers, and other important infor mation.  

Officer Hayes was cordial, understanding, and got t o the 
point. He assured us that everything would be done to apprehend 
the murderer/s.  

Officer Hayes asked us not to 'blabber' this story to our 
neighbors and friends. In effect, we had to close o ur traps.  

Officer Hayes offered to give us a ride home. We de clined. 
Afterwards, he thanked us 'diligently' for calling the police 
immediately after we saw the dead man.  

Sadly, Officer Hayes was also frustrated because he  knew 
that other people had passed by the dead man. A cur sory 
investigation had determined that the man had been dead for 
several hours.  

The first pedestrians who saw the dead man scrammed , really 
fast. There's your good citizenry.  

Mandy, when the Dorseys and I were leaving the crim e scene, 
Officer Hayes yelled out to us.  

“Hey, wait a minute! I forgot to tell you something  
important! Please, come here!” said Office Hayes.  

“The Dorseys and I approached Officer Hayes then cr opped 
our ears.  

Officer Hayes lowered his voice to a whisper,” said  Timmy.  
“For the following week or two, if you see any stra nger/s 

lurking near your home, call the police, immediatel y! It's 
possible that the killer/s saw you. You guys may be  perceived as 
hostile witnesses,” said Officer Hayes.  

We thanked Officer Hayes then walked away. But, not  before 
I received a harsh reprimand from Rodney.  

“Mandy, next time, DON'T stare down potential kille rs! 
DON'T do it again,” said Jennifer.  

I was aware that we had to keep a lookout for all 
suspicious pedestrians and drivers. Cell phones sho uld be within 
arms' reach at all times.  

We walked back home, then crashed out for many hour s. We 
were exhausted from the ordeal. Not to mention, a b it 
apprehensive.  

Incredibly, six whole months passed without inciden t. It 
looked like the murderer/s had gotten away with the ir crime.  

At the ten month mark, we stopped expecting a call from the 
police. As far as we were concerned, the case was c losed.  

Months later, on a cool September morning, Jennifer  
awakened from her nap by sharp back pain. She moane d and groaned 
for several minutes, until the pain subsided.  
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Afterwards, Jennifer went to the restroom. She wash ed her 
hands and face with soap and water, dried up, then went to the 
kitchen.  

Jennifer opened a can of dog food then poured the c ontents 
into a clean bowl. After making sure that the can w as empty, she 
tossed it into the waste basket.  

Jennifer carried the bowl out into the yard then pr oceeded 
to walk to my castle. As soon I took notice of her,  I developed 
gigantic wads of saliva. Each wad was dangling from  my mouth. I 
was famished.  

In fact, I was in a deep sleep until the scent of m eat shot 
up into my nostrils. Once awake, I couldn't go back  to sleep.  

Jennifer waved the bowl of dog food in front of my face, 
left to right. She was kind of teasing me. If it we re another 
dog, Jennifer would've been bit. Not me. I loved Je nnifer.  

I gobbled my food, relentlessly. Beef and gravy has  always 
been my favorite. In fact, most dogs love beef and gravy. I 
never met a dog who didn't like this mix.  

I noticed a peculiar weakness in Jennifer. She winc ed as 
soon as she bent over. I felt guilty after gobbling  my food. Why 
didn't I ask Jennifer how she was doing? I later wo ndered.  

Mandy, many species of animals sense when another a nimal or 
human is sick. This ability has existed in the anim al kingdom 
for eons upon eons.  

Mandy, your predatory ancestors targeted the weak, sickly, 
old, and vulnerable prey animals. Predators are esp ecially good 
at detecting weakness and sickness. Mind you, I'm n ot saying 
that we can sense every single ailment and disease afflicting an 
animal or human. But, we can do a pretty darn good job.  

Mandy, aside from dogs, cats are my favorite specie s. I'm 
one of those dogs that can't live without the prese nce of a cat, 
or two. It would be a dull world if there were no c ats around.  

Although Jennifer appeared a bit weak, she and Rodn ey still 
found time to take walk me at least once a day. For  the time 
being, things were too good to be true. I mean, it was only a 
matter of time before Jennifer wouldn't be able to function 
properly. I was bracing myself for that dreaded day .  

It happened on a cool Wednesday morning in the mont h of 
January. The Dorseys left home early. Something see med odd about 
their behavior. They were hiding something from me.  

Rodney drove his car around the block then parked i t in a 
secret spot. Fortunately for me, I knew where the s ecret spot 
was.  

I could hear Jennifer crying her brains out. Rodney  was 
trying to perk her up with a good talk. His effort was futile. 
From what I could determine, Jennifer had an incred ibly serious 
ailment. Which ailment? I certainly didn't know.  
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The Dorseys returned home the next day at 8:30 A.M.  Rodney 
parked his car in the garage. I could sense that so mething was 
terribly wrong.  

As soon as Rodney turned off the ignition, he leane d over 
towards his wife then kissed her on the cheek. That  was strange, 
considering he'd never done this in public before. So, I decided 
to tune-into their conversation. I wasn't spying on  them. I was 
concerned about Jennifer.  

After the Dorseys exited their car, Rodney scanned the 
area, in order to make sure the coast was clear. He  gently took 
his wife's hand then kissed it, with extreme emotio n. Tears 
streamed down his cheeks. He looked deep into Jenni fer's eyes 
then told her that he'd stand by her, regardless. H e also told 
her that a diagnosis of bone cancer wasn't the end of the world.  
Jennifer put on a forced smile then told Rodney tha t she was 
married to the best man in the whole world.  

While the Dorseys were walking to their house, I no ticed 
that Jennifer's health had worsened considerably. S he was barely 
able to walk. Also, she was pale and haggard; using  a cane.  

I was terrified. Bone cancer's a very serious probl em! 
Prognosis: perhaps three years, give or take some.  

After the Dorseys entered their house, I cried my b rains 
out. I'd heard about dogs who'd endured their final  days with 
bone cancer. I figured being a human wouldn't place  you in a 
'luckier state'.  

As the months passed, Jennifer continued her downwa rd 
spiral; slowly, but surely. Her visits to the hospi tal became 
more and more frequent. She lost weight and became sickly pale 
in appearance. She was no longer able to place a bo wl of food in 
front of my paws. It was now Rodney's job to do tha t. Although 
he was a swell guy, Jennifer was the best feeder. N obody could 
ever cheer me up like she could.  

I figured that Jennifer had a short time to live. S he 
appeared to be close to the stage of non-return. I didn't know 
what would become of me after her death.  
Rodney and I were also adversely affected by Jennif er's illness. 
He and I became depressed, anxious, and lost weight . Ironically, 
we also became much better friends. He and I often talked about 
the good old days, as though there were no more to come. It was 
the sad truth. 
     After many months of unending deterioration, J ennifer was 
finally taken to the General Hospital Emergency Roo m. I must 
emphasize that she was taken by ambulance. I figure d she'd never 
return.  

It happened like a sudden jolt. While napping, I wa s 
startled by the sound of an ambulance siren. 
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Even though the ambulance was getting closer and cl oser, I 
assumed the ambulance was heading to another reside nce in the 
vicinity. Unfortunately, the ambulance ended up pul ling into the 
Dorsey's driveway. Two paramedics quickly exited th e ambulance, 
got their gear then ran to the Dorsey's front door.  

Because Rodney was waiting behind the door, he let them in, 
without delay. I knew it was serious because both p aramedics had 
that look on their faces.  

Instantly, I became anxious; unable to relax or thi nk about 
anything or anyone, except for Jennifer. Fifteen mi nutes later, 
they were off to the emergency room.  

Jennifer was unconscious, and Rodney had teary eyes . As 
they were walking to the ambulance, one of the para medics saw me 
through the corner of his eye. With that, he turned  his head to 
face me. Then, he gave me a thumbs-down. At least h e was honest.  

The same paramedic turned back then spoke to Mr. Do rsey.  
“Mr. Dorsey, I've got two lovely cats at home. It's  nice 

having 'non-human' companions around. It's a fine a nd 
interesting addition. Sometimes, I get all fed-up a nd tired with 
the problems of life. Just take a look at my job. A lthough I 
love it, the stress factor's mind-boggling,” said t he paramedic.  

I looked straight into the paramedic's eyes. Not in  a show 
of aggression, or a challenge, but in friendship. H e turned to 
face me then did likewise. For a brief moment, he a nd I were 
united.  

It took me seven whole hours to regain my appetite.  I was 
able to eat the beef and gravy sitting in my bowl. 

Although I was famished I had a hard time eating. M y 
beloved Jennifer was dying.  

For the next several days, Jennifer lay in an emerg ency 
room bed at the General Hospital's ICU. Rodney and I were going 
nuts.  

It was on the ninth day that I received another sho cker. 
Rodney had returned home a 10:05 P.M. While walking  to his 
house, Rodney gave me a long stare. Then, I saw a t ear dribble 
down his right cheek. It wasn't caused by eye irrit ation. It was 
a genuine 'cry-baby-tear'.  

After Rodney wiped his cheek he informed me that 'o ur love' 
was dying. 

I'd never seen Rodney so pale and 'sickly-looking'.  It 
appeared as though he'd been crying for some time. His eyes were 
more bloodshot than Count Dracula's.  

Thereafter, Rodney visited Jennifer every single da y. A 
week later, it happened. This time Rodney returned from the 
General Hospital at 2:15 A.M. He appeared very hagg ard. He 
staggered to my dog palace then fell onto the groun d.  
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For the next minute or two, I was thrown into a sta te of 
utter shock. I nudged Rodney's head several times. Luckily, it 
worked. Rodney came to, then got up and looked arou nd.  

Rodney appeared apprehensive. It was like he wanted  to do 
something, but was too shy to do it. What was it? I  wondered.  

Unable to control his emotions, Rodney wept like a little 
child. It became apparent to me that Jennifer was e ither on the 
verge of dying, or had already died. Both case scen arios would 
cause Rodney to weep like a child.  

“Timmy, I've got some really bad news for you. I do n't know 
how to lead into it, so, I'll be blunt. Jennifer di ed an hour 
ago. The doctors and nurses in the ICU did their be st to help 
her. They went beyond the call of duty. So much so,  that I plan 
to give them a generous donation after my beloved J ennifer is 
buried.  

ICU staff workers around the world are true heroes.  In 
addition to being in a medically-stressful environm ent, they 
have to deal with the presence of urine, fecal matt er, vomit, 
blood, sweat, stench, and many sad outcomes. 

The worst case scenario is death. Mind you, many pa tients 
walk out of the ICU and make a full recovery. THANK  GOD FOR 
THAT!  

There's hardly anyone around to thank the ICU staff . Truly, 
they are underpaid and overworked,” said Rodney.  

It was a sad morning, indeed. Rodney and I fell int o a deep 
depression. Animals can really become attached to t heir human 
owners. I've heard stories about animals refusing t o eat after 
their owner has died. It's quite understandable, co nsidering the 
level of love between some humans and some animals.  I use the 
word 'some' because not all of us are 'interspecies  friendly'.  

After mourning for two months, Rodney joined The Se niors' 
Mourning Club (SMC). A local organization that was formed to 
help seniors go through their mourning process, and  to support 
them for the rest of their lives.  

Rodney made a dozen or so friends at the SMC meetin gs. 
Within a month, four SMC members made bi-weekly vis its to 
Rodney's home; Mondays and Wednesdays.  

Things were fine for a while. I truly believed that  out of 
this tragedy, something good would happen. Specific ally, closer 
ties between Rodney and me. I really thought we wer e going to 
become buddies. Boy was I dead wrong. The bad news hit me like a 
ton of bricks.  

On a cloudy Wednesday afternoon, in the month of Ap ril, 
Rodney approached my dog palace with extreme appreh ension. As 
soon as he got to within a foot of me, he paused fo r a moment. 
It was like he'd rehearsed his words many times ove r.  
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Sensing bad news in the air, I became very anxious.  My 
breathing became labored and very shallow. I began to tremble. I 
almost foamed at the mouth.  

Rodney informed me that he was moving to the Yates Seniors' 
Home (YSH), five hundred and fifty miles north of t own.  

Rodney had found a buyer for his house. In other wo rds, I 
was being dumped. Where to? I had no idea. After al l the 
faithful years I put with that man. The nerve of hi m!  

Alarm bells rang in my ears. Where would I sleep, e at, 
drink, and play? Was I going to be sent to an anima l hoarder, 
shelter, or biomedical lab?  

Assuming that I was going to be 'tossed' in a few d ays, I 
decided to prepare myself in advance.  

Shockingly, I was given away 'to a good home', a fe w hours 
later. I had no time to escape, or do anything, for  that matter.  

Humans who intend to sell their companion animals s hould 
never advertise in this manner: FREE TO A GOOD HOME . Often 
times, animal abusers or individuals who want to ma ke big bucks 
off 'doggies' or 'catties', answer this kind of adv ertisement.  

During the interview, they put on an act. They beha ve 
themselves. Don't be fooled. They've never had thos e good 
qualities. Indeed, this is their deceitful facade.  

Well, Rodney fell for it. I found out later that th e couple 
who answered his ad claimed that 'I' was to be a bi rthday 
present for their little girl. In reality, they did n't have a 
little girl. They were low-level bunchers, sent to do a job.  

I don't really have any anger towards Rodney. He wa s a 
sick, elderly man. His faculties were dissolving. A t the time, I 
suspected that he was in the early stages of Alzhei mer's 
disease.  

Instantly, I ended up in the custody of David and G loria 
Granger. I got bad jibes from them. They must've sm iled at 
Rodney throughout their conversation, hiding the wi ckedness in 
their hearts. In the end, it was a fatal error for me.  

As soon as Rodney handed me over to the Grangers, h e looked 
at me with his teary eyes, then turned around and w alked back to 
his house. That was the last time I ever laid eyes on him.  

The Grangers quickly hauled me into the back of the ir blue 
van then drove straight to a hell-hole. A terrible puppy mill, 
that is.  

As soon as we entered the puppy mill, a tall, husky , mean-
looking man, waved us over to this shed.  

The Grangers exited their blue van then ran to the man. I 
was dragged, tooth-and-nail. To intensify my pain a nd 
discomfort, the Grangers had placed a choke collar around my 
neck.  
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The Grangers sold me to the mean-looking man. It me ant that 
I was now in his custody. I kept my eye on the Gran gers as they 
walked away. I was trying to figure out what was ha ppening.  

To my horror, they walked into the snack bar, not g iving a 
damn about me. Now, I absolutely knew that somethin g terrible 
was going to happen. How could any human/s compare with the 
Dorseys? They were the kindest dog owners in the wh ole world. I 
began to weep. I just wanted to be sent back to Rod ney. Was I 
wanting too much?  

Mandy, I've been in this terrible hell-hole for so long; I 
hardly know what century it is. My official occupat ion is 
'designated stud'.  

Mandy, if these creeps could mate a dog with a cat,  you and 
I would now be doing just that. Thankfully, there's  no such 
thing as interspecies mating.  

They've hooked me up with 'heated bitches'. Mandy, if you 
were a stud, you'd understand that a heated bitch i s 
irresistible. I've mounted so many bitches I need a  calculator 
to figure out the actual number. I've probably got droves of 
dogs who can claim to be of 'Timmy's progeny'.  

Don't get me wrong. I must perform, or else. Once, I saw a 
former racing Greyhound stud being beaten merciless ly for not 
performing. He had open sores and slashes throughou t his body. 
No wonder, he couldn't perform.  

On a chilly Tuesday morning, in the month of Februa ry, the 
administrator of Camp Puppy Mill came by to take a look at the 
Greyhound stud. After being briefed by the PMWs, he  ordered them 
to sell 'the creature' to a biomedical lab. As soon  as one of 
his PMWs informed him that the Greyhound was an all -round-
reject, the administrator ordered that the Greyhoun d be taken 
out into the forest and shot. Of the three PMWs the re, two of 
them grinned. The Administrator 'guffawed'. 

They thought it was going to be fun to 'take- out' an 
innocent dog. Yes, an innocent dog. By the way, the  Greyhound's 
name was Brendan.  

In his prime, Brendan was a professional racing dog . He 
raked in tons of money for his owner. Because of th e brutal life 
Brendan was forced to live, within eighteen months,  he developed 
severe bone fractures and ligament tears. Not to me ntion a 
terrible ulcer. Naturally, his owner dumped him int o the hands 
of a thug; anything for a quick buck.  

Tens of thousands of Greyhound racing dogs around t he world 
are killed when they're young. These are the 'rejec ts'; unable 
to make the grade. Those who do make the grade are forced to 
endure immense pain and suffering in the terrible G reyhound 
racing industry. 
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I don't know which is worse, being killed outright,  or 
living a terrible life?  

Mandy, I'm sorry to have dumped my sad story on you . You 
seem like a very nice cat. I think you'll be adopte d soon," said 
Timmy.  

Suddenly, two PMWs entered our shed. They proceeded  to open 
the cages then placed warm water in each of the bow ls.  

Both PMWs had cruel faces. No wonder, I smelled hum an flesh 
while Timmy was conveying his story. The PMWs were behind the 
shed door, listening in.  

When they arrived at my cage, I tried to back away,  but 
couldn't. I mean, there's only so much I could've d one in a tiny 
cage. A human can easily reach into any corner of o ur cages.  

"I don't give a stinking-crap what you animals feel  like. 
I'm here to make a quick buck; tax free of course. Furthermore, 
I truly enjoy seeing you creatures in suffer. I rea lly get off 
on it!" shouted one of the PMWs.  

Mandy, only after one week of incarceration, the 's nap' in 
my physical and mental strength began to disappear.  The lack of 
fresh air, exercise, nutrition, rest, proper shelte r, and love, 
took its toll on me. The filthiness of the environm ent and the 
numerous diseases in the air didn't make matters an y better.  

My nights at Camp Puppy Mill were engulfed in the s hrieks 
of pain and sadness that were emanating from the ot her animals.  

Mandy, it was like we were doing hard time. Camp Pu ppy Mill 
was worse than Leavenworth Penitentiary. 

What the hell did we do! Really, not one single dog  or cat 
in this stinking puppy mill has committed a crime. Animals that 
have a habit of attacking humans end up on death ro w; not in 
puppy mills. We're all innocent of any wrongdoing.  

As the weeks turned into months, I began to twitch every 
time a dog or a cat was goaded. Goading was perform ed as a 
disciplinary response, or just for the heck-of-it. Also, it 
provides a serious reminder to all the animals; you  are 
helpless.  

According to the Puppy Mill Administrator, misbehav ing 
involved any animal who made too much noise, tried to attack a 
PMW, or griped about his/her predicament. None of t he PMWs had 
the patience to listen to a complainant.  

Attempted escapes or physical attacks inflicted upo n a PMW 
resulted in the most severe punishment.  

A successful escape resulted in the loss of revenue . 
Furthermore, if an example isn't set for the other animals, more 
of them will try to escape. Indeed, every precautio n has been 
made to prevent an escape, and to capture an escape e. Of course, 
corporal punishment laid out for this action is per formed in 
front of the other animals," said Timmy.  
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"Timmy, has there ever been an escape attempt that was 
known throughout the puppy mill. I mean, like a her o?" my mother 
asked.  

“I must convey to you a sad and terrifying story. I t 
relates to a dog who dared to defy the rules. He wa s brave, 
courageous, and very kind. What happened to him is a constant 
reminder for the witnesses herein. Mandy, crop your  ears, and 
listen-up.  

On a very humid night in the month of August, a Ger man 
shepherd managed to get out of his cage. He quickly  exited the 
shed then ran to the perimeter fence. I'm certain t hat he was a 
newcomer. The punishment for an escape attempt wasn 't conveyed 
to him.  

After realizing his mistake, the German shepherd st opped 
barking. Unfortunately, one of the sell-outs (guard  dogs) had 
already heard his barking.  

As soon as the German shepherd reached the perimete r fence, 
he desperately searched for an opening, or some kin d of gap to 
squeeze through.  

Roughly 30 seconds later, two sellouts charged at t he 
escapee. They came out like wild bulls, charging a matador.  

At that moment, the German shepherd found a gap in the 
fence barely big enough to squeeze through. After s queezing his 
slim body through the gap, he ran straight to Gordo n Forest.  

The sellouts sustained their pursuit in earnest, un til the 
shift supervisor called them back. They obeyed his command, 
without delay. For a moment, the other animals thou ght that one 
of their brethren had escaped. Indeed, that would'v e been nice. 
Sadly, terrible news was just on the horizon.  

The animals in the cages were so anxious for their comrade 
to escape many of them defecated on the spot! They knew that if 
he were to be captured, the consequences would be h orrific; not 
only for their brethren but also for many of the ot her animals.  

To make the chase more effective, the Administrator  ordered 
the formation of two posses. Everyone involved in t he chase was 
armed. Only one weapon or tool per person from any one of the 
following: firearm, knife, whip, flashlight, whistl e, cell 
phone, baseball bat, and rope.  

Mandy, don't forget: some animals will sell us out in a 
second. Bribery can be a very powerful weapon.  

The Administrator was totally pissed off. In fact, everyone 
involved in the chase was pissed off. They wanted t o get their 
hands on the escapee.  

Mandy, the Administrator wanted to destroy our bret hren," 
said Timmy.  

“This is Mr. Administrator speaking! I'm taking thi s escape 
attempt ... personally! This 'mongrel-head' can't g et away! I 
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don't want any of you idiot-inmates to get any idea s, either. 
All available personnel will form into posses! We'l l hunt this 
bastard down then we'll punish him!  

Whoever captures the mongrel-head will receive five  hundred 
dollars in cash! No questions asked. As for the gua rd dogs, I've 
commanded them to resume their chase. Lets' go!”  

Mandy, all hell broke loose! There were 'sounds' an d 
'noises' coming from every direction. Meanwhile, th e barks of 
the sellouts became more terrifyingly vicious.  

A chubby PMW with an ugly wart on his nose entered our 
shack. He brightened the overhead lights then stare d down 
several of the animals. He too, got personal with u s,' said 
Timmy.  

“Too bad, we will catch your friend! Afterwards, we ’ll do 
him just fine! I can't wait until it happens! It wi ll be very 
entertaining.  

Camp Puppy Mill has no room for compassion towards any of 
its animals. Or, should I say, inmates? Creatures, this is a big 
business! Most people, including politicians, could n't care less 
about you. In fact, I know of one very powerful sta te politician 
who purchases his dogs from Camp Puppy Mill, said t he chubby 
PMW.” 

“Mandy, the animals in our shed knew that the chubb y PMW 
wanted something from us. We had a gut feeling abou t it,” said 
Timmy.  

"Come on just help us capture this mongrel-head! If  you 
lead us to his capture, you'll be out of this hell- hole in no 
time! Hell, you can become one of our guard dogs if  you want,” 
said the chubby PMW.  

“Mandy, not one single animal in our shed accepted the 
chubby PMW's offer. We were sickly, tired, depresse d, starving, 
dehydrated, and outright fed-up with the PMWs. The last thing we 
wanted to do was to help them.  

As the chase continued, it became evident that 'our  
comrade' was going be captured. This discovery was devastating 
to the animals in the puppy mill. So much so, it ca used 
widespread depression. In other words, many of the animals were 
totally 'bummed-out'.  

The PMWs and the sell-outs were tightening the noos e on the 
search area. It was a magnanimous hunt. The hunters  formed a 
large circle then slowly walked towards the nucleus . With the 
circle getting smaller and smaller, there was no po ssibility of 
escape. Even if our comrade could've flown, it woul dn't have 
lead to anything. The bullets fired from the rifles  of the armed 
PMWs would strike our comrade in mid-air, if need b e.  

When the dreaded moment came, we braced ourselves f or the 
worst. Our comrade was captured. It sounded like th ree sellouts 
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had gotten hold of him. They were tormenting our co mrade; taking 
'snippets' from various parts of his body.  

A short while later several more sell-outs arrived at the 
scene. Instead of protecting our comrade, they join ed in 'the 
fun'. It wasn't until several human members of the posse arrived 
that things really got gruesome.  

Our comrade was goaded, kicked, spat on, beaten wit h a 
night stick, and dragged around. Suddenly, there wa s quiet. As 
with previous escape attempts by other animals our comrade was 
muzzled by a PMW. Then, he was strapped onto a spec ial 
stretcher, to be taken back to Camp Puppy Mill.  

Our comrade lay on a stretcher, unable to move or r esist. 
He'd been disgraced and defeated. This tragedy was a 'morale 
sinker'.  

As soon as the PMWs entered the puppy mill, we felt  a 
sudden rush of horror run through our veins. Next w as ‘Mr. 
Administrator's’ short announcement, said Timmy.  

“Okay, PMWs and animals! We've captured the mongrel -head. 
Good news for all of us! Randy gets a handsome rewa rd for being 
the first 'dog' at the scene. Steve gets a reward f or being the 
first 'human' at the scene. As for my three special  guard dogs, 
Mickey, Butch, and Tony, you'll receive double-serv ings of food 
and cool bottled water for an entire month. 

Furthermore, I'll also give you another gift. This gift 
will be of your choosing; assuming that your reques t is 
reasonable.  

I want to congratulate the men and women who worked  
diligently, and tirelessly, to capture the mongrel- head. Next 
time, we shall be better prepared. With bigger spot lights and 
better communication equipment, no creature will ev en dream 
about escaping,' said the Administrator.  

“Mandy, our comrade our comrade was paraded through out the 
entire puppy mill. Not a single shed was forgotten.  Our comrade 
was seen by every human and animal in the puppy mil l.  

After parading our comrade, the PMWs got down to bu siness. 
Two burly PMW's untied our comrade. Afterwards, the y dropped him 
onto the ground. The Administrator was eying their every move. 
Apparently, he enjoyed seeing our comrade being dro pped to the 
ground. He laughed his brains out. He surely had a sickly sense 
of humor.  

Because the Administrator was seated in an 'announc er's 
booth', he could see what was happening to our comr ade. 
Furthermore, he had a microphone in his hand.  

After the Administrator finished his 'guffawing spe ll', he 
left the announcer's booth. A short while later, th e animals 
observed him approaching the scene.  
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As soon as the Administrator arrived at the scene, he 
snarled at our comrade then spat on him. Afterwards , he ordered 
all of the PMWs to come.  

The Administrator ordered an obese PMW to tie a noo se 
around our comrade's neck. We instinctively knew wh at was about 
to happen.  

Indeed, the Administrator wanted us to see the pain ful 
punishment for an attempted escape,” said Timmy.  

“Thank you, honey. Now, I can set an example for th e 
'creatures' in this facility!” shouted the Administ rator.  

The Administrator tightened the noose around our co mrade's 
neck. This caused our comrade to gasp for air; to n o avail. His 
oxygen supply was now seriously compromised.  

In an act of brazen brutality and sadism, the Admin istrator 
ordered the PMWs to ensure that every single animal  at the puppy 
mill had a good view of what was happening,” said T immy.  

“You guys and gals must bring every single cage in this 
entire freaking facility to the open space in front  of me. There 
will be a freaky show tonight. A real beauty, I mus t say!  

Place 'them' in circular form. I want every single creature 
in this facility to see the show!” shouted the Admi nistrator.  

“Mandy, it took an hour to get all of the cages in place. 
The show wasn't really a show. It was a stern warni ng to the 
other animals.  

What was to come was an act of utter monstrosity. I f our 
comrade had known, he wouldn’t have made an escape attempt.  

The Administrator roughly turned our hero onto his side 
then he pressed his right foot against the side of our comrade's 
head.  

To add insult to injury, the administrator laughed up a 
storm. Apparently, some people find acts of cruelty  against 
animals humorous.  

None of us could lift a paw, or a tooth, in our com rade's 
defense. In other words, we couldn't do anything.  

After thirty seconds of continuous bone-crushing-pr essure 
on our comrade's head, the Administrator removed hi s foot. It 
wasn't done out of mercy. The Administrator wanted to escalate 
the punishment.  

After snarling at the puppy mill animals, the Admin istrator 
untied the noose from our Comrade's neck," said Tim my.  

While Timmy was narrating his story to my mother, h is tears 
became more intense and 'faster-flowing'. He began to weep like 
a little child. My mother comforted him in the best  way she 
could. Given the circumstances, it wasn't enough.  

“Timmy, please don't cry. It's all over. Whatever h appened 
to your comrade is history. Cheer up! We'll be out of this 
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pathetic place, very soon. I'm certain that a nice family will 
adopt you,” said my mother.  

Timmy took a twenty minute break from his story. My  mother 
tried whatever was possible to comfort her new frie nd.  

"After the Administrator placed a 'special noose' a round 
our comrade's neck, he lifted him off the ground. O ur comrade 
tried to stand on his hind legs, but couldn't.  

Our comrade was gasping for air. Considering the no ose 
contained countless spikes on it, our comrade had n o chance of 
resisting. Nobody can imagine how terrible our comr ade's 
predicament was.  

The Administrator put on a gruesome show," said Tim my.  
“Hey! Guess what? This is the 'helicopter method'! It's 

used to 'toughen-up' creatures. Well, I'm not tryin g to toughen-
up this creature! I only want him to pay dearly for  trying to 
escape from 'my facility'.  

Furthermore, I want you-all to see the terrible 
consequences of an attempted escape. You creatures are money 
machines!” shouted the Administrator.  

"Our comrade's eyes bulged out. So much so, they lo oked 
like they were about to pop out of their sockets. A lso, his 
tongue tangled to the side, and drool began to drib ble and 
dangle from his mouth. He kind of looked like those  dogs in 
China that are being processed as food.  

Worse was to come. The Administrator, a very powerf ul man, 
bounced our comrade like a yo-yo. In addition, he m ade several 
360's, to ensure that all of the PMW's and animals could see 
what was happening.  

Mandy, I couldn't have imagined that such horror ex isted! 
The Administrator was a ruthless monster.  

When our comrade was on the verge of dying, the 
Administrator dropped him onto the ground. Then, he  ordered a 
PMW to until the special noose from our comrade's n eck. 

Afterwards, the PMW was ordered to return the noose  to the 
Administrator's office. Why? So it could be used ag ain, again, 
and again.  

The Administrator casually walked back to the staff  
building, as though he was returning home from a ba rbecue.  

I kept a close eye on the Administrator, looking fo r signs 
of remorse. Actually, right before he entered the s taff 
building, he waved a high-five to the PMWs looking at him. I 
guess he was flabbergasted by the big catch.  

Several PMWs proceeded to return most of the cages back to 
their respective places. They took their time. I gu ess they 
wanted us to sweat a little.  
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The PMWs were ordered to leave fifteen cages near o ur dying 
comrade. Unfortunately, I was in one of those cages . I was 
forced to see the sad truth of it all.  

We were horrified and saddened by the spectacle. Ea ch of us 
was trying to run an imaginary scenario in our head s. Trying to 
imagine what would happen if we were actually able to escape.  

Our comrade tried to get up and plead with the PMWs ; 
without any success.  

We cried for our beloved comrade, and also for ours elves. I 
became aware that we were residents of a bestial co ncentration 
camp. Bestial concentration camps are not human con centration 
camps. I must insist that animals and humans unders tand this. 

Furthermore, I don't like to compare one with the o ther. 
Let's leave it at that.  

Many of the animals in this hell-hole will eventual ly be 
sold. Sadly, a good percentage of them will never f orget their 
horrific ordeal. In essence, all of the puppy mill animals were 
lifers. The memory stays with you, always!  

The animals in the fifteen cages were given better food and 
water. In addition, our cages were cleaned daily. W e were 
stunned by the 'better treatment'.  

It took us three days to figure out what was happen ing. We 
were told point blank: eat-up, drink-up, and smile!  Or else, 
you'll taste a more bitter fate than the mongrel-he ad.  

Our comrade was going nuts. He was forced to see us  living 
in cleaned cages, and well-fed and hydrated. Our co mrade broke 
down,” said Timmy.  

“Please, help me! I need food, water, and medical 
attention, immediately! You can't be that cold and cruel. 
Please, I just want to live a normal life. I promis e that I'll 
never try to escape again. In fact, I'll be a model  inmate,' 
said our comrade.  

“Mandy, our comrade's 'pleadings' went unanswered. There 
seemed to be no such thing as mercy and love in tha t hell-hole. 
The only thing that received undivided attention an d respect was 
the almighty dollar.  

Our comrade died the following evening. The animals  in the 
puppy mill mourned for their beloved comrade. I kne w that one 
day I'd have to leave. Otherwise, I too, would go n uts!  

As we were weeping, five PMWs carrying ice water ap proached 
us. Then, they tossed all of the ice water on the l oudest 
weeper.  

The poor dog fell over onto her right side. She was  out 
cold for roughly an hour. A dead silence fell upon the animals. 
That's how horrified we were.  

The PMWs stared-down the fifteen animals placed nea r the 
scene. The 'stared-down-animals' lowered their head s then 
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defecated. No dog or cat dared challenge the PMWs. That was a 
given.  

Decomposition set in. Our comrade's body was beginn ing to 
rot and wither away. Flies, maggots, fleas, and wha tever else 
could have a free meal, appeared on our comrade. Ou r comrade, 
who was once a hero, became a free buffet for tiny creatures.  

A terrible stench began to emanate from our comrade 's 
carcass. Soon, it became a gagging stench. Indeed i t was 
smellier than a squirt from a skunk! 

The 'witnesses' couldn't walk away or ignore the st ench. 
Every single dog and cat in the area would be affec ted for life. 
Our scars would run very deep.  

These common atrocities are hidden from public view . Well, 
I hope someday the general public will become more aware of the 
happenings in many puppy mills. Thereafter, the pub lic can begin 
to apply pressure on public figures. This will get the job done.  

Our comrade's carcass was left to rot for several d ays. 
Then, it was hauled off to a special location. This  way, nobody 
on the outside would ever know. 

Apparently, the PMWs were ordered to take the black  garbage 
bag containing our comrade's carcass deep into the forest for 
burial. The large hole in the black bag would ensur e a 
continuous decomposition of the carcass. In effect,  the evidence 
would disappear.  

Mandy, as the weeks turned into months, my health b egan to 
deteriorate. The lack of sufficient food, water, ha ppiness, and 
anything good, were taking their toll on me.  

At one point, I assumed that death was just around the 
corner. I began to count the seconds, wishing that time would 
pass by at a faster rate. I wanted to die!  

Once, when I was counting the seconds and listening  to my 
stomach growl, a barrel-sized PMW entered our shed then he 
approached my cage. I was apprehensive about the pr ospect of a 
'GIANT MONSTER' getting too close to me. I really d idn't like 
it!  

The PMW didn't bother to remove me from my cage. He  carried 
my cage, with one arm then continued to walk away. For a moment, 
I thought about biting one of his fingers, then try ing to 
squeeze through the cage bars. Afterwards, I'd run like hell!  

After thinking about this option for a moment, I ca me to 
the conclusion that it wouldn't work. I wouldn't kn ow where to 
run to. Even if I had escaped, survival would've be en almost 
impossible.  

The next three days were a complete blank. I think that the 
PMWs did something horrible to me. Or, maybe, I saw  something 
horrible,' said Timmy.  
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                        MOMMY'S PREGNANT!  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
After she was returned to the breeding shed, my mot her did 

nothing for the next several weeks, but cry her bra ins out. Boy, 
did she want to return to that beautiful mansion th at she'd once 
lived in. Not to mention, the beautiful family that  she'd 
belonged to.  

“Mandy, we're going to show you your new husband. Y ou've 
got very good genes, tenacity, and cuteness. These are 
attributes that we need in our breeding facility.  

Some nitwit placed you in the wrong shed. You belon g in the 
PREMIUM BREEDERS' SHED! Special cats and dogs aren' t supposed to 
be placed inside this shed,' said a young PMW,” sai d a PMW.  

It was terrible. My mother couldn’t do anything! Sh e was 
helpless!  

After being taken to the special shed, my mother wa s placed 
inside a large cage. She understood very well that it was the 
end of her 'virgin life'. Thereafter, she’d be an ' induced 
harlot', of a sort.  

My mother understood that after the first mounting,  she'd 
have to grow up very fast. However, my mother had a  trick or two 
up her sleeve. For instance, she knew how to 'de-he at' herself. 
Would it be enough to turn off the stud? As was lat er to become 
apparent, she was dead wrong.  
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Day after day, it was the same ole' routine. My mot her's 
cat sisters were mounted by tom cats that had nothi ng on their 
mind but their own satisfaction. Thankfully, all of  them weren't 
that way. One Tom cat, named Jerry, didn't feel lik e appeasing 
his human captors.  

Jerry's decision was a fatal error. A PMW, along wi th Dr. 
Bracey, the new veterinarian, entered the special s hed, late in 
the evening. They quickly walked over to Jerry's ca ge.  

Afterwards, Dr. Bracey ordered a PMW to open Jerry' s cage, 
then to grab the 'nitwit' by the neck, with a stran gle hold.  

The PMW did as she was told. Jerry was tackled to t he 
ground using a terrible neck hold. Then, Dr. Bracey  injected 
Jerry with a very potent drug. Instantly, Jerry's b ehavior 
changed. He became euphoric. Shortly afterwards, an other PMW 
brought in a 'heated cat'. Immediately, Jerry ran t o the heated 
cat then began to mount her. He moved like a lion.  

My mother witnessed the entire episode. She now und erstood 
that resistance was useless. She had to accept what ever her 
captors threw at her. No questions asked.  

Breeding bitches are almost always overworked, ofte n 
beginning their work at a very young age. When they  can no 
longer 'function,' they may be sold to a biomedical  lab, 
chopped-up and given to the other inmates as food ( rendered 
meat), or taken out to the forest and shot.  

High class dog fanciers can afford to send frozen s perm 
samples to far-off areas. It's expensive, but effec tive. No 
mounting. Unfortunately, purebreds often have genet ic problems.  

The Administrator would've sold a puppy mill animal  to an 
alien from another galaxy; as long as the alien pai d for the 
animal.  

For the following week, my mother received increase d food 
rations. She suspected that her food was tainted wi th something. 
Furthermore, she was sick the whole week. Well, you  can't be 
happy living in a penitentiary. Can you?  

On the eighth day, the Administrator ordered that m y mother 
be mounted by a select Tom cat. She put up a very g ood fight. So 
good, the PMWs left her shed in astonishment.  

Unfortunately, it was too good to be true. After de fying 
the orders of the Administrator to perform, my moth er was 
deprived of food, water, and milk, for three whole days.  

On the third day, my mother began to drool without any let-
up. Even thinking about dirt made her hungry.  

At a calculated moment, a PMW entered the special s hed then 
placed a large bowl of milk inside her cage. My mot her was too 
famished to determine whether the milk was tainted or not.  

After she emptied the bowl's contents, a sudden fee ling of 
drowsiness hit her. A couple of minutes later, she felt weak, 
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and somewhat incoherent. That's when it happened. S everal PMWs 
rushed into the special shed; one of them was carry ing a Tom cat 
in his left hand.  

My mother had been drugged. No doubt, her captors h ad had 
experience with defiant kitties, like my mother.  

My mother never blamed herself for the mistake she' d made. 
She was in need of nourishment. You have to be in h er shoes to 
understand what she felt like.  

Before my mother realized what was happening, she f ound 
herself being mounted by one tom cat after another.  After the 
seventh one, she went blank. 

The train-style-mounting had a two-fold purpose: fi rst, to 
breed kitties; second, to punish my mother for bein g defiant.  

Unfortunately, there was yet another shocker. As th e days 
passed, my mother began to feel as though there was  a separate 
entity inside of her.  

It wasn't until weeks later that she'd realized wha t had 
happened. There were 'developing kitties' inside he r, waiting to 
be let-out. What kind of life were my mother’s kitt ies going to 
have?  

We kept growing and growing inside my mother. My mo ther's 
stomach distended until it could no longer expand. In fact, my 
mother's stomach was 'over-distended'. She'd been g iven powerful 
drugs to enhance her pregnancy.  

My mother reminded told me that as soon as we were born, 
Dr. Bracey examined us, with his wicked hands and c old 
instruments. She wanted to ensure the administrator  that the 
kitties were profitable. Her behavior was based on greed, not 
love.  

I was also told by my mother that only a week later , four 
of my siblings died. They were too young to be with out their 
mommy. You see, I was the only one left with my mom my. It seemed 
like my mother's problems were increasing, geometri cally.  

For some reason, I can't remember those terrible da ys. I 
don't even remember when I first opened my eyes. It ’s strange 
but true.  

My mother was intelligent enough to feel the evil e ngulfing 
Camp Puppy Mill. Kitties and puppies were being sna tched from 
their rightful mothers, too early. Never mind, thei r fathers. 

However, most of the fathers at Camp Puppy Mill eit her 
didn't give a damn about their progeny, or hardly c ared, but 
didn't want to show it. There were a few fathers wh o blew their 
stack. They didn't want 'their progeny' to be snatc hed away from 
their rightful mothers.  

As was the case throughout Camp Puppy Mill, not a s ingle 
animal dared an attempt at stopping the kitten/pupp y 
'snatchings'. They were so 'de-animalized', it was pitiful!  
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Meanwhile, my mother's mind and body began to crumb le. 
Sadly, my mother looked like a total wreck; even de veloping 
psychosomatic disorders. It was terrible! Her bones , muscles, 
internal organs, and head, were engulfed in pain.  

Then, on a cold, windy Friday morning, in the month  of 
January, the administrator, two PMWs, and Dr. Brace y, entered 
our shed. They scanned the area with their menacing  eyes then 
stared at me for a good thirty seconds.  

Strangely, they mistook me (Jody Wilson) for my mot her. 
Well, that mistake helped alter the entire course o f history; as 
you shall see later in my book.  

Sadly, I was removed from my mother's cage, clear o ut to a 
special shed for rejects. I never saw my mother aga in. I never 
forgot her.  
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  EXIT CAMP PUPPY MILL  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
"Hey, look at that sickly-looking cat! That bimbo's  been 

here far too long. We've already sold her kitties. We certainly 
can't get anything out of her, anymore! Let's try t o sell her to 
a biomedical lab, or to an animal fighting trainer.  

I'll wait until Monday morning before attempting to  sell 
her. We'll go at it for a week. If we can't sell th is bimbo, 
then we'll have to kill her. This is a place of bus iness, not a 
daycare center for dogs and cats!" shouted the admi nistrator.  

"Hey, boss ... can't we just toss her, like ... som ewhere 
deep inside the forest? I mean, like … nobody will miss her. 
Cats can survive in forests, can't they?" asked a P MW. 

"As long as the 'origin' of this cat isn't brought to the 
attention of the authorities, I don't give a crap w hat happens 
to her! If the police ever find out we're stealing companion 
animals from their rightful owners, we'll end up li ke these 
incarcerated creatures," replied the administrator.  

Under the present circumstances, escape was practic ally 
impossible. The place was built like a prison. We n eeded a 
'gigantic' change, or diversion.  

As our luck had it, that very evening, an incredibl y 
terrifying thunderstorm swept the area. It looked l ike Missouri 
was about to drown in its own rain!  



    

    

147 

 

The winds picked up, creating a series of terrifyin g 
whistling sounds. We heard branches, doors, and oth er objects 
being 'manhandled' by powerful winds. The animals w ere worried 
that the 'two-bit-walls' of the sheds would wobble then collapse 
on them.  

Our worst nightmare came true! The walls of one she d after 
another began to collapse. Many of the animals were  crushed to 
death. Unfortunately, only a few died instantly. Th e screams of 
pain and terror swept through the entire area. Beli eve me, it 
was our version of the Titanic!  

At least one PMW was injured. He'd broken an arm, a  leg, 
and his neck. I couldn't have cared less.  

"Listen- up, I don't want anyone out there to know how or 
where this man was injured! It's a matter of protec ting my 
'profitable enterprise'.  

Take Victor to the General hospital. Tell the nurse  on duty 
that you saw Mickey strewn across the street while you were 
driving away from the thunderstorm. Also, tell the nurse that 
there was a large branch beside him. It'll look lik e the branch 
fell on Mickey while he was walking on the shoulder  of the road.  

If you're questioned about the location of 'the inc ident', 
tell the nurse that visibility was poor.  

You can also tell the nurse that the rain was pokin g your 
eyes; compromising your vision problems," said the 
Administrator.  

The Administrator didn't care about anyone, but him self. 
Meanwhile, our shed's infrastructure was being comp romised. It 
looked like our shed was going to collapse; very so on. In 
addition, rain was 'creeping' into our shed.  

As if things couldn't have gotten any worse. A PMW closed 
our shed door then locked it. The puppy mill staff was worried 
about multiple escape attempts. They were bailing o ut on us.  

Miraculously, a bitch Collie managed to push her ca ge door 
open. Indeed, it was an incredible feat! The other animals in 
our shed tried to do likewise. Unfortunately, their  attempts 
were futile. The locks on some of the cages were ne w and 
extremely formidable. On others cages, the locks we re very old 
and rusty.  

I tried to open my cage door. After the fifth attem pt, I 
gave up. A short while later my cage door began to 'jiggle' 
violently. It seemed like the thunderstorm was incr easing in 
ferocity.  

I started pouncing on my cage door, as a leopard po unces on 
its prey. My hard work paid off! The cage door swun g open. I 
ended up landing several feet away from my cage. An other foot 
and I would've smashed into the cage parallel to my  own.  
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I took one last look at my pathetic cage. It was an  awful 
mess. I saw fecal matter, urine, dirt, mud, and ins ects, in that 
pathetic hell-hole. I shook my body; wanting to rid  myself of 
dirty matter.  

Afterwards, I scanned the area. Sickness, fear, anx iety, 
pain, agony, apprehension, and death, had engulfed our cages. 
The trapped animals in our shed understood that the ir hours were 
numbered.  

I waded through water that was several inches high,  in 
order to make at least one attempt at helping anoth er animal. I 
noticed a cat that had the scars and bruises of abu se imprinted 
on her face and body. I figured, she'd had enough p ain and 
suffering in her life.  

I tried my hardest to pick the lock on her cage. Fo r the 
moment, I'd wished there was an orangutan around. T hey're 
awesome at picking locks.  

The cat eyed me for a few seconds then fell onto he r right 
side. I squeezed part of my face through the bars o f her cage. I 
licked her face several times. Then, I pulled my he ad back. It 
was useless.  

Her tongue dangled to the side. After making a leth argic 
attempt at getting up, she fell over. That was the end of our 
short friendship.  

Although I was saddened by her death, my own predic ament 
called for immediate action. In other words, I had to take care 
of myself, first. An innocent cat had died before m y very own 
eyes! She was an inmate like me. I certainly didn't  want to end 
up like her.  

I understood that the world could be a very cruel p lace. It 
seemed like justice has gone on an indefinite vacat ion.  

The bitch Collie called out to me. It appeared as t hough 
she wanted to comfort me. Indeed, she'd seen the sa d spectacle.  

I took one last look at the deceased cat. I wanted the 
image of her face to be imprinted in my head.  

I approached the bitch Collie, hoping that she had an 
escape plan. With the only visible exit bolted shut , it looked 
like we were finished.  

As I was approaching the bitch Collie, I caught a 
reflection with the corner of my eye. A window! Aft er taking a 
close look at the window, I noticed that it was sli ghtly ajar.  

Looking back at the bitch Collie, I noticed that sh e had a 
look of defeat in her eyes. It was a terrible sight , indeed.  

My question was answered. The bitch Collie had a te rrible 
wound in her abdomen. She couldn't have escaped eve n if she'd 
wanted to.  

I got close enough to rub the side of my face again st her 
foreleg. Then, I turned and walked away.  
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With one swift move, I leaped onto the window panel . Alas, 
freedom was beneath my paws!  

The opening through the window was just big enough to allow 
a beautiful cat, like myself, to squeeze through. A  Bitch Collie 
wouldn't be able to squeeze through.  

The bitch Collie pooped then slithered to a corner of the 
shed. She'd have to stay there until the very end. The shed was 
slowly flooding, causing the other animals to cry o ut in 
desperation. I had to give them some good advice be fore I left.  

"Fellows exercise faith and patience!" I yelled.  
"Thanks for the good advice. You've cheered us up! We'll be 

patient and faithful," responded a hidden mouse.  
Finally, the bitch Collie spoke to me.  
"Kitty, my name is Tammy. I was sold by my drunken owner. 

The 'incident' occurred in the middle of the night.  
I must've been shot with a tranquilizer dart. I wou ld've 

never allowed my former drunken owner to sell me to  a buncher.  
I didn't see it coming. My owner set up a good secu rity 

system on his property. You see, we lived in a posh  
neighborhood.  

In this hell-hole, I'm just a super-bitch. Sure, I got to 
'befriend' the biggest and healthiest dogs around. But, I don't 
like to be used by anyone. Do you know what I mean?  Not to 
mention having my freedom snatched from me.  

Please, don't delay your escape on our account. I h ear 
several PMWs approaching our shed.  

Good luck! Be cautious! Always keep an eye out for hostile 
humans. Remember, accidents can happen at any time.  Always look 
in all directions before you cross the street. Road  kill causes 
the deaths of bazillions of innocent animals every single year.  

Never give a human, or an animal one hundred percen t of 
your trust. Sometimes, even blood kin, or close fri ends, can 
stab you in the back."  

"Wait, please give me good advice! I need a game pl an. 
Where do I go and how do I get there?" I asked.  

"I'll make this quick. When you leave the puppy mil l 
grounds head north for approximately five miles. Th ere, you'll 
see railroad tracks near a large green shed. The sh ed will be 
near a pond.  

The tracks are owned by the Iron Horse Corporation (IHC). 
Fortunately, there's a stop located in the vicinity . A train 
will stop there once every four hours, around the c lock. You 
must head northeast, to New England.  

A friend of mine once lived there. He liked it up n orth. 
I'm trying to give you the best advice possible. My  life's 
nearly over.  
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Kitty, you're young and cute. You have a long life ahead of 
you.  

Remember, your deadliest enemies will be the dreade d VCOs. 
They can't be trusted. Their job is to take you in,  at whatever 
cost. As far as you're concerned, they're your wors t nightmare.  

VCOs will chase you down like a prey animal. These people 
are ferocious predators. Don't be fooled by their b ait, or 
sinister smiles. Sometimes they carry dart guns. Th is is a dead 
giveaway," said the bitch Collie.  

After thanking the bitch Collie for the good advice , I 
leaped onto the ground then I left that stinking he ll-hole of a 
puppy mill.  

The horrific thunderstorm made it difficult for me to see. 
Visibility was terrible, and raindrops were poking my eyes.  

It felt like I was slowly swimming on land. With my  head 
down, and eyes barely open, I was desperate to find  a good 
resting place.  

Luckily, I bumped into a large tree. A large swath of the 
fence had been destroyed in the thunderstorm, there by causing it 
to collapse onto the ground.  

While trying to scale the large tree, I was brutall y 
knocked to the ground by heavy winds. Thankfully, I  landed on 
all fours, without sustaining any injuries.  

I walked a bit more then bumped into another tree. However, 
this time I was very lucky. This tree had three gig antic 
branches that were dangling towards the ground. Fur thermore, its 
twigs and leafs were very large.  

I ended up crouched underneath one of the large bra nches. 
Indeed, I was unable to move, see, or hear anything , but the 
terrifying thunderstorm. It was as though it had co me to life. 
It really seemed like the thunderstorm was getting personal with 
me.  

For three whole hours, I had to endure high winds, heavy 
rain, and terror. As a result, I froze like a Popsi cle I didn't 
dare leave my safety zone. Actually, I couldn't hav e left my 
safety zone, even if I'd wanted to.  

As soon as the thunderstorm subsided, several PMWs appeared 
out of nowhere. They began to haul their 'priceless  inmates', to 
a more secure place. These priceless inmates were t he cream of 
the crop for breeding. Never mind the other animals . They'd have 
to wait until the breeders were secure, first.  

Sadly, the low-grade animals were duly ignored. Tho se who 
survived the thunderstorm would have lifelong scars  to deal 
with.  
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Miraculously, I was the only animal who'd escaped f rom Camp 
Puppy Mill. In the end, it was my own skin that I h ad to worry 
about. Everyone else was number two, or lower.  

I carefully crept out of my safety zone, one step a t a 
time. I couldn't take any chances being seen by a P MW, or an 
envious animal.  

Henceforth, I was on my own. My immediate concern w as 
finding the railroad tracks. In all the confusion, I'd forgotten 
about my mother. I couldn't blame myself. Although I loved her 
dearly, I think she didn't make it. She was so mise rable and 
sickly-looking. Mommy, if you can hear me: I'LL ALW AYS LOVE YOU!  

I decided to walk to the railroad tracks at a slow,  but 
steady pace. I placed myself on red alert then scan ned the area 
with my incredible feline eyes. I was on the lookou t for any 
sign of danger.  

Roughly an hour later, what appeared to be the soun d of a 
train passing by the area caught my attention. Unti l hearing the 
sound of that train, I was a bit spaced out. Yes, e ven cats 
space out, sometimes. I hate it when humans think t hat cats 
never space out. They think that we don't fantasize , or wish for 
anything spectacular.  

Instantly, I ran in the direction of the train. I e nded up 
running into a tree, head first. Luckily, there wer e no other 
cats around. Otherwise, I would have become the lau ghing stalk 
of my species. Thereafter, I made sure to watch whe re I was 
going at all times. Exhausted as I was, I couldn't postpone any 
opportunities.  

Jeepers! Creepers! There wasn't a train in sight! I  was 
suffering from a case of 'auditory mirage'. I was s o exhausted, 
stressed out, and outright bamboozled by life, the sound of a 
train approaching was a lifesaver. Although it wasn 't there, my 
mind used it as an 'uplifting mechanism'. Maybe, I would've gone 
mad if I hadn't heard the fake train sound.  

I don't mean to get all 'Dr. Cat' on you, but, feli nes can 
also suffer from stress overload. My biggest proble m was the 
puppy mill.  

Just to make sure, I searched through the area for tracks; 
to no avail.  

Gosh, I didn't want to believe it. But, it was true . Tammy, 
the bitch Collie, had lied to me. No doubt, she was  envious of 
me. I got to leave the puppy mill. She didn't.  

I could never do that to anyone. It's beneath me. S he took 
advantage of me!  

By early afternoon, the sun had risen to an awesome  display 
of beauty. Indeed, it evolved into a calm and beaut iful day. 
Like many of those in Vancouver. For the time being , there'd be 
no more thunderstorms.  
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After discovering Tammy's terrible lie, it became a pparent 
that her 'other advice' was suspect. I certainly wa sn't heading 
north, to New England. Maybe, there were super VCOs  in that part 
of our country.  

Now, I was famished beyond belief. I was afraid tha t my 
body was getting ready to eat itself from the insid e out. In 
desperation, I scanned the area, searching for some one or 
something that alleviate my suffering.  

Eureka! I saw a row of houses about a mile west of my 
present location. I assumed that further down, ther e'd be a town 
or a small city. Although I was happy to see the ho uses, it 
would be a very lethargic walk for me. I was exhaus ted.  

As I approached the houses, they appeared larger an d 
larger. My desperation allowed me to notice things that would've 
been brushed aside under normal circumstances. Don' t worry; I 
didn't lose my knowledge of size constancy. I wasn' t that out of 
it. Only dumb humans and dumb animals don't underst and the 
concept of size constancy. Of course, I'm not inclu ding the very 
young.  

In all, there were seven houses on the crest of the  hill. 
As soon as I got to the crest of the hill, I notice d a small 
city of perhaps 70,000 thousand inhabitants. The co re of the 
city was a few miles away. Perhaps, the residents o f the houses 
were related to each other.  

Quickly, I pictured myself drinking milk, eating fi sh, and 
licking clean, cool water from a beautiful all-Amer ican home. I 
was still in Missouri. The friendly mid-western hos pitality was 
still in the air. Of course, my guard would never b e let-down. 
Evil humans and dangerous animals are scattered acr oss our 
entire planet. Because I wasn't a human being, caut ion would be 
the first step in becoming a resident of the town.  

Before I proceeded any further, I scanned the area,  
searching for a town sign. Eureka! The town sign re ad: 
HANSONVILLE, MISSOURI. To my utter shock, it was ri ght behind 
me. 

Thankfully, I backtracked several steps, out of cur iosity. 
I had to know what the sign read. Well, this is a c ase of 
curiosity helping the cat. I was very thankful ther e weren't any 
other cats nearby. Otherwise, I would've been nickn amed 'Dummy'. 
I wasn't going to tell anyone about my silly mistak e, except for 
you. Cats that are on the alert understand the impo rtance of 
signs.  

The name Hudsonville relaxed me. It's a name that p rojects 
an image of a quiet place, with friendly inhabitant s; a place 
where people raise their young to be good citizens.  No doubt, 
many of the residents of Hudsonville owned companio n animals. I 
just wanted to be one of those lucky critters!  
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I walked past the row of houses, straight to the ci ty. As 
soon as I entered Hudsonville city limits, I direct ed my walk 
towards a neighborhood with the scent of hamburger looming in 
the air. If I'd been a lion all of the hamburger wo uld've been 
mine. I can't explain to you how good animal flesh tastes. I 
know many humans eat meat, but, they're not built t o enjoy raw 
meat: drippy blood, bones, skin, tendons, flesh, an d entrails. I 
drool whenever I think of it.  

I crossed Maple Boulevard, into Norton Street. Nort on 
Street was very long, clean, and uppity. This was t he kind of 
place a cat could enjoy him/herself.  

Before I knew it, I was on the lawn of a house loca ted at 
1440 S. Norton Street. There were dozens of men, wo men, and 
children, chomping down on juicy hamburgers. A few of them were 
eating double burgers. Jeepers, what a delicacy!  
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 DR. FORRESTER 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
The people who were eating on the lawn were quite f ond of 

each other. I could tell by their demeanor. But, I had more 
pressing problems at hand. For one thing, I was sal ivating like 
a rabid dog. Really, that's how freaking hungry I w as!  

In a calculated move, I scanned each and every pers on, 
seeking out the friendliest one amongst them. This is the man or 
woman who'd feed me well.  

I spotted a young blond who was wearing a lovely re d dress. 
Although she seemed like a nice person, she also lo oked like a 
street walker. I didn't want to end up living with a harlot. So, 
I had a sudden change of heart.  

I was suddenly diverted from my gaze, by an elderly  man. 
Perhaps he was in his mid-seventies. His hair was g ray and 
white, and combed back. He had a fresh bite mark on  his neck. 
Initially, I became suspect. The bites were made by  another 
human.  

The elderly man took notice of me gawking at him. H e 
cautiously approached me then introduced himself.  

"Hello, young kitty. I'm Dr. Randal Forrester. What 's your 
name?"  

"My name is Jody Wilson. I'm from Missouri. I'm loo king for 
a good human friend, who'll take me in as a member of his 
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family. I'm very intelligent, athletic, cute, wonde rful, and 
incredibly awesome. I'm sure that there are humans around who'd 
give an arm and a leg to have a cat like me in thei r household."  

"Well, I'm looking for a good cat! Would you like t o live 
in my home?" asked Dr. Forrester.  

"I sure as hell would! No cat in her right mind cou ld turn 
down an invitation like that! Oops! Sorry for my la nguage. You 
must understand! Please, I need to feel secure. Als o, I need to 
be a member of a good North American family!  

Is there a catch? Do I have to jump through flaming  hoops? 
Can I be a full-fledged member of your family? What  kind of 
doctor are you?" I asked.  

"I'm a criminal/forensic psychologist. I'm a part-t ime 
professor at Hudsonville College. I spend the rest of my time 
writing articles in journals pertaining to psycholo gy, 
criminology, and criminal justice. I prefer to work  solo," said 
Dr. Forrester.  

Dr. Forrester introduced me to several of his frien ds.  
After the introductions, Dr. Forrester placed a lar ge slab 

of raw hamburger on a paper plate then placed it be side me.  
As soon as I began to munch down on the hamburger, Dr. 

Forrester went to a makeshift wash basin. He washed  his hands 
then dried them.  

A short while later, Dr. Forrester placed a bowl of  milk, 
and a bowl of water, beside me. Afterwards, he took  several 
steps back.  

Dr. Forrester seemed like a swell guy. I was hoping  that he 
had a sweet wife at home. That way, I'd have two go od friends, 
instead of just one.  

Dr. Forrester left me for fifteen minutes. As soon as he 
returned, he pointed to his gray van. He carried me  into his van 
then began his drive home.  

We arrived at Dr. Forrester's home a short while la ter. His 
domicile was located at 1300 Wilmington Street. It was a decent 
house, suitable for an upper middle class family. I  figured Dr. 
Forrester made big bucks.  

Dr. Forrester parked his gray van in his garage the n turned 
off the ignition. Afterwards, he grinned at me. I r eturned the 
favor.  

Although I was happy to have a new home, my feline senses 
were sending me mild danger signals. While in the g ray van, I 
scented 'faint human blood'. I knew that it wasn't from a minor 
nose bleed. I wasn't quite sure what to make of it.  Maybe I was 
being a bit paranoid.  

Upon entering Dr. Forrester's house, he waved me ov er to 
one of the bedrooms. I followed him like his own sh adow.  
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There was a litter box near the bedroom closet. It was too 
good to be true! Well, I wasn't exactly complaining . So, I 
thanked Dr. Forrester then leaped onto my new litte r box.  

Although I sensed that it had recently been occupie d, it 
was clean. I figured Dr. Forrester had owned a cat that had 
recently died. I didn't want to ask too many questi ons. So, I 
stayed quiet about this matter.  

For the following six weeks, things went just fine.  Dr. 
Forrester was a gentleman. He seemed so at ease wit h me. But, I 
had my suspicions. Dr. Forrester would often return  home in the 
middle of the night, carrying a slight scent of hum an blood. 

Also, he'd never been married. A man deep into his 
seventies who'd never been married? I mean, as far as I knew, he 
was as straight as a ruler.  

My mild suspicions proved correct. On Saturday the 12th of 
December, I found out what kind of 'monster' Dr. Fo rrester 
really was. To be precise, it occurred at 11:45 P.M . I was 
rudely awakened by the sound of shattering glass.  

Dr. Forrester had inadvertently knocked over a larg e 
pitcher while he was slithering into his home. This  time, I 
decided to investigate.  

This episode caused me to remember something very s ad. 
Years ago, in Iowa, two guys decided to illegally e nter a man's 
property, with the intent to smash the heads and bo dies of 
countless cats. In case you're wondering what the t ools of 
attack were: baseball bats, and whatever else. The poor kitties 
were absolutely defenseless.  

This was a premeditated and sadistic act. As usual,  the 
judge slapped them on their wrists, as though it wa s a minor 
mistake.  

I decided to be very careful in my investigation. A t the 
same time, I had to find out what was going on.  

Like a leopard in the dead of night, I stealthily l eft my 
bedroom. I was so careful, even the house bugs coul dn't have 
detected my movements. One step at a time, I approa ched the 
target area. As I got closer, the scent of death be came 
overwhelming. Suddenly, it hit me like a ton of bri cks! Blood, 
rotting flesh, and outright evil, had engulfed me.  

As soon as I entered the living room, I scanned the  area. I 
found no one there. As I was pondering about my nex t move, I was 
startled by a sudden thumping noise. It came from t he kitchen.  

I went to the kitchen, only to find the basement do or wide 
open. I heard the thumping noise again, coming from  downstairs. 
I decided to descend the stairwell.  

When I got to the basement floor, I saw Dr. Forrest er rip 
open a black garbage bag encasing a cadaver. I was shocked!  
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I stayed put, because I didn't want Dr. Forrester t o take 
notice of me. I took a step to my right, in order t o get a 
birds-eye view of what was happening. With that mov ement, I not 
only contradicted my initial intent, but screwed-up  my covert 
presence.  

I'd inadvertently stepped on a loose piece of wood,  causing 
it to crunch. My mistake instantly caught the atten tion of Dr. 
Forrester.  

"Hey, who the hell is that? I demand to freaking kn ow ... 
right now! I'm armed and extremely dangerous! I'll destroy you 
in a flash! I'm not kidding!" shouted Dr. Forrester .  

There was nothing to do but stand in the light then  hope 
for mercy. After glancing at Dr. Forrester, I caugh t notice of 
the partially hidden cadaver. The victim was a tall  woman, with 
auburn-colored hair. She would've been at least six  feet tall 
when she was living.  

It looked like Dr. Forrester had kidnapped the youn g woman. 
He probably tricked her into getting into his van t hen he 
strangled her to death. I could see slightly faded hand marks 
around the woman's throat. To know for sure, I'd ha ve to find 
out from the murderer himself.  

"Jody, come here! Jody, please don't be afraid of m e! I 
want you to be by my side! Please, be patient with me, while I 
carry this slab-of-meat onto the operating table. Y ou see, I'd 
always wanted to be a forensic pathologist," said D r. Forrester.  

Even though I almost gagged from the horrific scent  of the 
cadaver, I went ahead and obliged Dr. Forrester. I couldn't 
escape, even if I'd wanted to. Dr. Forrester had a gun in his 
holster. Not to mention, the other deadly weapons h anging on the 
walls of the basement. By golly, he must've had a h undred 
weapons in his basement.  

Dr. Forrester's basement looked like a dungeon from  the 
Dark Ages; containing three shovels, two axes, hamm er, bowie 
knife, surgical instruments, screws, a vice, operat ing table, a 
bottle of the capitulation drug, overhead light, ch ainsaw, and a 
surgical kit. All ready for use. I didn't have to p onder about 
what the chainsaw was for.  

"Jody, I don't want you to think that I'm a lunatic ! I 
won't punish a woman, unless she deserves to be pun ished. 
Rarely, do I ever punish a man, or an animal. The o nly females I 
can handle are from your species. I can't even hand le canine 
bitches!  

Jody, you don't know what it feels like. I mean, I see 
these 'evil creatures' who call themselves human. T hey hurt my 
feelings, so, I punish them! You'd do the same thin g if you were 
in my shoes, wouldn't you?  
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Jody, promise not to tell anyone what I'm about to tell 
you, okay," requested Dr. Forrester.  

"Dr. Forrester, I promise not to tell anyone what y ou are 
about to tell me," I responded.  

"In my prime, I did this kind of ‘work’ three or fo ur times 
a month. See, I'm what those lunatic criminologists  call a 
transient serial killer. I love that ‘title’. 

I want to be like my heroes; Dahmer, Gacey, Son of Sam, 
Panzram, The Vampire of Dusseldorf, The Alligator M an, Fish, 
Bundy, Jack the Ripper, and countless others. Too b ad, there 
aren't that many women on this list. You see, they can't make 
the grade!" exclaimed Dr. Forrester.  

"Dr. Forrester, are you a virgin?" I asked.  
Instantly, Dr. Forrester's demeanor changed. I saw the real 

Mr. Hyde in him. Boy was it terrifying!  
"Who the freaking hell are you? You can’t ask me th at kind 

of question? Maybe, I should chop you up then feed you to the 
German shepherd next door! Would you like that?" as ked Dr. 
Forrester.  

"No, I didn't mean to provoke, or anger you. I was kind of 
wondering. Cats are natural suspicious beings," I s aid.  

"During my childhood years, I often fantasized that  I was 
Jack the Ripper. Boy, did it make me feel good. Now , I've just 
added another trophy to my collection.  

If you tell anyone what I just told you, I'll skin you 
alive. Afterwards, I'll toss you into that barrel. In case 
you're wondering, all of the barrels in my basement  contain 
lime. You'll slowly sizzle to death. Got it?" asked  Dr. 
Forrester.  

I played along with Dr. Forrester's weird game. I d idn't 
want him to turn on me. Unfortunately, I had to wat ch Dr. 
Forrester chop-up the cadaver, piece by piece. Then  he tossed 
slabs of flesh into the barrel. Boy, did it sizzle!  

After Dr. Forrester finished his business, he went to the 
restroom. Meanwhile, I was ordered to stay put, or else.  

I froze, unable to think of what to do. It was so b ad, I 
thought my legs were about to turn into rubber band s.  

When Dr. Forrester returned, I followed him upstair s. On my 
way up, I thought of how I, a cat, would re-mold Dr . Forrester 
into a better person. I figured it would take a yea r, or two.  

As time passed, I really thought that we were makin g 
progress. Three months went by without Dr. Forreste r committing 
another heinous crime.  

On the first day of the fourth month, Dr. Forrester  asked 
me to come along with him on a short trip. He claim ed to have 
some important business to finish.  
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I suspected that Dr. Forrester was getting ready fo r 
another 'criminal charade'. In order to slither out , I dropped 
onto my side then played sick. Luckily, Dr. Forrest er fell for 
it. If he hadn't I would've been in deep manure.  

Dr. Forrester began to go out on nightly ventures. Luckily, 
he didn't ask me to tag along. Then, on a beautiful  Saturday 
evening, Dr. Forrester drove his van to an undisclo sed location. 
He brought along his tool box. It was a clear sign that he was 
on the prowl. By now, I knew that I had to act. The re was no 
telling when that creep was returning home.  

Luckily, there was a German shepherd next door. I d ecided 
to visit him then tell my entire story. I was hopin g that the 
German shepherd was an honorable person.  

I exited Dr. Forrester's house, then walked to the house 
next door. Upon arrival, I noticed that the German shepherd was 
sleeping.  

I pounded my paws on the lawn, in order to awaken t he 
German shepherd. It worked.  

As soon as the German shepherd awakened, he growled  at me. 
I had to act quickly, or else, face some serious co nsequences.  

I cautiously approached the German shepherd, until getting 
within spitting distance of his muzzle. There, I ru bbed the side 
of my head against his right foreleg. Afterwards, I  began to 
speak to him in an open and frank manner.  

"Hi, my name is Jody Wilson. Please, I need your he lp! I 
must notify the authorities about Dr. Forrester! He 's a very 
dangerous monster! Do you understand what I'm tryin g to tell 
you?" I asked.  

"Yes, I understand you quite well. Although I've su spected 
Dr. Forrester of doing evil things, I needed proof.  I won't go 
on a witch hunt, until I'm certain of the facts.  

By the way, my name is Greg Palter, and I won't was te my 
precious time on a lie."  

After conveying my story to Greg, he agreed that so mething 
drastic had to be done, fast. Greg told me that the re was a 
retired Bloodhound living at 1310 Wilmington Street . He'd been a 
sniffer dog for the Hudsonville Police Department u ntil his 
retirement a year earlier. 

Sadly, Greg was shot in the right foreleg just a fe w days 
before his official retirement.  

I thanked Greg dearly then went to 1310 Wilmington Street. 
As soon as I reached the perimeter of the yard, I t ook notice of 
a blood hound peeking at me from inside his dog hou se.  
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WALTER HOUND 

 

 

 
 
"Please, I need to talk to you about something very  

important! But first, give me your word that you wo n't attack 
me, if I approach you," I said.  

"Look, I'm so sad and depressed. I need to be usefu l to 
someone. I need a friend, really badly. Please, com e here. Don't 
be afraid of me. I'll help you, if I can. But, be a ware that I'm 
slightly handicapped," said the Bloodhound.  

The Bloodhound invited me into his dog house, then,  offered 
me a doggy bone. I declined.  

"My name is Walter Hound. Officially, I'm a retiree . My 
owners are also retirees. The three of us worked fo r the 
Hudsonville Police Department.  

Sadly, my owners' faculties are slipping away. So, if you 
need help in a police matter, you can only speak to  me about it. 
Otherwise, you'll be wasting your time," said Walte r.  

Walter and I chatted for a few minutes. As soon as I 
remembered my purpose for the visit, I paused for a  moment. 
Then, I went ahead and described my predicament to Walter.  

Walter told me that he'd sniff through Dr. Forreste r's 
yard, house, and garage; if need be. He suspected t hat there 
were many more victims on the premises. But, there was a 
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condition. All the field work would have to be done  while Dr. 
Forrester was out.  

I informed Walter that Dr. Forrester was out, all d ay long, 
on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays.  

Walter and I decided to conduct our field work the 
following Saturday. But, on the condition that I wa s ready to do 
whatever was necessary to bring Dr. Forrester to ju stice, if 
relevant evidence was found. I agreed to the condit ion.  

I endured three days and three nights of extreme an xiety 
and tension. I pondered about what could go wrong: Dr. Forrester 
could go out for a short period of time, snatch a y oung woman, 
then proceed to destroy her. 

Thankfully, I had a good friend with me. When it co mes to 
sniffing for evidence, Bloodhounds rule.  

On the following Saturday, I awakened with little a ppetite 
for food. In addition, my mouth was dry. By 6:00 P. M., I 
regained my appetite then ate and drank up a storm.  

The thought of Dr. Forrester's arrest had engulfed my mind. 
He had to be thrown into the jaws of justice.  

Dr. Forrester left his home at 8:45 P.M. As usual, he left 
alone. I couldn't imagine how Dr. Forrester would t reat his 
wife. I mean, if he'd had one.  

I waited until Dr. Forrester was out of the neighbo rhood 
before going to 1310 Wilmington Street.  

I found Walter waiting for me at the perimeter of h is lawn. 
A short while later, Walter and I went to Dr. Forre ster's house. 
As soon as we were on the porch, I reminded Walter that the 
mission may cost us our lives.  

After reviewing our game plan, Walter and I decided  to 
backtrack. We began our sniffing in the yard. Altho ugh cats are 
all-round incredible animals, they can't 'sniff' as  efficiently 
as most dog breeds can. Not to mention Bloodhounds.  

It only took a short while before Walter found a ma ss grave 
in the back yard. It was amazing how easily Dr. For rester evaded 
the authorities and his neighbors' suspicions. No w onder that 
most serial killers aren't captured until they've w reaked havoc 
on their society.  

Dr. Forrester could fit into any middle class neigh borhood. 
In addition, he had a fairly decent job. By golly, he was a 
freaking professional!  

After finding the mass grave, Walter and I resumed our 
search. We ended up finding more dead bodies.  

There were three barrels inside Dr. Forrester's gar age. 
Indeed, the barrels seemed out of place. Walter and  I pulled off 
the lids of the barrels. Then, we knocked the barre ls onto the 
ground.  
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Inside each of the barrels was a partially decompos ed human 
body. I can't tell you how stinky those bodies were . Walter and 
I had to run out of the garage. Otherwise, we would 've puked our 
brains out! Really!  

After a short rest, Walter and I returned to the ga rage. We 
understood that there was more work to do.  

Walter and I determined that the three victims were  preteen 
females. Perhaps, they were nine, or ten years-old.  Walter and I 
looked at each other in utter shock. We figured tha t there was 
probably more bad news to come.  

We didn't have to wait for long. Walter and I detec ted the 
scent of human semen. Upon closer examination, Walt er and I 
noticed that there were signs of 'forced copulation ' upon each 
of the three preteens. Not a very pretty sight. Dr.  Forrester 
was a serial killer/sexual predator. As if being a serial killer 
isn't terrible enough.  

Walter and I exited the garage then rested in the y ard for 
ten minutes. Indeed, it was a well-needed rest. We had streams 
of tears running down our faces. Could anyone blame  us for 
crying?  

After our rest, Walter and I entered Dr. Forrester' s house 
through the front door. Surprisingly, he never lock ed his door. 
He probably thought that he was the most evil perso n in the 
whole world. What did he have to fear from another criminal?  

Upon entering Dr. Forrester's house, Walter motione d me to 
the basement. He became very anxious. Knowing that there was 
something hideous down there, we braced ourselves.  

"Walter, do you think what Dr. Forrester showed me in the 
basement was only the tip of the iceberg? Please te ll me before 
we go downstairs," I said.  

"Jody, I smell rotting flesh! It has been decompose d and 
chopped-up into pieces. After I see this catastroph e, I'm 
calling Chief Carmella. He'll send over reinforceme nts," said 
Walter.  

We went down to the basement. This time, there were  five 
barrels in the corner. We tipped over all of the ba rrels. 
Thankfully, the lids weren't securely tightened.  

The stench was terrible! If I'd been a human, puke would've 
poured out from all of my orifices. Walter was righ t. What we 
saw were slabs of flesh, blood, maggots, rot, and o ther 
disgusting stuff. It was a shocking sight!  

Apparently, Dr. Forrester had forgotten to destroy the 
cadavers. This mistake would lead to at least five more charges 
of murder.  

A short while later, Walter and I left the basement . 
Specifically, we went to the kitchen. Walter convin ced me that 
calling Chief Carmella was the best option we had. I agreed.  
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Walter climbed up onto the kitchen table, then reac hed over 
and grabbed the phone. After calling the police and  explaining 
to them what we'd seen, Walter put the phone down.  

At that very moment, Dr. Forrester pulled his van i nto his 
driveway. A terrifying ordeal, indeed!  

"Let's hide in my bedroom. My closet's large enough  for a 
mammoth. We can wait it out until Dr. Forrester sle eps, or 
decides to go out again," I said.  

Walter and I ran to my bedroom then we hid inside m y 
closet. Our adrenaline levels shot up through the c louds. Any 
higher, and we would've passed out. Really!  

Dr. Forrester entered his house then headed straigh t for 
the kitchen. Unfortunately, he noticed the craters in his yard.  

"Jody, I know you're here! You and a stinking dog! You and 
your doggy friend must show yourselves. If you don' t come out, 
I'll find you. Then, you'll both be in big trouble! " shouted Dr. 
Forrester.  

Walter and I understood that we had to escape. Dr. 
Forrester had more than enough weaponry to easily k ill us.  

Walter and I exited my bedroom then headed to the f ront 
door. We assumed that Dr. Forrester would block the  back door 
exit. Well, we were dead wrong! We should have know n better. Dr. 
Forrester was a cunning little devil.  

We could hear Dr. Forrester's feet pounding on the carpet. 
He was heading towards the front door.  

Walter and I picked up our pace, until we entered t he 
kitchen. There, I leaped onto the kitchen sink, the n waited for 
my beloved friend, Walter. At that instant, Dr. For rester 
entered the kitchen carrying a shotgun. He didn't g ive us a 
warning. He pointed his shotgun at Walter then pull ed the 
trigger. I don't have to tell you what happened nex t.  
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    YOU ARE FINISHED!  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Since there was nothing I could do for poor Walter,  I 

leaped through the opening of the window, onto the lawn. Then, I 
hauled ass! Good for me! 

Dr. Forrester shot at me once, re-loaded his shotgu n then 
shot at me another two times. Both times, I felt sh rapnel zoom 
past my beautiful body. Thankfully, I wasn't hit.  

I ran to the nearest alley then circled back until reaching 
a few houses down from Dr. Forrester's house.  

A short while later, all hell broke loose! Five veh icles, 
four marked, and one unmarked, arrived at the scene .  

Apparently, their sirens weren't turned on. Sometim es, it's 
better not to turn on the sirens. If Dr. Forrester had heard the 
sirens, he would've had time to escape. Thankfully,  things 
didn't work out that way.  

A bald, middle aged man exited an unmarked vehicle from the 
far end. In one swift move, he pulled out a blow ho rn then began 
to speak.  

"This is Chief Carmella speaking. Dr. Forrester, we  know 
you're inside. Your victims didn't die in vain! Und erstand this: 
there's absolutely no chance of escape! If you come  out 
shooting, you're finished! We don't want a bloodbat h here. We 
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want you to come out with your hands up, high in th e air. You 
will not be harmed."  

I cautiously approached Chief Carmella, then began to 
converse with him.  

"Chief Carmella, may I be of assistance. I've been living 
in the Forrester home for quite some time now. In f act, Walter 
and I were the ones who discovered the bodies on Dr . Forrester's 
property.  

I'm sorry ... Walter Hound is dead! Dr. Forrester s hot him 
with a shotgun. We were conducting our own investig ation into 
Forrester's evil doings. Once again, I'm sorry," I said.  

Instantly, tears began to stream down Chief Carmell a’s 
cheeks. He lowered his blow horn then took a few mo ments to 
comprehend the sad news.  

"Kitty, Walter was the best 'sniffer dog' our polic e 
department has ever had. Walter was a very modest d og. Never 
boasted about his feats considering he broke over t wo hundred 
cases with his incredible scenting abilities and wi ts.  

I won't tell any of my men or women what'd happened  to 
Walter until this problem has been solved. If I tel l them now, 
they'll charge the Forrester house. If they get the ir hands on 
that bastard sociopath, they'll shred him into piec es. I have to 
answer to my superiors.  

Dr. Forrester's originally from Chicago, Illinois. He 
probably told you that he was a professional of som e sort. Well, 
it's true. Dr. Forrester is a learned man. He has m oney, a nice 
home, and brains. What an absolute waste.  

Dr. Forrester's 'Mr. Hyde' began to surface years b efore he 
became a learned man. It began when he was working at the 
General Hospital.  

Dr. Forrester was assigned to medical waste disposa l. Often 
times, he'd carry big black bags full of body parts , entrails, 
and specimens.  

Kitty, don't get me wrong. Waste disposal in a hosp ital is 
very important work. Individuals who have this part icular job 
are hard-working, law-abiding citizens. Dr. Forrest er is sick at 
heart.  

Dr. Forrester traveled through the mid America, wai ting for 
the right moment, then striking like lightening. It  took five 
years for local, state and federal authorities to f igure out 
that an evil person was striking a seven state area : Iowa, 
Kansas, Missouri, Nebraska, Illinois, Wisconsin, an d Minnesota. 
Indeed, these were his favorite target areas.  

The more times a serial killer/rapist strikes, the more 
likely additional evidence will be retrieved. It's unfortunate, 
but true. More victims have to die, or be harmed, f or us to get 
closer to a serial killer/rapist. Unless he/she is stupid, or 
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very unlucky, this is the general rule. Reliable wi tnesses, 
however, are always worth more than gold in their w eight.  

Des Moines Police discovered a thumb and index prin t on a 
victim's belt buckle; what a miracle.  

Dr. Forrester was slowly, but surely, tracked down as a 
result of the fingerprint discovery.  

In addition, as Dr. Forrester continued to strike, he began 
to show signs of recklessness. Another big break ca me after Dr. 
Forrester did a job in a Madison park. He didn't pl an this 
strike. It was 'impromptu'.  

Actually, he was sitting on a park bench, eating hi s lunch. 
Suddenly, he spotted a potential target. Normally, he'd stalk 
her, form a game plan, then strike. But no, not thi s time, the 
temptation to strike was too great.  

The twenty seven year-old blond was brutally raped,  killed 
then disfigured. Worse yet, she was a newlywed. Her  body was 
tossed into nearby bushes, then left to rot.  

Luckily, Madison Police carefully removed every ite m from 
the trash cans in the park, and sifted through ever y strand of 
grass and bush in sight. They worked diligently, co ming up with 
a set of fingerprints, hair fibers, and a piece of chewed-up 
gum.  

All three samples came from the same man: Rodney Ca sper. 
Dr. Forrester had used one alias after another. Unf ortunately, 
it's not always that difficult to change your name and personal 
history.  

Dr. Forrester was already in the 'system'. He'd onc e tried 
to brutalize and rob an eighty year-old woman. Seve ral witnesses 
jumped him, while he was dragging the poor woman in to the 
bushes. GOD knows what he would've done to her in t he bushes.  

Thereafter, local, state, and federal authorities w orked on 
this case. It took us quite a while to track Dr. Fo rrester down. 
We don't know what Dr. Forrester's his birth name.  

Kitty, what did you say your name was?" asked Chief  
Carmella.  

I didn't want to be a witness in a big criminal cas e. It 
would've drained my energy reserves. Furthermore, I  didn't need 
the publicity. I did what I had to. Worse yet, I wa s hurting 
inside. My beloved friend was murdered, right in fr ont of me.  

I gave Chief Carmella an alias. I mean … what else could I 
have done?  

"Umm, umm, umm ..., I'm Lassie?" I responded.  
"You know, that name sounds familiar. It certainly is a 
beautiful name. Somehow, I think of dogs whenever I  hear that 
name. Yes, I've heard that name before. Well, maybe  it was 
someone I knew back in high school.  
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In this big world of ours, I guess there are many w omen who 
have that name," said Chief Carmella.  

Suddenly, we heard a racket from inside Dr. Forrest er's 
house. It looked like the police had to go in and t ake Dr. 
Forrester out. I'm not talking about going to a fas t food 
restaurant. I'm talking about gunning down Dr. Forr ester!  

"Dr. Forrester we want to help you! I will now call  you. I 
want you to pick up the nearest telephone as soon a s it rings. 
 You and I can talk, without any interruptions," sa id Chief 
Carmella.  

Dr. Forrester opened a window then began to shout a t Chief 
Carmella. Dr. Forrester knew very well that the sha rpshooters 
were waiting for a good shot.  

"This is my freaking house! I want you to go away a nd never 
come back! If you don't, I'll start shooting! You p eople are 
persecuting me!  

The little harlots that I 'allegedly' chopped-up ha d it 
coming! They were worthless pieces of trash! Actual ly, they're 
worth a lot more dead, than alive! Their families s hould thank 
me from the bottom of their pathetic hearts, for en ding their 
loved ones' lives!  

Sure, I 'allegedly' did what I wanted with them, fi rst. 
Then, I 'allegedly' butchered them. Indeed, things got really 
gooey! But, I like it that way. My two biggest 'all eged regrets' 
are that I couldn't get more of them; and the money  I spent on 
those damn surgical gloves and 'special instruments '. Those 
things should be free for people like me.  

I had it made! Unfortunately, those two creeps, Wal ter and 
Jody, ruined my 'alleged' killing streak! I got one  of them 
right here; it's Walter! He's still alive! It's gre at! Now I can 
use him as a bargaining chip!  

Guess what! Walter Hound's calling out for you, Jod y 
Wilson! Jody, I know that you are there, beside Chi ef Carmella!  

Jody do you remember Walter hound? I hope so, becau se you 
will hear him yelp, cry, and beg for mercy!  

I demand a chopper! A million dollars in cash, in u nmarked 
bills! And free passage out of this county! Give it  to me, or 
else I'll kill an ex-police canine.  

Carmella, give me a freaking answer ... now! I mean  it!" 
shouted Dr. Forrester.  

Chief Carmella couldn't give Dr. Forrester safe pas sage 
anywhere. Even if he could, he wouldn't. I mean, Dr . Forrester's 
was a threat to the entire United States.  

Chief Carmella and his officers pushed for time. Th ey 
played mind games with Dr. Forrester. They were hop ing he'd tire 
out, and have a change of heart. They were dead wro ng!  
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"Look, I've been waiting for my chopper for the las t three 
hours. Carmella, you're a freaking liar!  

Carmella, I will now plunge a steak knife into Walt er's 
ugly heart. You know, like the way you plunge your knife into a 
juicy steak. I love it because there's nothing you can do about 
it!" Ha-ha-ha!" shouted Dr. Forrester.  

We heard a loud yelp coming from inside Dr. Forrest er's 
house. Exactly what a dying dog would do; yelp.  

Afterwards, Walter cried out to me, to no avail. It  was so 
bad I could hear him gasp for air. Then, the poor d oggy died. 
This time it was for real.  

I cried my brains out. Although I understood that m y hands 
were tied, I still felt like a coward. I felt like I should have 
stormed Dr. Forrester's house.  

By now, Dr. Forrester clearly understood that there  was no 
escape, or leniency in sight. Aside from the other victims, he'd 
just killed a retired police dog. 

Greg was loved by the entire Hudsonville Police For ce. Not 
to mention the Mayor of Hudsonville. Walter helped make Missouri 
a safer place to live in; for both humans and anima ls.  

Chief Carmella ordered the SWAT members to come to the 
scene, pronto! I braced myself for a big showdown.  

A short while later a dozen well-armed SWAT team me mbers 
arrived at the scene. Mind you, there were already ten SWAT 
members at the scene.  

The news of Walter's murder spread like a wildfire.  As 
expected, every officer was in a killing mood.  

The SWAT team took up positions around the area. Al so, more 
police officers were called to the scene. I think, even the 
Governor of Missouri wanted to help.  

Suddenly, all hell broke loose! Dr. Forrester began  firing 
at us, using an incredible, fully automatic machine  gun. No 
doubt, it was military issue. If the Germans had ha d this 
weapon, they'd have won the war. Really!  

Chief Carmella called in for Missouri State Police 
reinforcements. He was fiddling with the idea of ca lling in the 
Missouri National Guard.  

I convinced him not to. We'd already committed over kill. 
More support would've been counterproductive. At th e very least, 
there would've been a problem relating with the cha in of 
command. I certainly didn't want that.  

The 'lawmen' returned fire. In an incredible volley  of 
rounds, Dr. Forrester's windows and walls were dama ged beyond 
repair. Amazingly, it only took a few seconds of fi ring to do 
the job.  

Meanwhile, Hudsonville Police were emptying the 
neighborhood; knocking on windows, and banging on d oors.  
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It looked like Dr. Forrester went down for the 'per manent 
count'. One of the snipers claimed two direct hits:  one to the 
chest, the other to the head.  

As soon as Chief Carmella heard the news, he grinne d then 
gave Captain Mullen a high-five.  

Chief Carmella didn't want to take any chances. He wanted 
an absolute guarantee that Dr. Forrester was either  killed, or 
had been permanently disabled. So, he gave the 'cha rging bull 
orders.  

Men ... women ... fire the tear gas, then charge th at 
stinking house! No delays, whatsoever. 

If Dr. Forrester is in possession of anything resem bling a 
weapon, shoot to kill! Ask questions later!  

Three tear gas canisters were fired into Dr. Forres ter's 
house. I braced myself for much action.  

Eleven SWAT members charged Dr. Forrester's house. They 
looked like a bunch of stampeding bulls.  

I decided to slither out of the area. I had to get on with 
my own life. Also, I didn't want to answer any ques tions about 
Dr. Forrester. I was tired and anxious.  

I walked for a short while then entered a yard, whe re I 
collapsed beside a large tree. Nothing, not even a world war 
could've awakened me. I was dead tired.  

I awakened early in the morning. Luckily, I slept l ike a 
human baby. Unfortunately, I was famished. I had to  get 
something into my system. Otherwise, I would've gon e mad.  

With intimidating clouds overhead, along with my ot her 
problems, things looked dim. It was time to find a new friend.  
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   YUM CHANG  

 
 

 
 
 
 
As I was pondering about my predicament, a middle-a ged 

Asian man approached me. Most of his hair was gray,  and his 
hands were calloused. He smelled like janitor’s liq uid cleaner.  

"Hey kitty, I'm Yum Chang! I'm a janitor at Hudsonv ille 
High. I'm going to work. Well, since it's a weekend , you can tag 
along. There won't be anyone else inside the main b uilding. 
It'll all be ours."  

"Jeepers, do you clean crap and urine inside restro oms? Do 
you mop floors? Do you take a lot of crap from the students? 
What about the faculty?  

I apologize for asking you so many questions. You'r e the 
first 'janitor' that I've ever met. I'd like to bef riend you.  

Yum, I'm pleased to meet you. My name is Jody Wilso n. I was 
born in Missouri."  

It looked like Yum and I were going to get along ju st fine. 
He really seemed like a swell guy. Yum was obviousl y a working 
class man. 

He didn't have a ring on his finger. I could fill i n his 
'loneliness void'. A cat can do that for humans, yo u know?  

Yum and I began our walk to Hudsonville High. A sho rt while 
later, Yum hoisted me off the ground, then gently p laced me 
inside his hand bag. He didn't want to take any cha nces. In case 
a faculty member was taking a walk near Hudsonville  High.  
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Yum and I walked for a total of seven blocks, until  we 
reached the entrance of the main building at Hudson ville High. 
After peering through the window of the double door s, Yum 
removed his keys from his pocket.  

Yum quickly unlocked the locks then opened the doub le 
doors. Afterwards, he entered the building like a k ing. After 
taking a few steps, he removed me from his handbag.  After 
blowing me a kiss, he gently placed me on the tiled  floor.  

As soon as my paws were firmly entrenched on the ti led 
floor, I scanned the area, searching for danger. Th ankfully, the 
coast was clear.  

I followed Yum into the supplies room. Inside, Yum took the 
articles that he needed then locked the supplies ro om.  

As we were walking through the hallway, I detected the 
partially faded scent of alcohol, tobacco, and mari juana. 

Indeed, drugs have become a big problem in many Nor th 
American high schools. Even in small-town America, drugs manage 
to creep through tiny crevices.  

As soon as we entered the men's restrooms, a horrif ic, 
monstrous stench, hit me like a ton of bricks! Hone stly, I 
almost puked my brains out! I persevered because I wanted to see 
what janitors are forced to endure at work. 

Considering what Yum had to endure, it was incredib le how 
he could still manage to put on an occasional smile .  

After Yum dunked his mop inside the stool, he pulle d it 
out. Gooey water and ugly, stinky, gray-stuff, drib bled onto the 
tiled floor. It was really ugly-looking!  

Yum mopped the tiled floor, not leaving any areas u ndone. I 
was pleased with his efficiency and earnest.  

Yum then began to clean the toilets, and the tiled floor 
inside the stalls. It was a very saddening sight. I f people 
could only see what kind of bullshit many janitors must endure, 
they'd clean up after doing their thing.  

"See, this is the kind of horse manure that I have to put 
up with as a freaking janitor! Wait until you see w hat's inside 
stall number four! First, you must brace yourself. Okay?" 
requested Yum.  

"Certainly, I'll brace myself. I want to know what' s in 
that stall. Please, let me get a birds-eye view. I just hope it 
doesn't leap out onto my face, or something. As lon g as it stays 
in its place, I'm satisfied," I said.  

Yum opened the door to stall number four, but didn' t enter. 
He warned me to stay put. Even the floor inside sta ll number 
four was dirty.  

Yum and I peered down at mounds, upon mounds, of pu re, 
unadulterated ... shit ... everywhere! Even on the toilet lid. 



    

    

172 

 

In addition, a complementary roll of toilet paper h ad been 
tossed into the toilet. Not to mention the dry urin e that was 
sprinkled everywhere. GIGANTIC snot dangled from th e toilet 
handle. The perpetrators couldn't have imagined how  much pain 
and suffering they were inflicting on their school janitor.  

The mounds of shit before our eyes must've weighed over 
twenty pounds. Another pound on the toilet lid, and  it would've 
collapsed.  

What caught our eyes was a GIGANTIC log of shit, be hind the 
toilet lid. It was so horrible, I almost cried. I t ook several 
steps back, but continued observing the spectacle.  

Absolutely, worst of all was a janitor's 'monster 
nightmare'. Underneath all the shit, toilet paper, urine, and 
whatever else, was a rubber strainer taken from one  of the 
urinals. You see, it was embedded at the bottom of the toilet 
bowl.  

What did this mean? It meant that nothing could be flushed 
down the toilet, until the rubber strainer was remo ved. 
Unfortunately, Yum wasn't supplied with working glo ves. In 
effect, he had to clean everything up with his bare  hands.  

“Jody! Do you see all that shit, urine, toilet pape r; that 
GIGANTIC snot on the toilet handle, the GIGANTIC lo g, and the 
strainer?  

Look! That freaking log looks like a giant python! It's all 
curled-up, with a heat and a tail end.  

I've had it with this damn job! I keep complaining and 
complaining. All to no avail! The Hudsonville Board  of Education 
treats me like an idiot who doesn't know any better !" shouted 
Yum. 

Yum literally dropped what he was doing then motion ed me to 
follow him. Apparently, he'd quit his job. I certai nly couldn't 
have blamed him. I wouldn't have been able to endur e those 
working conditions for a single minute!  

Yum and I left Hudsonville High, without even glanc ing back 
at the school. It was a very somber walk to Yum's a partment. 
Overhead, the clouds became extremely menacing and dark.  
Normally, that would mean a soon-to-be-thunderstorm .  

A short while later it began to pour, big times. Yu m and I 
decided to run to his apartment. We ran several blo cks, until we 
reached 1040 Centurion Street West. Yum motioned me  to stop. He 
pointed to a dilapidated-looking building. 

With utter shame in his eyes, he told me to follow him 
there. I obliged him. As we walked to the dilapidat ed building, 
Yum began to tear.  

I was certain Yum understood that life would always  be 
rough for him. Yum would probably end up becoming a  beggar, 
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collecting unemployment, or do hard time in a penit entiary. 
Barring a miracle, that is.  

Upon entering the dilapidated building, I felt a sh arp 
'stink'. It hit me like a ton of bricks. Actually i t smelled 
like the restrooms at Hudsonville High. No wonder, Yum hated 
those restrooms. 

Yum and I walked up a flight of stairs, to room num ber 208. 
Yum quickly took pulled out his keys, then proceede d to unlock 
his apartment door. As soon as both locks were turn ed, Yum 
quickly opened his apartment door then motioned me in. Then, he 
closed the door.  

Surprisingly, Yum's apartment was relatively tidy. It was 
clean, but the articles of furniture were cheap. I didn't care 
about that. As far as I was concerned, Yum was a go od friend.  

"Jody, you're not like those creepy humans who torm ent me. 
They use me, ignore me, and they blame me for anyth ing that goes 
wrong. I don't know what to do! 
 

Last year, my wife left me for another man. He was an 
attorney at Spencer & Gentry Law Firm. He made big bucks! I can 
never match that. Well, unless I go into the narcot ics business. 
Don't worry, I won't do that. I've got enough probl ems, already.  

Jody, I'm very lonely. I've got a bit of money inve sted 
overseas. Back home in China, my father was a big s hot. We were 
from a very powerful family who had deep in the com munist 
regime. You see, my father was a die-hard red. A fr eaking 
'COMMY'!  

Unfortunately, my father and uncles began to gamble , and 
waste their wealthy on stupid things. Luckily, I in herited a 
large sum of money before my father was able to was te it all. I 
decided to immigrate to the United States. Now, you  see a 
dilapidated, unemployed man.  

Jody, do you think I'm ugly?" asked Yum.  
Yum was a very 'unattractive' man. He was old, ugly , 

chubby, short, and complained about everything. I d idn't want to 
break his heart. So, I lied.  

"Gosh, I ... think ... um ... you're a good looking  man. 
Really! I don't think that you're old, ugly, chubby , short, and 
complain about everything," I responded.  

"Jody, forgive me. I'm going to call up for some sw eet 
company," said Yum.  

"You can't do that! That's very naughty! Don't wast e your 
money! Don't take any chances with S.T.D. s. Do not  be a sinner! 
Yum, I know you're an honorable man! I understand t hat you've 
had a rough life, but, just hang in there! Things w ill get 
better! I mean, you can't be that horny! Are you?! If you are, 
I'm out of here!  
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Yum, you're a swell guy! I mean ..., I ... mean, a swell 
American. You're a swell American! You are a citize n. Therefore, 
you're now one of us!" I exclaimed.  

"Jody, I'm nothing but a dilapidated, has been, jan itor! 
Before my wife left me, she called me a freaking lo ser. Also, 
she called me a 'citizen foreigner'. She said that 'my kind' 
could never become a real American.  

Then, why did she ever make love to me? I wondered.  
On that dreaded evening, I got home at 8:00 P.M., e xpecting 

some love and company. I got nothing but pure, unad ulterated, 
bitching!  

My wife and I were married for eight long years. I must 
admit, it wasn't all a waste. Actually, I cheated o n her 
numerous times. You see, I was trying to get back a t her for 
being a freaking bitch! 

I had a right to cheat on her. Well, I suspected sh e was 
having an affair with another man. Guess what? It w as the same 
creep that she ended up marrying!" shouted Yum.  

"Come on, Yum! Please, don't talk like that! Look, why 
don't you order a pizza, or something. We'll eat to gether, and 
watch television. In fact, I'll even drink some pop  with you. 
Don't worry, I love pizza and pop. Also, we can enj oy our 
caffeine buzz together. Order some high caffeine po p with the 
pizza. Guess what? Chocolate or sauce can intensify  a caffeine 
buzz. I can't wait till we both have an incredible buzz 
together. How does that suit you?" I asked.  

"Jody, you're something else! Let's do that! Just g ive me a 
moment to get the phone number of Anthony's Pizza,"  said Yum.  

Yum got up, then walked over to the kitchen, looked  at a 
posting on his fridge door, then called in for some  pizza.  

After calling-in his order, Yum returned to the sof a then 
sat down beside me. Instantly, both of us began to salivate like 
dogs. Just thinking about that pizza and pop was dr iving us 
crazy.  

Yum turned on his television then flipped through t he 
channels with his remote control. He stopped on KHJ B Channel 48. 
A gruesome horror flick from the 60's was showing. I've always 
liked horror flicks. Yum and I watched the horror f lick 
enthusiastically. Thirty minutes into the show, we heard a knock 
on the door. Yum got up like a rocket, pulled out s ome cash from 
his wallet, then opened the door.  

"Extra large pizza, with onions, and black olives A lso, 
garlic bread and a twelve pack of 'Lightening Pop', " said the 
delivery man.  

Yum paid the delivery man, closed the door then ret urned to 
the sofa. Yum could sense how hungry I was. I was d rooling like 
a hungry lioness on the Serengeti Plains.  



    

    

175 

 

Yum got up then went to the kitchen. He removed a l arge 
bowl, two paper plates, and a glass from the kitche n cupboard. 
Afterwards, Yum returned and placed the articles on  the coffee 
table in front of us.  

Yum poured pop into the bowl, and placed two slices  of 
pizza on each paper plate. Afterwards, he poured so me pop into 
his glass.  

I plunged my canines deep into my food like a hungr y 
lioness. Afterwards, I consumed every drop of pop i n my bowl. 
Meanwhile, Yum was munching down on his pizza, and drinking pop.  

Yum and I ended up finishing off the pizza and pop.  Our 
stomachs were distended beyond belief.  

After the horror flick ended, I searched the channe ls for 
something nice to watch. I ended up stopping at the  Food 
Channel. Yum and I watched a professional chef prep are a 
delicious meal.  

Yum and I closed our eyes then fell asleep. We ende d up 
sleeping many hours.  

As soon as I awakened, I glanced up at the clock. W ow! Time 
had flown by like a passing breeze.  

Although it was now midnight, Yum and I were now wi de 
awake. We conversed about various subjects.  

Roughly an hour later, Yum went to the fridge then pulled 
out a 2 liter bottle of pop, and a bottle of Bourbo n. 

Immediately, I sensed that something wrong was abou t 
happen. Yum was very depressed and frustrated. The last thing he 
needed was booze in his system.  

"Please! Yum, don't get wasted! You've got enough p roblems 
on your mind. You don't want to be drunk ... and .. . depressed. 
That's a terrible combination. Your problems will o nly be 
aggravated. No doubt, you'll develop additional pro blems. Stay 
sober. We'll talk about many good things. Is that o kay?" I 
asked.  

Yum didn't respond to my inquiry. He sat down on hi s sofa 
then proceeded to down a powerful mixture; Bourbon and pop. He 
almost looked like a camel guzzling water.  

As soon as Yum had 'consumed' a pint of Bourbon, he  went to 
the fridge then brought back a six pack of beer.  

Yum guzzled down the first two beers without even t aking a 
breath. Afterwards, he slowed down to a normal pace . Indeed, Yum 
was a first class drinker. Too bad!  

"Jody, I feel like I must tell you something about myself. 
I've been a freaking janitor at Hudsonville High fo r over twenty 
five years. I've broken school rules and regulation s. Not to 
mention, the law. I only committed these acts durin g the 
graveyard shift. 
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You see, there were days and nights when I was supp osed to 
be a janitor, and a security guard, simultaneously.  The 
Hudsonville County Board of Commissioners stink big  times!  

Every so often, during the graveyard shift, I'd fin d pop 
and food in the faculty fridge. I even found money inside some 
of the faculty desks. Well, the temptation to take what I wanted 
was overwhelming. Especially when there were goodie s inside the 
fridge," said Yum.  

"What do you mean by goodies?" I asked.  
"Jody, I'm talking about beer, wine, and hard booze ! Okay, 

there was tons of food, too. Boy, that 'contraband'  was good! 
I'd stop what I was doing, in order to eat, drink, and party. It 
didn't take long for me to get high and/or drunk. A fterwards, 
I'd crash out for an hour or two.  

Upon awakening, I'd quickly make up for lost time. 
Thankfully, I always got the job done.  

I mean, who the hell was going to discipline me? If  anyone 
of those creeps in the school administration tried anything, I 
would've gone straight to the Hudsonville Gazette. That would've 
been one hell of a story.  

Once in a while, I'd pick the lock of a desk drawer  or 
cabinet drawer, in the administration office. This is where the 
special snacks were located. As soon as I took them , they became 
mine. Once, I snatched a one hundred dollar bill! R eally! I'm 
not freaking kidding!  

But, the article that I enjoyed snatching the most was a 
'lone fifty' dollar bill inside the Vice Principal Willard's 
desk. I searched frantically, in order to find more  bills, 
without any luck. Initially, I thought it was a tra p. A moment 
later, my urge to take what was rightfully mine ove r- powered 
me," said Yum.  

I interrupted Yum's story, because I couldn't compr ehend 
the phrase 'rightfully mine', in this context.  

"Yum, what do you mean, by 'rightfully mine'?" I as ked.  
"Look ... Jody ... I worked my ass off in that stin king 

hell-hole! That SOB principal had it against me. I knew that he 
was the major culprit of the restroom conspiracy ag ainst me.  

The faculty and staff made a lot more money than I would've 
made in a hundred lifetimes. They had their fancy d egrees, while 
I had my dirty, stinking, toilet-cleaning hands.  

When I had the day shift, I soon noticed that not a  single 
member of faculty or staff ever looked me straight in the eyes. 
Gosh, they never even looked at my face, for that m atter. If one 
of 'me ever said hi, his/her head would always be t urned away 
from me. I felt like a gargoyle. To them I was the 'China-man-
school-janitor'. They couldn't understand how a 'Ch inese guy' 
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was only a janitor. Like, we're all supposed to be geniuses," 
said Yum.  

Yum continued drinking and talking. He refused to s top 
drinking. In fact, his attitude and demeanor were c hanging for 
the worse. Yum was now becoming an angry, insolent,  self-
pitying, and grouchy.  

"Jody, you don't know how I freaking feel! Don't pa tronize 
me! You're nothing but a little pussy! I'm a freaki ng human 
being! I'm a man! I can do whatever I damn well ple ase!" shouted 
Yum. 

I felt like clobbering Yum on the side of the head,  but 
help back. After all, Yum was smashed. I couldn't h it a 
drunkard. Yum had a drinking problem.  

In fact, Yum began to show signs of intoxication ea rly on 
in his drinking bout. Also, before he took his firs t gulp, his 
hands were trembling.  

As soon as Yum passed out, I opened his fridge, the n ate 
and drank whatever I could. I knew it was all over between us. 
The least I could do was to leave Yum's apartment f ully 
satiated.  

I ended up eating large quantities of beef, fish, a nd 
chicken. Also, I drank large quantities of water an d milk. 
Although I left a big mess, I had no intention of c leaning it 
up.  
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After I finished off the milk, I closed my eyes the n fell 

into a very deep sleep. I awakened at 10 A.M. It wa s a sunny 
day.  

I peered through Yum's kitchen window, in order to scan the 
entire area. I was searching for a highway, or a ju nction. 
Luckily, I found what I was looking for.  

I quickly ran to the apartment door then leaped ont o the 
door's lock. After quickly unlocking the door, I tu rned the 
door-knob then pulled back. I turned then leaped on to the 
carpet. Now, the door was wide open. I didn't even glance back 
at Yum. Apparently, Yum had puked his brains out wh ile I was 
asleep.  

I walked to Junction 455 West, with a very powerful  urge to 
leave Missouri. Somehow, I felt like I was being ca lled to 
another part of my country. Although I loved 'my Mi ssouri', I 
needed to get a fresh start.  

As I was walking on Junction 455 West, I thought ab out my 
new life. I began my trek out of my home state, wai ting for a 
merciful human to give me a free ride. I stayed on the shoulder 
of the road, in order to make a quick leap away fro m any cat-
hating driver.  
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I just wanted to live in a beautiful home, under th e care 
of good humans. This is what the average cat wants.  Why not? I 
was living in the land of plenty.  

As I continued my walk, I noticed that every so oft en, a 
driver or passenger would shout an obscenity at me.  Shouting 
obscenities spiked my hair. Every time it happened,  I understood 
that the situation could easily get out of hand.  

Let's suppose that the driver of a vehicle were to stop. 
Then, suppose three humans with baseball bats exite d the 
vehicle. What would I do then?  

In one case, a bottle of beer was thrown at me. In another, 
a bucket full of ice was tossed at me.  

Three hours into my walk, a driver in a blue Toyota  pickup 
slowed down, to the point of being parallel to me. I wasn't sure 
of his intent. I had to wait and see.  

Well, a short while later, the driver of the Toyota  pickup 
stopped his vehicle. He allowed me to pass him.  

When I was a good fifty yards in front of the Toyot a 
pickup, the driver sped towards me. I was terrified ! Some humans 
get-off on road kill.  

Fortunately, I was wrong. As soon as the Toyota pic kup was 
within several feet of me, the driver turned to his  left then 
slowed down. Shortly afterwards, he came to a full stop. A 
chubby man exited the Toyota pickup. He scanned the  area then 
walked into the shoulder of the road.  

Afterwards, he unzipped his zipper then urinated on  the 
shoulder. Seeing an opportunity, I ran to the Toyot a pickup then 
leaped onto the trunk.  

Meanwhile, the chubby man let out a farting spree. It 
almost sounded like he had a tuba shoved up his rec tum.  

The area stunk so bad even a squirrel decided to sc ram. 
Humans often induce 'stench' upon themselves.  

After the chubby man finished relieving himself, he  pulled 
up his zipper then belched three times. A mixture o f fart and 
beer engulfed the area. That's another drunk driver  for you.  

The chubby man entered his Toyota pickup then conti nued to 
drive due west. I stayed low. I didn't want to take  any chances.  

I was hoping that the chubby man would go all the w ay to 
California. California's climate would be just righ t for a cat.  

For the first twenty five minutes of the drive, the re were 
no problems. Unfortunately, the chubby man continue d to guzzle 
down one beer after another. My incredible feline s enses 
detected a slight swerving of the Toyota pickup. He  had to stop 
drinking, immediately! Otherwise, both of us would' ve been 
placed in an extremely dangerous situation. 
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A short while later, the chubby man pulled his Toyo ta 
pickup into a rest area. A sign in front of the tou rism office 
read: KANSAS.  

I took advantage of the situation, by leaping out t o 
safety. I didn't want to end up in a horrific car a ccident. The 
chubby man still had more beers to guzzle down. Fur thermore, I 
didn't want any trouble with the law.  

As soon as my paws hit the gravel, a group of teena gers 
began to yell obscenities at me. A burly teen charg ed me at 
once. I couldn't comprehend his logic. What had I e ver done to 
him?  

Glancing back, I saw the chubby man briskly walking  to a 
nearby restaurant. Even if he'd seen the spectacle,  he wouldn't 
have helped.  

There was no way in hell I was going to allow a bur ly 
teenager to harm me. No way! Impossible!  

I decided to 'punish' the burly teen, in my own fel ine way. 
I turned then ran. I let the burly teen get very cl ose to my 
tail, in order to keep him running. I pulled away a t the right 
moment. The burly teen abruptly stopped, bent over,  then pressed 
unto his stomach with both hands. 

Naturally, I stopped to get a better look at what w as 
happening.  

The burly teen dry heaved three times then he vomit ed his 
brains out. I wanted him to learn a very painful le sson: it's 
not nice to scare an innocent cat; especially, if s he's cute.  

After viewing the spectacle, I ran into the forest area 
then hid behind a large tree. I could still see and  hear what 
was going on in the rest area. I waited patiently, and 
cautiously.  

After the burly teen finished puking, his friends c alled 
him back. Initially, he tried to be stubborn and de fiant.  

Thankfully, the burly teen reluctantly returned to his 
friends then he shed a few tears. His crying made m e feel much 
better.  

I scanned the area in search of a new friend. Cats are very 
intelligent beings. In this world a cat must be sma rt, cunning, 
and assertive. Otherwise, you'll live and die a suc ker.  

Even though I'd always been a patient cat, I couldn 't stay 
put indefinitely. After an hour of waiting, I decid ed to go 
deeper into the forest, where I could ponder about my next move.  

Right before I turned to leave, someone pulled a be ige-
colored trailer pulled into a parking space nearby.  I kept an 
eye on the trailer. Trailers often house good famil ies. That is, 
families who love companion animals. Being wealthy is a bonus.  
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The trailer was new and maintained quite well. It a ppeared 
to have all of the amenities needed for full securi ty and 
comfort.  

A family of three consisting of a couple and their son 
exited the trailer. The vacationers were grinning. Cats can 
detect subtle cues. Our awesome ancestors used thei r senses to 
help them survive in the wild.  

These vacationers needed a cat. Why not me?  
The couple walked away from their trailer in unison . Their son 
straggled behind. There was a short exchange betwee n the man and 
his son. Afterwards, his son went to his mother.  

The vacationers sounded like they were from the Can adian 
Maritimes. Some cats, like me, are very proficient at 
identifying dialects and accents.  

The vacationers went to the restrooms, located 
approximately fifty yards from their trailer.  

A short while later the vacationers exited the rest rooms, 
in unison. They looked like the Cleavers, all happy  and stuff.  

The husband handed his son a candy bar, and some bu bble 
gum. His son gave him an 'I love you' hug. After le tting go, the 
boy told his father that he loved him more than any one else in 
the whole world. Truly, a load of crap! I could tel l by the way 
his son was smirking, it was all an act.  

As soon as the vacationers spotted me, they stopped  in 
their tracks. The wife got down on one knee then si gnaled me to 
approach her.  

Suddenly, the wife's cell phone began to ring. As s oon as I 
showed interest in her, she told the person on the other end of 
the line to call back later. Then, she said her goo dbyes.  

I slowly 'crept' towards the woman. Although the 
vacationers seemed like they were friendly, with hu mans, you can 
never be absolutely certain. They can lash out at y ou, in an 
instant. Like a domesticated wolf/dog hybrid.  

"Hey kitty, don't be afraid of us! We've got two ca ts back 
home in Nova Scotia. One's a gray tabby, the other' s a Bengal. 
We miss them so much.  

We've got two houses back in Now Scotia. Most domes tic cats 
aren't too fond of horrific snow storms, or cold we ather.  

However, if a cat's living in a good home, with dec ent 
human companions, things will almost certainly run smoothly; 
even if they are living up north.  

Too bad we can't take you back home with us. We'd h ave to 
declare your presence to Immigration Canada, at the  port of 
entry. Quarantine, paperwork, and other stuff, woul d give us all 
a terrible headache. We hope you understand. I mean , we can't 
take the chance of getting caught smuggling you int o Canada.  
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Getting caught means much humiliation. A fine and a  ten 
year blotch on our record are also expected. Who th e hell wants 
that?  

Kitty, you have a country. It's not like you're sta teless, 
or anything. The United States is a very large coun try. You have 
your continental states, and as a bonus, Alaska and  Hawaii. Oh, 
we can't forget your territories.  

At the moment, we're heading to San Diego. You can tag 
along if you want. No charge, of course. You'll be our 'American 
guest'," said the wife.  

"Jeepers, I'd love to tag along! I'm trying to get to 
California. I know that it's quite a distance from Kansas. 
You're lift would be highly appreciated," I said.  

"Gosh, you must be lonely. Look, when we get to San  Diego, 
you can accompany us on our city-wide tour. We'll s how you the 
major sites then we'll drop you off at a good locat ion. As soon 
as we're done sightseeing in San Diego, we're going  up to 
Oregon. After Oregon, it's Washington. That'll be t he end of our 
visit to the United States.  

Afterwards, we'll enter Canada through British Colu mbia. If 
everything goes according to plan, we'll go due eas t from there.  

Our accent probably sounds a bit funny to you. You know 
something, you guys sound a bit funny to us. It's n ot a problem. 
Remember, we're all speaking the same language," sa id the 
husband.  

They seemed like a good family. Well, I didn't have  a 
choice, anyway. I either lived with them, or starve d without 
them.  

"Oh, we forgot to introduce ourselves: I'm Kathy Ol son, 
that's my husband, Tom, and our beautiful son, Sean ."  

Kathy petted me between the ears, then, she knelt d own and 
hoisted me off the ground. After looking into my ey es, she held 
me up against her chest, and kissed me between the ears.  

For that brief moment, I felt 'MARITIME LOVE', sink  deep 
into my veins. What a family! I wanted to convince the Olsons to 
take me with them to Nova Scotia. I figured people in those 
parts are laid back and friendly. Once again, I jus t wanted to 
live in a good home, with a decent family.  

After petting me, Kathy put me back on the ground. 
Afterwards, Tom hoisted me above his head then carr ied me into 
the trailer.  

Kathy and Sean followed us in. I got a sudden head rush. It 
looked like the Olsons were going to treat me with the utmost 
respect. If I could've just made them love me enoug h, I would've 
been able to go with them to Nova Scotia. I could'v e easily 
hidden underneath their baggage. I wouldn't make a sound, until 
we entered Canada. If, a customs officer became sus picious, I 



    

    

183 

 

could sink my beautiful body further into the bagga ge. In 
essence, I'd become an article of baggage. 

For this to happen, I'd have to contort my beautifu l body 
then freeze into a comfortable position. My eyes wo uld have to 
remain closed and my breathing would have to be sev erely 
curtailed. In the end, it would've been well worth it.  

As soon as we entered the trailer, Kathy placed me in a 
special 'kitty chair'. Then she slid over into the passenger's 
seat. Thankfully, she didn't forget to fasten her s eatbelt. Tom 
turned on the ignition then began his drive to Cali fornia.  

While Tom was merging into Highway 768 West, he loo ked to 
his left, to ensure that no oncoming vehicles would  clobber his 
trailer.  

When we were firmly entrenched into the highway, To m turned 
on the radio. He zoomed in on a soft music station.  For the time 
being, it calmed my nerves.  

Fifteen minutes into the drive, I slithered out of my kitty 
seat, then began to jounce around. Being a cat, I c ouldn't sit 
still for too long.  

Then, I leaped onto Kathy's lap. She was delighted.  I 
allowed Kathy to pet me, until I became too groggy.  At that 
point, I leaped off of her lap then headed for a co rner. Once 
there, I closed my eyes, then fell asleep.  

As I was enjoying my sleep, three bumps on the high way 
caused me to fully awaken. I'd been out for over th ree hours! 
Good for me. I was now closer to California.  

I noticed that Sean tapping on the back of his moth er's 
seat. She didn't seem to mind. However, I did. I fo und the 
tapping sound very annoying. Therefore, I made it c lear to Sean, 
through my body language.  

In response, Sean glared at me with his sinister ey es. He 
had envy and anger in his heart. I couldn't blame h im. However, 
I wasn't ready put up with his behavior.  

Later, Sean's tapping began to really annoy me. Eno ugh was 
enough! I couldn't take it anymore. I stared Sean d own. Then, I 
extended my claws and bared my incredible teeth! Th ankfully, 
that was enough to straighten him out.  

Sean was a smart-mouth little snot who needed to gr ow up. 
Although he was a preschooler, he behaved like a sp oiled baby.  

But, Sean was also a cute child. He had red hair, h azel 
eyes, and was freckled-faced and slim. His two fron t teeth 
appeared larger than normal, but very cute-looking.  Although he 
looked like the typical kid-on-the-block, far from it, he had a 
serious attitude problem.  

Cats must always be on the alert for sinister kids.  These 
kids have an incredible urge to lash out at someone ; especially 
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an animal. The object is normally perceived as bein g weaker, or 
non-threatening.  

A short while later, Sean removed his seatbelt, the n began 
to horse around. His parents didn't like that. Sean , however, 
was intent on doing his own thing.  

Tapping his mother's seat was no longer fun. Sean b egan to 
punch the back of her seat, without any let-up. Now , his mother 
gave him a word or two.  

"Sean, why can't you behave yourself, like Jody?!" shouted 
Kathy.  

Sean quieted down, without hesitation. It only last ed for 
ten short minutes. Afterwards, Sean began to bark l ike a dog. He 
was glaring at me the whole time. No doubt, Sean ha d built up a 
rivalry with me. I didn't feel that way towards him .  

After I'd had my fill of Sean's aggressive behavior , I 
smacked him across the face.  

As soon as my paw landed on Sean's cheek, he let ou t a 
scream! This caused Tom to swerve the trailer. He'd  been 
startled.  

"Sean, you must behave yourself! Otherwise, you'll regret 
it!" shouted Tom.  

It felt really nice hearing Sean get bitched out. 
"Kathy, I’ll pull over into the next rest area. Tha t way, 

we can have a word or two with our son. Afterwards,  we can use 
the restrooms and wash-up.  

Sean, your mom and I can punish you in the most pai nful 
way; without laying a hand on you. For example, we can keep you 
inside our trailer while we go to the movies. Or, w e can remove 
your television privileges as soon as we get back h ome. We know 
you wouldn't like that. We must have order and good  behavior in 
our family!" shouted Tom.  

"I’m sorry for being a naughty boy! I’ll be a good boy from 
now on," said Sean.  

Tom turned right at the next exit then glanced back  at me.  
Shortly afterwards, we were parked in the rest area . We 

were now in western Kansas. The terrain was flat, f rom every 
corner. The light westerly wind, and the blue sky, made it a 
nice day.  

As soon as Tom turned off the ignition, there was a  minute 
of total silence. I didn't know what to make of it.  Was it a 
family thing? I wondered.  

Then, the silence broke.  
"Sean, do you need to go pee-pee or poop-poop?" ask ed Tom.  
"No daddy, me no go," responded Sean.  
"What about me?" I asked.  
"Jody, we didn't forget you. Come with us. I'll fin d you a 

good spot to relieve yourself," said Tom.  
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After we exited the trailer, I disregarded what Tom  had 
said to me. I ended up running into a forested area  behind the 
tourism office. I couldn't wait for the Olsons. I h ad to go, 
really badly. I had no time to study the road or an y of the 
fixtures. As soon as I was out of sight, I relieved  myself. Boy, 
did it feel good!  

I was too shy to ask my 'new friends' for a litter box. I 
mean, they'd already given me free room, board, and  a very long 
ride.  

After successfully relieving myself, I returned to the 
trailer. As soon as I close enough to the trailer, I leaped 
through an open window, like a Bengal tiger. Althou gh it felt 
good, my landing was disastrous!  

My paws landed on Sean's head! He became infuriated ! 
Instantly, I leaped onto the interior carpet.  

"Sean, I'm so sorry! I was so excited about returni ng to 
this beautiful trailer, I forgot the basics of cat safety. No 
cat in the wild would've done what I just did. It w as foolish," 
I said.  

Sean glared at me then gritted his teeth. Since I n eeded 
the Olsons badly, I declined to go head-to-head wit h him.  

Backing away from a confrontation with Sean was a m istake. 
Thereafter, he began to tease me. He stuck out his tongue at me, 
cursed me (in a whispering voice), head butted me, and worst of 
all, he began to blow in my face.  

Sean took a breather for a few minutes. Then, he re sumed 
his evil activities, with a vengeance. He pinched m y tail then 
spat on me. I couldn't hold back anymore. I decided  to 
retaliate.  

My retaliation had to be lightening fast, because t he 
Olsons had slipped out of their trailer for a last minute 
breather. Now, they were approximately fifty yards away from the 
trailer.  

I bit Sean's right hand, then scratched his right s houlder. 
He cried then yelled out to his parents. I backed o ff, fearing 
that Sean's parents would hear his cries. Well, Sea n was a lot 
more evil than I could've ever imagined.  

After Sean wiped his eyes and cheeks with the back of his 
hand, he grinned at me. Indeed, it was an aggressiv e grin. What 
was he up to? I wondered.  

Sean stood up then peered out of the passenger wind ow. 
Afterwards, he quickly dropped his pants and underw ear.  

I was baffled by Sean's unusual behavior. He was a young 
boy, who certainly didn't know anything about the b irds and the 
bees. Well, I didn't have to wait for long to disco ver what he 
was up to.  
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First, Sean urinated on the interior carpet. Then, he bent 
over, and pushed as hard as he could. A large brown ish-greenish 
'log' dropped onto the interior carpet. It was real ly ugly-
looking. Instantly, the trailer stunk like hell. I tried to 
ignore it, but couldn't. 

All I could do was wait it out. I assumed Sean's pa rents 
would make him clean up the mess as soon as they en tered the 
trailer. Parents should never tolerate misbehavior from a child.  

Sean wasn't afraid, or apprehensive. Why? I wondere d.  
A short while later, Tom and Kathy were at the 'doo rstep' 

of their trailer. I was looking forward to Sean's s panking. He 
certainly deserved it.  

As soon as Tom and Kathy entered the trailer, I bra ced 
myself for an immediate onslaught. The stench would  no doubt hit 
them like a 'ton of manure'.  

"What the hell is that horrible smell?! We clean th e 
interior of our trailer at least once a week! This smell is new 
to us!" shouted Tom.  

"Honey, since it's not from us, it must be from one  of 
them," said Kathy.  

I stayed quiet. That was a fatal error!  
"Mommy, daddy, I know who went poop-poop! It wasn’t  me! 

Look! Jody’s the one who did it! Jody scratched me really badly. 
It hurts a lot! 

She bit me until I started crying! I just wanted to  pet 
her, and be best friend in the whole world. I love to cats! 
She’s a lion!" shouted Sean.  

"Damn you, Jody! I want you out of our trailer, now ! I 
don't want you near my family, ever again! We have a long 
vacation to enjoy! I don't want you to ruin it for us!  

You're a cat! Cats are supposed to be clean! Out! O ut!! 
Out!!! Get out of our freaking trailer, now!" shout ed Tom.  

Just before I exited the trailer, I glanced at Sean . I 
understood what his motive was. It was a case of ca t envy. Sean 
considered me the little sister who he could never compete with. 
Nor could he ever equal me in cuteness. Naturally, he felt 
threatened.  

Although I was pissed off at Sean, I didn't want to  
aggravate the situation by shouting at the Olsons. It wasn't my 
trailer, anyway. Furthermore, The Olsons had the op tion of 
calling the police.  

As far as the police would've been concerned, it wo uld've 
been an open and shut case. Sean was bleeding, brui sed, and had 
scratch marks on his body. If the VCOs had been nea rby, it 
would've been curtains for me!  

I exited the trailer in a state of confusion. No ma tter 
where a cat lives, there are always 'problem humans ' lurking in 
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the shadows. A cat must choose her human friends wi sely. A human 
can turn against his/her cat at any moment. The cat  may be sold, 
tossed out, abused, neglected, or used as a breedin g machine.  

In humanities' defense, let us not forget the count less 
kind and generous ‘ones’ amongst them. They are sca ttered 
throughout the world. They'll take a cat in, treat him/her as 
one of their own, and never betray the trust.  

The highest category of humans by cat standards, ar e those 
who stand up for our basic rights. They are animal 
protectionists.  

As soon as I exited the trailer, I headed straight for the 
forested area. A short while later I was deep insid e the forest. 
That's when I decided to slow down my pace.  

I ended up scaling a large tree, like my leopard co usins. I 
perched myself on a large branch. Indeed, I felt li ke a leopard 
scanning his/her territory.  

All was not good, however. Hunger, thirst, permanen t 
shelter, and a game plan, were issues that were lur king in the 
shadows. 

Cats, like other incredible predators, have both ph ysical 
and mental needs that must be satisfied. In additio n, California 
was still far away. Indeed, life's not a joke.  

I closed my eyes then fell into a deep sleep. I awa kened a 
few hours later, partially refreshed. I re-scanned the area then 
closed my eyes again. Unbelievably, I fell into ano ther deep 
sleep. I performed this act several times, before f ully 
awakening.  

Upon fully awakening, I descended from the tree the n slowly 
walked to the perimeter of the forested area. Once there, I kept 
a low profile then scanned the rest area. Although it was still 
dark, I used my incredible feline vision to zoom-in  on the 
digital clock 'pasted' in front of the entrance to the tourist 
office. It was 12:30 A.M.  

At the time, darkness seemed like a protecting frie nd. In 
darkness, I could hide, like a leopard in the night .  

The scent of food emanating from Jolson's Restauran t, which 
was nearby was causing me to go mad. I had to eat a nd drink! I 
couldn't have cared less how I acquired my nutritio n. Nobody 
seemed to care about my hunger. Why the hell should  I have care 
about theirs?  
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THAT'S MY FOOD!  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
I decided to break the basic rules of cat-human rel ations. 

Reader, please remember, I was famished! Therefore,  I had to 
resort to extreme measures, like snatching a meal f rom a human 
target. It was that pure and that simple. I couldn' t be a nice 
kitty because that would've gotten me nothing but s tarvation and 
desperation. 

You see, I had to choose a good target. After snatc hing the 
food, I'd scram. The target would have to be 'prey- like' and 
solitary. The less witnesses the better.  

I had to make my move before dawn. Otherwise, I'd l iterally 
be a sitting duck.  

I waited patiently until 2:15 A.M. Human traffic ha d slowed 
down considerably.  

Suddenly, four women left Jolson's Restaurant. One of them 
was on crutches. 

A few minutes later, a man exited a Volkswagen bug.  
Unfortunately, he was very tall and muscular. Also,  he was 
holding a baseball bat in his hand. Baseball bats c an be thrown, 
jabbed, poked, or swung at a cat. I wasn't ready me ss with this 
guy.  
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By 2:45 A.M., I was seriously considering snatching  food 
from the restaurant kitchen. My stomach was tossing  and turning. 
I just couldn't take it anymore!  

Thankfully, a geeky girl, with a pimply face, parke d her 
Trans Am nearby. Eureka! This was my golden opportu nity! 
Considering she was a teen, the cops wouldn't take her complaint 
seriously. Or, that's what I thought.  

Instantly, I began to drool, like a starving liones s. 
Thick, gooey saliva dangled from my mouth.  

I crouched down then waited patiently, and with ful l 
concentration. Certainly, I had to make it a succes sful snatch. 
I watched as the geeky girl walked to Jolson's Rest aurant. Boy 
was I hoping she was getting a takeout order!  

Beautiful! At 3:00 A.M., the geeky girl exited Jols on's 
Restaurant carrying 'my goodies' in her hand. This is it! I 
thought. There was no heading back. I had to have m y cake and 
eat it, too!  

I got ready then cautiously approached the geeky gi rl. No 
doubt, she was happy to have that delicious food in  her hand.  

In an incredible array of speed and agility, I spri nted 
towards the geeky girl then pounced on her right ar m. A split 
second later, I snatched 'my bag of food' from her hand. 

I felt like a hyena. What I did was quite insulting  to my 
feline identity. 

Thankfully, the geeky girl didn't have a chance in hell of 
stopping my incredible onslaught.  

As soon as my goodies were in the clutches of my in credible 
canines, I ran towards the forested area. I wanted to enjoy my 
meal without having to suffer the consequences of m y actions. I 
assumed that the geeky girl would walk away then cr y her brains 
out. I was dead wrong!  

Unfortunately, things didn't go as planned. The gee ky girl 
charged me like an elephant's stampede. Gosh, the g round shook 
underneath her 'pounding feet'. I had a sudden chan ge of 
tactics. I couldn't run into the forest. Things had  suddenly 
changed.  

I decided to run and run, knowing that I had to los e her, 
fast! Otherwise, the patrons of Jolson's Restaurant  would come 
out to see what was going on. No doubt, they too, w ould be on my 
tail.  

To make matters worse, the geeky girl began to shou t 
insults at me. As a result of her persistence, and insults, I 
decided to pick up the pace. I ran around the perip hery of the 
rest area, over and over again.  

I figured she'd pass out, or puke. Then, I could le ave the 
area.  
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I'm not taking anything away from cats, but, we've got an 
endurance problem. I mean, we're quick and fast as all hell, 
but, we can never be distance runners.  

To my shock and dismay, the geeky girl continued to  chase 
me, without any let-up. I kept turning back to see if she'd had 
enough. To my utter despair, she didn't let-up. Jee pers, even I 
began to feel a bit nauseous.  

"Come back here with my freaking food, you little h arlot! I 
just lost my husband to a beautiful bimbo. I'll be damned if I'm 
to lose my precious food to a little harlot like yo u! 

I will not let-up. I'm an experienced cat chaser! D amn you; 
I know your strengths and weaknesses! Cats can't su stain a full-
blast-run for too long!" shouted the geeky girl.  

The geeky girl almost had me there. Well, when I re alized 
that her husband left her for a bimbo, a touch of p leasure and 
happiness ran through my veins.  

But, I was also pissed off. The nerve of that girl!  How 
could any human call a cat a little harlot? No way,  she wasn’t 
going to take 'my meal' away from me.  

I stopped running in order to give her a mouthful.  
"You're a geeky-looking bimbo! If I was a man, I'd be 

disgusted by your very appearance!" I shouted.  
To my utter shock, the geeky girl had already begun  her 

retreat. Apparently, she'd used up all of her reser ves in the 
long chase. Her pomp was a bluff. I barely had enou gh strength 
to get away.  

I kept an eye on the geeky girl, until I was certai n that 
she couldn't see my next move. Otherwise, a large p osse of 
humans would be conducting a search for me.  

Lucky for me, the geeky girl went to the women's re stroom, 
crying her brains out.  

Because of my utter exhaustion, the forested area n ow 
looked like the only viable option for enjoying my meal. I 
entered the forested area in a state of utter dilap idation and 
confusion. Officially, the chase was over. But, I'd  learned a 
valuable lesson: next time, snatch food from a fat human.  

During the night, forest areas can be a safe haven for a 
cat; on the condition that there are no predators n earby. Our 
vision, hearing, speed, and reflexes, are better fo rmed than 
those of a humans'. Cats are also very agile. Indee d, our 
climbing abilities protect us from all non-climbing , non-flying 
enemies, except for humans. Humans can throw, toss,  spray, kick, 
fire, and launch a weapon/s at us.  

While strolling in the forest I spotted a large tre e just 
waiting to be climbed. As a precautionary measure, I decided to 
go back to the periphery of the forest to see what was going on. 
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I wanted to enjoy my meal. I wasn’t in the mood to be 
apprehensive while eating.  

I went back to the periphery of the forest, then cr opped my 
ears and opened my eyes really wide.  

The geeky girl took one last look at Jolson's Resta urant, 
then entered her Trans Am and drove away.  

The geeky girl owned a Trans Am. It's not like she was poor 
and/or homeless.  

I turned around then headed back into the forested area. 
Upon reaching a designated spot, I ripped the sac o f 'goodies' 
wide open, using my teeth and claws. Before my very  own eyes 
were two fish sandwiches, and tons of fries. Becaus e the salt 
content of the food was high, I'd have to consume m uch water 
afterwards.  

I ripped open the ketchup and pepper packets then g arnished 
my sandwiches and fries. I chomped down on every si ngle morsel, 
with intense pleasure. I had the dream meal of a ca t's lifetime.  

The fish sandwiches were fabulous. The fries were t hick, 
ruffled, and tasty. That's the way a cat likes them .  

As soon as I'd finished my meal, I spotted a raccoo n 
nearby. I let him get to within twenty feet of me b efore I bared 
my teeth, extended my claws, and hissed at him.  

The raccoon turned to his left then slowly walked a way. As 
an afterthought, I don't think he wanted to fight m e. I think he 
was looking for a pitiful handout. I didn't have an ything to 
give him anyways. I'd chewed my last morsel right i n front of 
him. But, if I'd had any food left, I wouldn't have  given him 
any of it. Look, I earned my bread and butter!  

Regarding the geeky girl, she could've easily repla ced her 
so-called 'missed meal'. All she'd had to do was re ach into her 
purse, and pull out a wad of money.  

If the geeky girl were to ever become poor, she cou ld 
easily go on welfare. On the contrary, a cat's life  on the 
streets is extremely rough. A cat can't find a norm al job in the 
human world. 

In addition, we don't qualify for state or governme nt aid. 
In fact, in some jurisdictions stray cats are consi dered vermin. 
That means if a human were to deliberately run one of 'us' over, 
no charges or fines would ever be laid. How can you  humans be so 
nasty to us?!  

While I was pondering about the remainder of my lif e, a 
sudden ill-feeling struck me like lightening. Someo ne was 
watching me!  

Suddenly, an unusual creature appeared before my ey es. It 
was the size of a large mouse, extremely ugly, and had 
incredibly menacing teeth. Not to mention large and  curved 
claws. Normally, a cat could easily size up another  animal. 
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However, this animal was so weird I didn't want to take any 
chances with it.  

I ran into the parking lot of the rest area. Then, I looked 
back to see if the 'ugly creature' was following me . Thankfully, 
it wasn't.  

That experience taught me about the possible danger s 
lurking within this planet. I decided to become mor e attuned to 
my surroundings. There are many creatures that have n't been 
discovered by humans, or even cats. These creatures  have 
incredible abilities when it comes to camouflage an d hiding. In 
other words, they don't want to be seen.  

I ran to the tourism office. As soon as I got there , I 
scaled it. I crashed out on the roof. I couldn't un derstand why 
I was sleeping so much.  

I awakened at 9:00 P.M., the following evening. It was time 
to continue my trek to California. I exited the res t area then 
walked due north on Haler Street. Haler Street woul d lead me 
straight to the highway.  

I was happy to have awakened fully freshened, and t o have 
gotten a free meal. But, I was extremely thirsty! ' Junky foods' 
usually contain too much salt, sugar, and/or fat.  

Thank GOD, while walking on Haler Street, I spotted  water 
gushing from a sprinkler.  

In an act of utter desperation, I ran to the sprink ler then 
licked off as much water as I could. Mind you, my b ody was also 
being washed.  

As soon as I felt completely satiated, I stopped li cking 
the water from the sprinkler. Afterwards, I continu ed my walk on 
Haler Street.  

Twenty minutes later, I spotted the entry ramp into  Highway 
768 West. As I was just about to make my move, I he ard a police 
siren. The patrol car was heading in my direction. Naturally, I 
couldn't have known that I was the target. After al l, what had I 
done to deserve being bitched-out, or arrested by a n officer of 
the law?  

However, as the patrol car quickly approached me, I  felt a 
chilly feeling throughout my body. I utterly froze.  It was like 
I'd turned into a statue.  

I'd been walking against traffic, in order to see a nd hear 
oncoming traffic. The fact that it was nighttime ga ve me a bit 
of a boost. I figured the officer wouldn't see me.  

When the patrol car got really close to me, I reali zed that 
the driver was a Kansas State Trooper (KST)! He had  a passenger 
with him. Gosh! I didn't know what to do!  

Why the hell was the KST blasting his ‘jack lightin g’ me? 
It began to look like he had a personal vendetta ag ainst me. Did 
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it have anything to do with that sac of food that I 'd snatched? 
I wondered. Now way! Impossible! Or, that's what I thought.  

A moment later, I found the patrol car within inche s of my 
beautiful tail. That's when I placed myself on red alert.  

I sprinted away as fast as possible. I kept running  and 
running, hoping to evade the KST.  

To my utter shock, the KST, continued chasing me do wn. I 
felt like a prey being chased by a lioness.  

The KST placed his patrol car parallel to me. As I was 
running, The KST and his passenger began to throw t aunts at me. 
In response, I gave them a word or two. As soon as I peered at 
them, I got the shock of my freaking life!  

The passenger was the geeky girl! I was a dead goos e! Or, 
should I say, a dead kitty. No wonder, the KST seem ed intent on 
teaching me a lesson. It was only a matter of time before I ran 
out of steam. After all, even a cat can't outrun a fully 
operational vehicle.  

I ran for another three miles, before scanning the area. 
There were two barbed wire fences, one on my left, and the other 
on my right. Game over!  

I stopped running then collapsed onto the shoulder of the 
road. I ended up landing on my side. I tried to get  up and run, 
but couldn't.  
I felt dizzy then I began to puke my brains out. Wh ile puking, I 
tried to keep an eye on my tormentors. Meanwhile, t he KST parked 
his patrol car just in front of me. He stuck his he ad out of the 
window then snarled at me. He looked like an enrage d rhino. 
Within a few seconds, my worst nightmare became rea lity.  

"Daddy, shoot that little cougar between her eyes! She must 
understand that some humans, like me, have fragile hearts. We 
don't like to be intimidated, or robbed by anyone. Especially a 
little harlot!" shouted the geeky girl.  

I felt like calling her an ugly freaking bitch, but  
couldn't because I was still puking my brains out.  

"I'm Trooper Bailey! I-AM-A-KANSAS-STATE-TROOPER! M y 
daughter and I love to see criminals, like you, get  their just 
desserts! Remember what Beretta used to say: DON'T DO THE CRIME, 
IF YOU CAN'T DO THE TIME!  

Kitty, take a look at that sign on your left. Yep, that 
one! It has the word PUKE, and '99', written on it?  Do you want 
to know why?"  

I used up most of my energy reserves to turn and ge t a good 
look at the sign. Yes, the word PUKE, and '99', wer e written on 
a large sign-post.  

I tried to answer KST Bailey, but couldn't, because  I'd 
heaved up another load of barf.  
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"In case you’re wondering why the word PUKE, and'99 ', are 
written on the sign, listen-up: ninety nine cats pr eceded you in 
this manner. My daughter and I have now 'punished' a total of 
one hundred freaking cats, for stealing her food. S tealing my 
precious daughter's food, that is. Every single one  of those 
critters showed utter disrespect towards my preciou s daughter.  

Every single cat that we chased down puked in the e xact 
same place. You see, you're just like those other ' thieving 
cats'.  

Ah, don't worry, kitty! I don't feel like shooting you. I 
just want to watch you puke your brains out. It's a  lot more 
entertaining, and fun," said KST Bailey.  

I continued my puking spree, without any let-up. Be ing on a 
dark road and facing two arch enemies wasn't exactl y helping 
any. What if Trooper Bailey and his geeky daughter decided to 
torment me even more? I wondered.  

"Kitty, you're just as dumb as your predecessors. D on't 
ever consider yourself a good cat," said Trooper Ba iley.  

"Daddy, inflict more pain on that little harlot! Lo ok at 
her! She's so geeky-looking!" shouted the geeky gir l.  

"Agnes, this is the best method of punishment! We c an enjoy 
ourselves by watching this cat puke her brains out.  This is 
fantastic justice!" exclaimed KST Bailey.  

Agnes, let's eat our sandwiches. Yummy burgers, fri es, and 
shakes have always made me drool. I've been eating this combo 
since childhood. You know, I shouldn't eat this typ e of food 
every day. My arteries are probably turning into cl ogged-up 
pipes," said KST Bailey.  

The Baileys began a cruel guffaw spree, while I dry -heaved 
my brains out. Yes, dry-heaved. There was no more f ood or liquid 
in my tiny stomach to heave up.  

The Baileys were enjoying the spectacle. How sadist ic of 
them!  

As soon as my condition began to improve, KST Baile y 
finished off his humiliation of me.  

"Kitty, you're not welcome in Kansas! Damn you! I d on't 
take any shit from two-bit criminals like you! You must leave 
Kansas, within an hour! Otherwise, I'll let Agnes h ave a field 
day with you! Now, get up! Move it! Go back to wher e you came 
from!" shouted KST Bailey.  

For a moment, I felt a rush of relief. I thought it  was 
over. As soon as I took a deep breath, Agnes exited  the patrol 
car. She snarled then approached me. Afterwards, sh e placed the 
sole of her right shoe on my neck then pressed hard . Her intent 
was to humiliate me. She kept up the pressure for a  whole 
minute, before releasing.  



    

    

195 

 

"You are a cougar! You hurt my feelings! You took m y food 
from me! I was very hungry and depressed. I'd just gotten 
jilted. I mean, what else was I supposed to do, but  eat? That's 
what most girls do after they've cried their brains  out," said 
Agnes.  

I felt like telling her to skip the cry baby act, a nd 
leave. Under the circumstances, I couldn't get myse lf to feel 
sorry for her. I just couldn't!  

I waited until the Baileys drove off, before stragg ling up. 
From there, I slowly slithered to the highway.  

Luckily, my strength returned quickly. I think that  the 
relief of the Baileys' departure may have had somet hing to do 
with it.  

It was late at night, and I was very exhausted. As such, I 
decided to enter an underpass. There, I could rest up until I'd 
fully recovered.  

When I reached the underpass, I decided to scale th e 
incline. There, nobody could see me. As soon as I'd  reached to 
top of the incline, I collapsed onto my side then p assed out.  

I dreamed that I was a prehistoric lioness, living on a 
lion's planet. It was really nice. Nobody messed wi th me, except 
the males of my species. Beside me were five cubs. They were the 
love of my life.  

But, things weren't perfect. I was on the alert for  
scavengers. They're like giant flies trying to conv erge on a 
pile of shit. You can wave them away as often as yo u like, but, 
they always come back; sooner, or later.  

In my dream, I fought off a giant lion who was tryi ng to 
kill my cubs. Apparently, he wanted to mount me. I didn't agree. 
As such, I fought him off. No way! I wasn't willing  to allow a 
two-bit lion to destroy my cubs! Nor was I going to  allow him to 
mount me, without my permission!  

Thereafter, I had one good dream after another. It was a 
remarkable morale booster. Considering what I'd bee n through 
with the Baileys.  
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  ROBERTO 'AMIGO' GARCIA  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
During my dream, I was abruptly awakened by the sou nd of an 

automobile horn. My body was catapulted two feet of f the ground. 
Indeed, even cats can be startled. Believe me it do es happen 
more often than you think. Cats were programmed to be on the 
alert. We're not supposed to be sleepy-heads, like many humans 
are. 

Unfortunately, this is one of the downsides of beco ming 
domesticated. We begin to pick up some of 'their' d irty habits, 
and physiological responses. Indeed, some of us are  'over 
domesticated'. Sometimes, the animal thinks that he /she is a 
human.  

I slowly descended from the incline, onto the stree t. 
However, I made sure not to let my guard down. A mi ddle aged man 
waved me over to his green van. I was a bit apprehe nsive, 
because it seemed like it was too good to be true.  

"Hey kitty, would you like some food? I've got milk , fish, 
bottled water, and much more! I'm going to Californ ia! Be my 
guest! Hop along! Please, don't be afraid of me!" e xclaimed the 
man.  

I didn't know what to think of it. Was he really si ncere? 
Or, was it a ploy? Well, out of desperation, I cont inued my 
descent from the incline, to the green van.  
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I'd heard stories of blitzkrieg-style attacks upon cats, by 
'creepy humans'. A cat must always be aware of this  important 
fact.  

As soon as I was within a couple of feet of the gre en van, 
I carefully studied the expression on the man's fac e. I 
determined that the man was in extreme anguish. Men tal anguish, 
that is. It appeared as though he was in a state of  deep 
depression. Also, as far as I could tell, he was a friendly 
human. I figured that a friendly/depressed human wa sn't a danger 
to me.  

"Hey kitty, I hope you don't mind accepting a ride from a 
kind Mexican American? I was born in Mexico City; a  very 
beautiful city. Unfortunately, we have too much pol lution, 
poverty, political unrest, and corruption. The Mexi can people 
are proud of their heritage.  

My name is Roberto 'Amigo' Garcia. My friends call me 
Amigo. I'm a proud Hispanic.  

What's your name, kitty?"  
I leaped into the van then grinned at Amigo.  
Amigo merged into Highway 768 West, then resumed hi s drove 

to California.  
My name is Jody Wilson, and I'm a proud feline!"  
"Jody, you should visit Mexico someday. Just be car eful 

when you re-enter your country. Some humans don't w ant any 
animals to cross into their border, unless accompan ied by an 
owner. Furthermore, ownership and health certificat es are 
required upon entry.  

Regarding humans, I don't respect the ones who ente r a 
country with the explicit purpose of selling drugs,  or breaking 
the law. People should respect their own countries,  and those of 
others. Pure and simple!  

Thankfully, there are many Mexicans who enter the U nited 
State as tourists, visitors, students, and as immig rants. You 
only hear about the ones who sneak across the borde r. Even many 
illegal Mexicans just want to work in the land of o pportunity. 
These ' illegal crossers' are extremely poor. They can't find a 
job in Mexico. So, they are forced to emigrate. 

Believe me, if the Mexican economy were to be drast ically 
improved, and was fair to its citizens the numbers of illegal 
crossers would be reduced to a trickle, or less. Th e vast 
majority of Mexicans would enter the United States as visitors, 
students, or legitimate immigrants.  

Jody, you shouldn't prejudge anyone. As a Mexican A merican, 
I've had some run-ins with individuals who stereoty ped me. Sure, 
I didn't like it. But, I went ahead and endured it.  

Look, when my parents formally immigrated to the Un ited 
States, they were already filthy rich. Because of t heir immense 
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wealth, going through U.S. Immigration was relative ly easy. When 
you've got big bucks, the immigration process tends  to be easier 
than if you're poor. I'm not talking about the Unit ed States, 
per se, but about the vast majority of countries in  this world.  

Sadly, my parents became too 'comfy' in the land of  
opportunity. Just a year after becoming citizens my  parents 
adopted alcoholism and gambling. 

My mother began to experiment with illicit drugs su ch as 
cocaine, booze, and gambling. Yes, gambling. For my  parents, 
gambling became a drug. It gives you the highs, low s, and 
addiction.  

You see, my parents hung out with rich folks who al so used 
illicit drugs.  

As time passed, my parents began to use alcohol as an 
escape mechanism. They were no different than many other 
alcoholics.  

It was only a matter of time before the alcohol, dr ugs, and 
gambling, took their toll. In effect, my parents' c asual habits 
became addictions.  

Jody, don't tell anyone what I'm telling you. Pleas e! Even 
blood kin," said Amigo.  

"Cats honor! I promise not to tell!" I said.  
"When I was a kid, I sometimes took a sip or two fr om my 

father's booze collection. Although it tasted reall y nasty in 
the beginning, later it became tasty. 

I started taking mini-gulps from various bottles. I  was 
searching for good-tasting, strong booze. Well, I f inally found 
what I was looking for!  

The first time that I puked my brains out from the booze 
was six months into my drinking routine.  

On that particular night, I'd decided to take large  gulps 
of booze, instead of the normal sipping.  

I'd learned a valuable lesson: thereafter, I'd only  drink 
good-tasting booze. No more yucky-tasting booze.  

A month later, on a Saturday evening, my parents we nt out 
to an all night dinner party. Well, I decided to dr ink my brains 
out. I broke my gulping routine, and began a binge- drinking 
routine. I finally felt like a young 'macho man'. W hy the hell 
shouldn't I booze it up? I'd asked myself. I just w anted to see 
what it was like to be wasted, as an adult.  

My parents didn't return from their dinner party un til late 
the next morning. If they'd seen me drinking, they probably 
would've encouraged me to keep on drinking. Really!  

At the time, my parents still held onto five superm arkets. 
Alberto's Supermarkets were each profitable enterpr ises.  

Sadly, because my parents were living in the fast l anes, 
one supermarket after another had to be closed. Imp roper 
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management, excessive spending, and living in the f ast lanes, 
sent our family into unemployment status.  

One day, we found ourselves out on the streets. No home! No 
business! No nothing! It was then that I began to h ave ill-
feelings towards my parents. Although, I still had some love for 
them in my heart, most of it was bitter repulsion.  

Jody it's tough being on the streets. Cats are bett er 
adapted to this than humans are. You guys can reall y get tough 
and bite the bullet, if need be. Humans living on t he streets 
must receive help from shelters, handouts, or becom e law-
breakers. Nobody wants to hire a dirty, stinky pers on.  

Hunger, thirst, exhaustion, confusion, apprehension , 
depression, anxiety, loneliness, fear, and withdraw al symptoms, 
hit us really hard.  

Thereafter my parents often wondered what it would' ve been 
like if they hadn't squandered their money on stupi d things.  

As for myself, I'd had it with my parents. Their 
squandering and utter stupidity was eating away at me.  

After a few days on the streets, we managed to buil d a 
makeshift cardboard home. As expected, we had to de fend 
ourselves and what little we had, with extreme fero city. 

Although most of the other homeless folks in the ar ea left 
us alone, there were some who were predatory and op portunistic. 
My parents had to physically fight off some of thes e creeps. 
Another thing, we stunk like hell. It only took a f ew days for 
our bodies to begin to stink. I was used to showeri ng twice a 
day. Even our breath became repulsive.  

Then, on a cool Monday evening, just a couple of we eks into 
our dreaded ordeal, my parents slowly 'slithered' a way from our 
cardboard home. Naturally, they did this in the mid dle of the 
night, while I was sound asleep.  

They'd managed to beg and steal enough money for tw o one 
way bus tickets to the east coast. How the bus driv er allowed 
them on his bus has puzzled me to this day. Maybe, my parents 
had an ace up their sleeve.  

A few hours after the shock, I decided to take a wa lk 
around the block. I was trying to think of a game p lan. I mean, 
I had to survive!  

Jody, luck hit me soon afterwards. While walking ar ound, I 
found two rolls of quarter on the sidewalk. I quick ly snatched 
the rolls then put them in my pocket.  

The first thing I did was call Aunt Rosa. After I t old her 
what'd happened, she began to cry.  

By the following morning, I'd become a new resident  at my 
Aunt Rosa Garcia's home. Jody, it felt very nice to  be inside a 
real house, again.  
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Jody, understand that I had to walk a total of 25 m iles to 
get to her home. I couldn't ask her for a ride. I s tunk like 
hell.  

Aunt Rosa taught me good morals and ethics. As a re sult, I 
studied hard, worked, and behaved like a good citiz en. I 
respected the rights of others and bettered myself.  

Jody, I want to tell you another story. It happened  in 
Grande, California, on a beautiful Saturday morning . Although I 
was only a kid at the time, I've never forgotten th e tragedy.  

It was before I started drinking. My brain and mind  were 
still clear and normal.  

At the time, my best friend in the whole world was a cat 
named Julia. Jody, you look like her. That's why my  eyes are 
flowing with tears.  

My friends and I used to play with Julia. She liked  being 
one of the 'fellows'. We'd never allow a human girl  to join our 
group. However, we made an exception for Julia. I m ean, she was 
a cat.  

We fed Julia as well as we could. In fact, she love d 
Mexican food so much she'd often lick her face afte r each meal. 
Then, roll onto her side, for more. Tacos were her favorite.  

For several months, my friends and I had an incredi ble 
friend. Unfortunately, we took Julia for granted. B ut, we also 
cared about her dearly, knowing that dangers were l urking 
nearby. Whenever we were playing near a street, we' d remind 
Julia not to cross it before looking both ways, fir st.  

It worked well for a while. Well, until that dreade d day. I 
mean, the day that we let our guard down.  

There were five of us, including Julia, playing cat ch. We 
were having the time of our lives. For some reason,  we'd 
forgotten to remind Cynthia about the rules for cro ssing the 
street. My friends and I assumed that Julia would a lways look 
both ways before crossing the street.  

Disaster struck a short while later! Julia fetched my ball, 
into Apple Street. That's when she was struck by a speeding red 
sports car! Apparently, the driver was being chased  by the 
police. He was driving 80 mph in a residential area . If the 
accident had occurred during school hours, there wo uld've been a 
bloodbath. 

Julia was catapulted twenty five feet into the air.  As soon 
as she dropped onto the ground, we heard a splatter . Then, she 
was flattened by the same speeding car. It was a te rrible sight. 
Julia had been disemboweled, crushed, and flattened .  

My friends and I were shocked! Jose' wrapped Julia' s body 
inside a rolled-up newspaper. Afterwards, my friend s and I took 
Julia out into an open field. After scanning the ar ea, we 
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quickly dug a large hole then buried our beloved fr iend. 
Afterwards, we filled up the hole.  

Many students at our school had known Julia. Upon h earing 
of her death, some of them burst into tears. We wan ted the blood 
of the creep who 'MURDERED' our Julia!  

I was angry at the driver who killed my best friend  in the 
whole world! To add insult to injury, we later disc overed that 
the creep driver was a big-time drug dealer. Drug d ealers 
destroy many lives. They're probably the worst type  of criminals 
around.  

'Martini', as they called him, was also a big booze r. He 
loved Martinis. He was known to guzzle down one dri nk after 
another, until it was time to use heavy drugs.  

Although I had intense hatred and anger towards Mar tini, 
major depression caused me to fall into an incredib le stupor. I 
almost quit on life. Thankfully, my friend Bruce co nvinced me to 
be patient and faithful. That's probably what Julia  would've 
wanted me to do," said Amigo.  

The cat in me wanted to know more about Amigo. Like wise, I 
was intent on telling him more about myself; withou t going into 
intimate details.  

"Jody, you sound like you're from the Midwest. Are you?" 
asked Amigo.  

"Yes, I'm from Missouri. I'm very pleased to meet y ou. 
Please forgive my shaggy appearance. I'd just finis hed a barfing 
episode prior to meeting you," I said.  

"Oh Jody, I hope you feel better now. Cats are usua lly more 
resilient than humans. When I was in High School, m y buddies 
once went on an all-night binging spree. By early m orning, each 
one of us had puked his brains out at least three t imes. My 
stomach hurt for five whole days. I never drank Bou rbon again! 

Thereafter, I understood that sobriety was the only  way. 
Unfortunately, I still haven't kicked the habit yet . I'm down to 
20 percent of what I drank back in Jr. High. If I d on't look 
after myself who will?  

Although Aunt Rosa helped turn me into a much bette r 
person, I still had traces of the old Amigo in me.  

Now, my cousin Fernando was born in the United Stat es. He 
studied and worked his ass off. I'm very proud to s ay that 
Fernando Garcia is now a professor of Business Admi nistration, 
at Yale University. Fernando did exactly what his p arents 
would've wanted him to do. He was patient, faithful , and very 
hard-working. Adversity was something to be conquer ed, not 
feared or avoided.  

Fernando is 45 years-old, and presently lives in 
Providence, Rhode Island. He has a beautiful wife, and two 
children. Indeed, Fernando has attained the North A merican 
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dream. He lives in a large house, with a beautiful yard, and a 
white picket fence, along with two lovely cats.  

Although I tried to better myself, things didn't go  quite 
as well for me. I tried to stop binge drinking in h igh school, 
but couldn't. That's why I'm a manual laborer. Play  now, cry 
later," said Amigo.  

Amigo had tears dribbling down his cheeks. He was i n dire 
straits. I gently pawed his right cheek, drying his  tears in the 
process. Amigo, in return, smiled at me.  

Afterwards, Amigo turned on the radio, setting the tuner on 
108 FM. Apparently, Amigo liked jazz music.  

Amigo patted me on the head. I could tell he wanted  to know 
if I liked the music. In response, I placed my paws  on his right 
thigh then grinned at him. I made certain not to ap pear 
aggressive. In return, Amigo smiled at me then pett ed me between 
the ears, for a whole minute. It doesn't sound like  long, but, 
he was driving a vehicle on the highway. I was cert ain that 
Amigo liked me. I liked him, too. At this stage, my  'feel' for 
Amigo was still conditional. I needed to know more about him.  

I didn't want Amigo to hurt my feelings. Humans are  
notorious for this kind of behavior. Not all humans , but plenty 
of them. Using 'them' then dumping them. Never mind , the 
animals' feelings.  

Amigo looked into the rear-view mirror, slowed down , then 
pulled over into the shoulder of the highway. Now, I was a bit 
confused. I wasn't sure if he was going to toss me out of his 
van, or give me a lecture.  

After coming to a complete stop, Amigo turned off t he car 
radio, then the ignition. Afterwards, he reached in to his glove 
compartment then removed a large bowl. After placin g it near me, 
he reached behind his seat, then took hold of a can  of cat food.  

Wow! What a freaking coincidence! Amigo just happen ed to 
have a can of cat food in his Toyota.  

After Amigo blew me a kiss, he removed the lid off the can 
then pointed his index finger at my watery mouth. I  got up on my 
hind legs, and licked Amigo's neck.  

Although I wasn't hungry, cats on the streets know that 
free meals can sometimes be less common than a pink  elephant 
sighting.  

I sniffed the contents, just in case the food was p oisoned. 
Afterwards, I gorged on everything in sight.  

Amigo brought forth another can of cat food. The sa me 
process was repeated a total of five times. After t he fifth can, 
I'd had enough of fleshy foods. You know what I’m t alking about. 
Imagine that you've just eaten twenty pancakes, wit h large dabs 
of syrup and margarine on them.  
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Amigo then brought forth a carton of milk. After op ening 
the carton, he held it above my head. He allowed th e milk to 
slowly dribble into my beautiful mouth. I enjoyed e very single 
drop!  

To my astonishment, Amigo removed another bowl from  his 
glove compartment then poured bottled water into it . As soon as 
he placed the bowl beside me, I began to lick the w ater. It was 
very tasty, clean, and cool. Somehow, I felt a bit confused. 
Everything was conveniently in place.  

As soon as I finished off the water, I placed my ri ght paw 
on Amigo's right hand. For twenty seconds, there wa s dead 
silence. Then, I withdrew my right paw. Amigo grinn ed at me then 
petted me between the ears. 

Now, I was almost certain that Amigo had had a func tional 
problem in his left hand. I noticed that he never g rasped the 
steering wheel with his left hand. He controlled it  with his 
left forearm, just below his wrist. Yes, he had a b ig problem in 
his left hand. Cats are preprogrammed to spot weakn ess, fear, 
and illness, in other beings. After all, our ancest ors were 
super-predators.  

“Jody, I enjoy feeding cats. Watching you eat helps  lowers 
my pulse and blood pressure. You eat like Julia.  

Besides, I'm in a good mood. I recently found out t hat I'd 
inherited five thousand dollars from a wealthy Mexi can uncle. 
I'm so freaking happy! The woman I marry will live in a 
beautiful house, surrounded by a white picket fence , and a 
gigantic lawn," said Amigo.  

I felt absolute pity for Amigo. What kind of house can you 
buy for five thousand dollars? None!  

Amigo turned on the ignition then continued his dri ve to 
California. A short while later we entered Colorado .  

I was getting a free ride, from a very kind human. He fed 
me with no strings attached. Thankfully, I didn't h ave to jump 
through burning hoops.  

Everything was going just fine, until we heard poli ce 
sirens a few hundred yards behind us. Naturally, Am igo moved 
into the far right lane then slowed down.  

I sensed that something was wrong. I decided to sta y quiet. 
Amigo was such a nice guy; he'd feel hurt if I susp ected him of 
being a criminal.  

To my utter shock, the Colorado State Trooper (CST)  
positioned his patrol car behind Amigo's van. Amigo  was 
terrified! He'd just inherited five thousand dollar s. The last 
thing he needed was an arrest, or a fine.  

"Pull over into the shoulder of the highway! I'm St ate 
Trooper Jeffries!"  
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Amigo slowed down his van, then pulled over into th e 
shoulder of the highway. After coming to a full sto p, Amigo 
turned off the ignition.  

Amigo looked like he was about to puke his brains o ut. If 
he had, I would've followed in his footsteps. I cou ld never 
tolerate human puke. Gosh, it's the smelliest and u gliest!  

The Colorado State Trooper exited his patrol car th en 
cautiously approached Amigo's van.  

I instinctively hid underneath my seat. The presenc e of a 
blue bowl, five empty cat food cans, a carton of mi lk that'd 
been partially emptied of its contents, and the 'sc ent' of a 
cat, would be hard to explain. That is, if our 'nem esis' had 
made an inquiry.  

"Hello, I'm Trooper Jeffries.  
Sir, there's a dangerous kitty on the loose! Somebo dy saw 

this kitty enter a van. Please, be aware of your su rroundings. 
Do not allow any cat to 'bum' a ride off you.  

This kitty mauled the daughter of a Kansas State Tr ooper. I 
take this type of crime personally! Kansans are our  neighbors. 
'Colorado Lawmen' believe in the brotherhood of the  law! Indeed, 
this is a very serious offense! Be careful, this pa rticular 
kitty uses her charm and good lucks to befriend uns uspecting 
humans.  

Out of curiosity, have you seen this cat? Or, did y ou give 
her a ride anywhere? If you don't have any relevant  information 
for now, but do at a later time, call the police!"  

"No officer, I haven't seen a cat for over a month, " 
replied Amigo.  

"Are you absolutely certain?" asked Trooper Jeffrie s.  
"Citizen's honor; I’d never lie to a law man! I alw ays obey 

the laws of the United States of America! Really!  
Trooper Jeffries, I'm a swell guy! I'd never lie to  a law 

man. Especially a marvelous law man like you. You'r e so tall, 
confident, strong, handsome, and intelligent. You’r e like 
Marshall Matt Dillon," responded Amigo.  

"Gosh! Do you really mean that?" asked Trooper Jeff ries.  
"I certainly do!" replied Amigo.  

Trooper Jeffries swallowed Amigo's entire complemen tary slab of 
manure. Indeed, Trooper Johnson was a gullible idio t.  

"All right, you can go. Good luck in your future ve ntures," 
said Trooper Johnson.  

Amigo turned on the ignition then drove off. Troope r 
Johnson tailed us for a few miles. Maybe he was fla ttered by 
what Amigo said about him. Who knows?  

A short while later, Trooper Johnson zoomed by us. Amigo 
waited until the coast was clear, before pulling ov er into the 
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shoulder of the highway. Somehow, I sensed that som ething was 
wrong.  

As soon as Amigo turned off the ignition, he lowere d his 
head then began to weep. Tears streamed down his ch eeks with the 
force of Niagara Falls. Why was Amigo crying? I won dered.  

"Amigo, what's wrong? I hate to see you cry! You've  been 
very kind to me.  

Most drivers couldn't care less about a lone cat, l ike me. 
You found it in your heart to stop, and give me a f ree ride," I 
said.  

"Jody, I lied to Trooper Johnson. Worse yet, I used  my 
citizenship of the United States of America as a we apon of 
deceit. I'm so ashamed of myself. How can I become a good 
citizen again?" asked Amigo.  

"Amigo, you're a very nice man. Trooper Johnson was  only 
making an inquiry about a so-called dangerous cat. You weren't 
lying to protect yourself. You lied to protect your  friend. As 
far as I'm concerned, it's all over. I'm sure it'll  never happen 
again," I said.  

"Jody, you're a wonderful cat. I mean that from the  bottom 
of my heart. Just looking at you makes me feel bett er," said 
Amigo.  

After Amigo complemented me, he showed me the palm of his 
right hand. It was soaking wet. I was surprised tha t Trooper 
Johnson didn't suspect any foul play. Maybe, Troope r Johnson did 
notice something unusual about Amigo's demeanor. Ma ybe, Trooper 
Johnson was in a forgiving mood.  

Amigo turned on the ignition then resumed his drive  to 
California. I couldn't help but notice that there w as something 
odd about Amigo's left hand. It was a bit swollen a nd 'darkish'. 
I stayed quiet about it for the time being.  

"Now, just relax and be patient. California's waiti ng for 
us," said Amigo.  

We drove through Colorado for several hours, then p ulled 
into a rest stop and slept for a short while.  

Upon resuming our journey, the warning 'beep' and t he 'red 
flash' from the gas tank gauge alerted us. The gas tank was 
almost empty!  

"Amigo, your gas tank's almost empty. It's almost m idnight! 
Please, find a gas station, immediately!” I shouted .  

Amigo turned into the next exit ramp, then began to  
earnestly search for a gas station.  

It's very stressful to drive when your vehicle is l ow on 
gas. It’s worse when you’re in unfamiliar territory , and in the 
middle of the night. As expected, we got the jitter s.  

Amigo slowed down, then petted my back. It felt goo d. Some 
humans really know how to pet a cat.  
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Amigo entered a rest area, looked around then drove  off. 
Too bad, a gas station nearby was closed. I cringed .  

Amigo drove several more miles, before entering Mar ble, 
Colorado. I convinced him to stay on Jerry Street. After driving 
for several minutes, I spotted a gas station that w as still 
open. It was on the right side of Jerry Street, app roximately a 
hundred yards from our position.  

"Amigo, there's a gas station, over there! Please, slow 
down then head straight for it. I'm so excited! You  can't 
imagine how I feel!" I exclaimed." 
 

"Jody, you're an incredible cat! It's nice having s mart 
company," said Amigo.  

After pulling into the gas station, Amigo parked ne xt to 
pump number two. He turned off the ignition then ex ited his van.  

It took roughly five minutes to pay the attendant, fill up 
the gas tank, and leave.  

"Jody, this quantity of gasoline in my van will be enough 
to take us clear out of Colorado.  

Suddenly, my eyelids felt like they weighed a hundr ed 
pounds each. It was time for a long rest.  

I 'zonked out' for several hours. By the time I'd a wakened, 
we were already in northern New Mexico. Amigo was t aking the 
scenic route to California. I couldn't have cared l ess which 
route we took. I just wanted to get to California! Who was I to 
complain?  

"Jody, I want to show you something. But, I must tu rn at 
the next exit, first. Also, I really want to get to  know you 
better. I can't do that very well if I'm groggy dri ving on the 
Highway," said Amigo.  

Amigo turned into the next exit then continued to d rive 
until he could no longer open his eyes properly. Am igo's yawning 
became significantly more frequent. I became appreh ensive. 
Certainly, it's very dangerous to drive while grogg y. When 
you're groggy, moments are spent with eyes closed a nd in a state 
of semi-sleep. In that moment, a terrible accident can occur.  

Amigo began to search for a motel. It was almost 5: 00 A.M. 
The sun was getting ready to manifest itself. As su ch, I asked 
Amigo to skip the search, and just pull over into a  secluded 
area.  

Also, I asked him to roll down my window so I could  exit 
the van later. I'd had more than enough sleep. It w as now waking 
time!  

Amigo did exactly as I asked him to do. I was lucky  to have 
an incredible friend. What was going to happen to m e when Amigo 
arrived at his final destination? Humans have an in credibly 
notorious reputation for dumping their cats, like h eaps of 
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garbage. I'm not saying that 'most' humans would do  that. I'm 
saying that 'some' would.  

I braced myself for the worst case scenario. Even a  sweet 
guy like Amigo could easily turn into a 'cat dumper '. As soon as 
he perceived me as excessive baggage, I'd be out of  his life, 
forever.  

It's rather difficult for a cat to leave a good fri end; 
even when that friend is a human. Some humans think  that 'we 
cats' don't feel love. They think that cats are lik e Vulcans. 
Enough with the Descartes philosophy!  

Amigo turned into a side street then drove for two blocks, 
before coming to a full stop. Then, he turned off t he ignition, 
and fell asleep.  

Meanwhile, I leaped through the opening in the wind ow then 
strolled around the neighborhood for a few hours.  

When I'd had enough of sightseeing, I returned to A migo's 
van.  

As soon as I was inside Amigo's van, I laid on my b ack. 
Then, I began to play with my imaginary friends. No  ... I'm not 
sick! Cats like to play with imaginary friends. The y like to do 
this when they’re alone.  

At 10:15 A.M., we were abruptly awakened by a tappi ng 
sound. Tapping on Amigo's window was a tall, ugly-l ooking 
policeman. As soon as Amigo fully awakened, the pol iceman 
stopped tapping on the window.  

"Hey, open-up! I demand to speak to you! I'm Office r 
Warren! I work for the Worthington Police Departmen t. We don't 
'appreciate' transients, or strangers, in our town.  

Amigo rolled down his window, then apologized to Of ficer 
Warren. Thankfully, it worked.  

"Officer, we're incredibly sorry for sleeping insid e my 
van! We're going to California. My friend and I hav e been on the 
road for many hours. I'll drive to the next town th en find a 
good motel to stay in.  

Officer Warren, I'm a hard-working man. I obey and respect 
the law," said Amigo.  

"That's fine! But, you're not allowed to sleep in y our 
vehicle. In Worthington, we don't tolerate this kin d of 
behavior.  

The municipal bylaw pertaining to your actions call s for a 
fine. I won't fine you this time. But, if you do it  again, I'll 
hit you with a magnanimous fine!  

On another note, I'm glad that you're a hard-workin g man 
who respects the law. I've heard every line possibl e. I've seen 
the scum of the earth pass through our town. So, if  you know 
what's good for you, leave!" exclaimed Officer Warr en.  

Amigo turned on the ignition, said goodbye then dro ve off.  
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A short while later we were back on the highway. Am igo and 
I were thankful that Officer Warren allowed us to l eave, without 
taking down our names.  

"Jody, I want to give you some good advice. Wheneve r you 
meet a human being for the first time, place yourse lf on yellow 
alert! Placing yourself on red alert, over and over  again, would 
be hazardous to your physical and mental health.  

Regarding strangers, you may end up getting a smack  across 
the head, a pat, a petting between the ears, or som ething in 
between. If you're one of those truly unlucky cats,  maybe you'll 
be 'kitty-napped', tortured, or even killed. Many h umans like me 
love cats. The spectrum is wide; from love to hate;  from 
acceptance, to outright rejection.  

Once in a blue moon, you'll find a human who truly gets off 
on tormenting animals, especially cats. The victim' s pain will 
be much greater than the average human political pr isoner can 
ever imagine.  

Sadists sometimes reserve their utmost cruelty for animals. 
Unfortunately, cats are often their favorite target s. There's 
almost no limit to what they can do to a poor, defe nseless 
kitty, especially a companion animal that lives in a house or in 
the countryside. In essence, nobody will know what' s going on in 
the offender's home.  

On a related note: there are many humans, young and  old, 
who are also being tormented at home. Remember, bab ies can't 
convey their story, said Amigo.  

"Have you ever seen a cat that was being tormented? " I 
asked.  

Instantly, Amigo broke down. He kept crying and cry ing. I 
thought he was about to have a heart attack, on the  spot!  

I convinced Amigo to exit the highway, then to driv e to a 
rest area. Thankfully, he obliged me. The sudden ch ange in 
direction helped to calm Amigo down.  

A short while later Amigo parked his van in a rest area. 
Now, we were ready to talk.  

"Yes, I have seen a cat being tormented.  
When I was four years-old, I took a long walk throu gh the 

streets of my home town. I ended up walking through  the bad part 
of town. What happened thereafter would haunt me fo r the rest of 
my life.  

While I was walking on Greene Street, I took notice  of a 
group of teenagers 'hovering' over a defenseless/te rrified cat. 
Three boys were holding down the cat, and a girl sh oved a lit 
firecracker up its anus. You know the rest.  

I ran home, crying my brains out! I went straight i nto my 
room and didn't speak to anyone until I finished cr ying. Believe 
me my crying spell lasted for two whole hours.  
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Jody, we mustn't forget the millions upon millions of 
humans around the world who love and respect the an imals in 
their care. In addition, there are many animal acti vists around 
the world who diligently work to protect animals. 

These individuals work for little or no pay. Only a  few of 
them make big bucks.  

Jody, a good family will make their cat feel right at home. 
The animal receives sufficient food, water, shelter , veterinary 
medical care, and tons of love," said Amigo.  

Amigo rested his head on the steering wheel then be gan to 
weep like a child. I waited it out, not wanting Ami go to think 
that I was insensitive.  

Several minutes later, Amigo turned on the ignition  then 
drove back to the highway.  

Amigo continued his drive on the highway for anothe r hour 
then turned into an exit ramp. He entered a rest ar ea then 
parked his van. Both of us were exhausted and depre ssed. We 
decided to stay inside the van for a few hours.  

We ended up sleeping like babies. Luckily, there wa sn't a 
single interruption. No police officers or state tr oopers 
tapping on the window.  

As soon as Amigo and I awakened, we felt our stomac hs 
growl. It sounded like there was a roaring lion my stomach.  

"Amigo, I'm very hungry. I know that you're hungry,  too. We 
need to get some food into our system, pronto! I ex claimed.  

Amigo rubbed his eyes, turned on the ignition then drove to 
the nearest town. It didn't take us long to find on e.  

Sunnyvale, California is a beautiful little town of  roughly 
20,000 inhabitants. It seemed too pleasant to be tr ue. 

"Jody, I'm looking for a supermarket. I'll purchase  the 
best foods that my money can buy. Afterwards, we'll  have to find 
a secluded place to eat in. I'm very hungry, and I don't want to 
be bothered by anyone, except by my dear kitty. You 're a very 
sweet cat. I'll enjoy eating with a splendid cat li ke you," said 
Amigo.  

Amigo drove around for ten minutes, before spotting  a 24-
hour restaurant. I was hoping he'd get our food fro m there.  

I could smell the roast beef inside the restaurant kitchen. 
Amigo and I were under the 'hypnotic scent' of the roast beef!  

Amigo turned right then pulled into a parking space , in 
front of Joey's Meat House. It seemed like a good p lace.  

After Amigo parked his van, he turned off the ignit ion. 
After scanning the area, he removed the keys from t he ignition.  

Amigo rolled down his window six inches, then grinn ed at 
me. I assumed that he wanted me to stay behind. No problem. As 
long as I got my food, everything would be just fin e.  
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Some humans are outright stupid. They park their ve hicles 
in the blistering sun, without rolling down any of the windows. 
Then, they go shopping while their companion animal 's dying of 
heat exhaustion. Dogs pant, and sweat from their pa ws. That's 
it! We cats have our own problems, being left out i n the heat. 
Don't forget the extreme cold.  

When it's hot outside, a vehicle's interior can bec ome a 
furnace. Sometimes, the animal therein dies an agon izing death.  

In order to correct this problem, one of the car wi ndows 
should be slightly ajar. But then, insects love to slurp animal 
blood. Therefore, precautions must be taken against  this. 
Furthermore, a car should never be parked directly under 
sunlight, during the warmer months.  

We decided to bypass the restaurant, in favor of Jo hnson's 
Supermarket. Johnson's Supermarket was very large, beautiful, 
and contained incredible stockpiles of food.  

Amigo exited his van then walked to Johnson's Super market. 
Meanwhile, I was drooling like a hungry lioness. Th ere was 
nothing on my mind but food and liquids.  

A short while later, Amigo returned to his van carr ying a 
couple of grocery bags. Although I was excited abou t eating, I 
noticed that Amigo's left hand appeared more frigid , swollen, 
and sickly-looking. My suspicions became unbearable  after seeing 
Amigo carrying both grocery bags in his right hand.  

As Amigo got closer to his van, I also noticed that  he'd 
developed rings underneath his eyes. The long trip had taken a 
toll on him. In fact, he was sweating bricks.  

Amigo entered his van then gently placed both groce ry bags 
beside me. Then, his cell phone rang. He waited unt il the third 
ring before answering.  

It was apparent from the onset of the conversation that 
something was wrong. Amigo kept glancing at me. The n, his face 
paled. A few seconds later, it reddened.  

I knew it was bad news. Bad news for me, that is. W as the 
person on the other end of the line a cat-hater? I asked myself.  

Look, this person had never laid eyes on me. How co uld 
he/she have hated me?!  

"Jake, please don't say that! My friend Jody's a sw eet 
kitty. I love her! Yes, I want to bring her with me  to our 
secret location in California!  

No way! I can't accept that! You can't stop me! Wha t will 
you do to her?!" asked Amigo.  

Amigo turned his cell phone off then lowered his he ad. He 
looked like a defeated/humiliated man.  

I figured the person on the other end of the line w as 
tougher than Amigo. Amigo wasn't being forthright w ith me. I 
wondered why?  
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"Jody, I'm very sorry. I have to drop you off at th e 
nearest town. But, I'll make sure that the town's n ear a large 
city, just in case you become bored with small town  life. Please 
don't hate me. I have no choice in the matter. I lo ve you, like 
my own flesh and blood," said Amigo.  

Amigo was now crying. I comforted him then spoke my  mind.  
"Amigo, I promise to always remember you as an incr edible 

friend. Cat's honor, I'll stand by my every word. A migo, you're 
the cream-of-the-crop.  

"Please, Jody, understand my predicament. Just look  at my 
wrist! It's swollen. I've got freaking partial para lysis in my 
wrist!  

Jody, please forgive me! I lied to you. Not about m y cat 
friend, or my parents. I pumped myself up, so you'd  respect me. 
In reality, I've committed many criminal acts. Also , I'd worked 
in treacherous and criminal jobs.  

Jody, I used to work in a meat packing plant. Times  were a 
bit rough, back in those days. The 'Administration'  sent out 
recruits to hire 'special workers'. They preferred individuals 
who were either illegal, couldn't speak ‘the langua ge’ well, a 
bit stupid, extremely desperate, or felons. If you had all the 
aforementioned characteristics, you had a guarantee d job.  

Although I was a citizen and spoke the language flu ently, I 
did the job anyway. You see, I have a criminal reco rd. I 
actually did hard time for selling drugs, pimping, and grand 
theft larceny. I'm a career criminal.  

Luckily, this packing plant was notorious for hirin g 
criminals, and 'others'.  

The work was often dangerous and exhausting. I cut slabs of 
meat all day long. Sometimes I worked deep into the  night. After 
a month on the job, I began to feel pain in my left  wrist.  

Anyhow, I went to see the supervisor about my probl em. I 
explained to him, in detail, what was happening. I also told him 
about some of the other workers' physical and menta l ailments.  

My supervisor called me a lazy freaking sloth! In a ddition, 
he told me that I could never be a 'true person'. F inally, my 
supervisor told me that my job had no benefits. Bel ow minimum 
wage, and that's freaking all!  

After my supervisor had finished humiliated me, the  owner 
of the meat packing plant entered the supervisor's office.  

The owner was mean, cold, and blunt. He threatened me, 
point blank! He told me that if I ever tried to lod ge a 
complaint against the plant, I'd be fired on the sp ot. Worse 
yet, he'd send the 'big boys' to take care of me. T hen, he told 
me to be a 'good idiot'.  

Finally, he made some horrific racial remarks about  my 
heritage. He called me a 'citizen foreigner'.  
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Jody, I'd seen the big boys. Plant workers called t hem 
'recalcitrant busters'. Jody, they're tough and rea lly ugly-
looking. Just like in the movies. Stories about the m had been 
told by other workers.   
 

Jody, I was always hungry, confused, and lonely! I needed 
money, badly! At the plant, payment was in cash; sm all bills and 
many coins. I had to endure exhaustion, lack of sle ep, sharp 
wrist pain, and incredible amounts of racism. It wa s so bad the 
low-level workers discriminated against each other.  

After two years on the job, my left wrist began to stiffen 
and swell, to the point of outright intolerance. My  right wrist 
was much better. However, that wasn't enough to kee p me on the 
job. Meat packers must be fast, accurate, and machi ne-like. 
Well, like automatons. Also, we had to be able to e ndure extreme 
monotony. We got one short break every four or so h ours. So, if 
you had to pee or poop, you did it in your pants. O r, you 
learned how to hold it back.  

We work our brains out, so the people of this count ry can 
be happy eating their fleshy foods. At a cheaper pr ice, may I 
add," said Amigo.  

I just about freaked out! No doubt, the owner/s of the meat 
packing plant considered their workers nothing more  than 
'automatons'.  

Descartes considered 'us' automatons, too. He along  with 
others of his kind was responsible for countless ho rrific 
experiments on live animals. No human being/s could  ever imagine 
how much pain, agony, and torment, we've endured at  the hands of 
some wicked humans.  

While I was pondering about this tragedy, Amigo int errupted 
me by resuming his sad story.  

"Jody, my wrist pain became unbearable. I had to en dure 
excruciating pain around the clock. The range of mo tion on my 
wrist was drastically reduced.  

As expected, other factory workers noticed the swel ling of 
my wrist. They'd seen my problem before. A close fr iend of mine 
at the plant told me to see a doctor.  

Well, I certainly couldn't afford to see a doctor. For one 
thing, I had absolutely no medical insurance. Furth ermore, if 
I'd started to gripe at work, I'd become unemployed  before I 
finished my statement," said Amigo.  

"Wait a minute! Something is not right here. Amigo,  are you 
being totally honest with me?" I asked.  

At that moment, Amigo broke down. In fact, he had a  guilty 
expression on his face. There was more to his story . I was 
certain he was only giving me part of his story. I wanted to 
know the whole story!  
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"I’m sorry Jody. I wasn't totally honest with you. I'm a 
two-bit thug. I'm a first class criminal.  

I'm very educated in the criminal arts. I'm a natur al born 
criminal. Most likely, I'll die as such.  

Jody, please understand that I was in extreme pain!  I had 
to swallow my pride. I did the unthinkable," said A migo.  

Jody, promise me that you'll never tell anyone what  I'm 
about to tell you!" requested Amigo.  

"I promise I'll never tell anyone; on my honor as a  proud 
cat!" I responded.  

"I became a ... a... a... horrible criminal. I sold  drugs, 
stole, pimped, embezzled, lied, consumed all sorts of illicit 
drugs, and I worked for a ruthless loan shark for a  while," said 
Amigo.  

"Wait, why did you do all of those evil things? Eve n if 
breaking the law was justifiable under the circumst ances, you 
freaking went too far! Way too freaking far!" I sho uted.  

"I'm sorry. I guess being a criminal was normal for  me. It 
was 'homeostasis' for me. Look, I like being a crim inal. So long 
as I don't get caught. Look here, I've got $250,000  coming to me 
as soon as I arrive at the secret destination, loca ted in 
California.  

In this last job, I was ordered to sell a 'bunch' o f heroin 
and cocaine, back in Jersey. I kept a little for pe rsonal sales. 
That's why I was in such a chummy mood when we firs t met. Gosh, 
I was ready to buy you an airplane!  

Before you and I met, I was pulled over by a nasty law man 
named Bailey! He was very harsh, racist, and nosey.  Thankfully, 
I'd already sold my illicit drugs.  

Bailey was terrible, but, his daughter was horrible ! She 
was crying her brains out about some food theft. I think it was 
a couple of fish burgers and a super-size fries ord er. I think 
her name was Agnes. Boy was she an ugly duckling!  

Bailey let me go. Well, he knew that I was guilty o f 
something, he but couldn't prove it. It’s tough luc k for him.  

Please, Jody, I'm giving you a free ride, food, and  
companionship. Please don't attack me. I'm a desper ate, 
confused, human being. Please, don't bitch me out!"  exclaimed 
Amigo.  

"Okay, I won't insult you. Nor will I bitch you out . I 
certainly won't play the silent treatment, either. After you 
drop me off, don't ever speak to me again. As far a s I'm 
concerned, you were never my friend!  

Drug dealers are responsible for the destruction of  many 
human lives, properties, and drastically increase c rime in 
communities. PEOPLE LIKE YOU ARE DESTROYING MY COUN TRY! NO! 
DAMNIT! THEY'RE DESTROYING THE ENTIRE PLANET!  
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What about the drug dealer who ran over your 'best friend? 
What's the deal with that? Really, did you idolize this drug 
dealer?" I asked.  

"Please, let's talk about my wrist. I'm in so much pain and 
discomfort. I feel like I'm going to cry my brains out. Please, 
give me some feline comfort. You guys are really go od at that.  

If the surgery that I plan to have is successful, m y wrist 
will be frozen in a fixed position. I'll be able to  move my 
fingers, but not my wrist. Like some 'has been' dru mmer boys.  

My pain is monstrous! Sometimes it drives me crazy!  Jody, 
please don't make fun of me!" exclaimed Amigo.  

"I wasn't going to make fun of you," I responded.  
I began to wonder about Amigo's mental stability. H e seemed 

like he had a couple of chestnuts lodged deep in hi s brain. 
Anyhow, I'd had enough of listening. I closed my ey es and 
pretended that I was sleeping. Actually, at first I  pretended 
then I actually did fall asleep. Even in sleep, I w as trying to 
form a game plan. 

What was I going to do after Amigo dropped me off? That was 
the million dollar question running through my mind .  

As I was pondering about my life's predicament, I w as 
rudely awakened by Amigo.  

"Look, Jody! Willowdale, California! We found a nic e town!  
Let me find a good place to drop you off at. I'm so  sorry. 

My 'contacts' don't like cats! They're really tough  characters. 
On more than one occasion, they shoved a fire crack er up a cat's 
rectum. They love the sound of the blast. But, they  love the 
sound of the cat’s shriek of pain even more.  

My 'Brothers' in Los Angeles love Pitt bulls, and o ther 
fighting dogs. No kitties, mice, or parrots. Only t ough 
doggies," said Amigo.  

Amigo was treating me like a slab of meat. Thankful ly, I 
was a cat, and not his wife. If I'd been his wife, my face 
would've been used as a punching bag.  

"Amigo, I need one more large meal to pull me throu gh the 
evening. It's already 7 P.M. I need freaking food . .. now! I 
shouted.  

Amigo drove around in search of food. At this point , there 
was absolutely no doubt about Amigo’s dropping me o ff. I'd 
learned a valuable lesson: never take a human for g ranted. Even 
if the human tells you that he/she loves you.  

"Willowdale, California's a small, friendly town. I  want 
you to be happy and safe here. After I drop you off , I'll drive 
to the secret rendezvous, in Los Angeles. First, yo u must get 
some nourishment in you," said Amigo.  

Amigo continued driving, before finding a good conv enience 
store. He parked his van then turned off the igniti on.  
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Amigo and I exited the van then walked to the conve nience 
store. As soon as Amigo entered the convenience sto re, I hid 
behind a truck. I couldn't go inside with him. I su spected that 
Amigo was a fugitive. Maybe, his composite was bein g flashed on 
national television. Jeepers, I sure as hell didn't  want to be 
arrested with a hardcore criminal. My freedom has a lways been 
important to me.  

Amigo exited the convenience store carrying cat foo d, milk, 
and water, in a white plastic bag. It was the last time that I 
ever saw him.  

Amigo told me that he needed to get something from his van. 
And that I should stay put. 
As soon as Amigo returned to his van, he turned on the ignition, 
reversed then took off. I never saw him again. 
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As soon as I finished my meal, an old man who'd bee n 

gawking at me, made his move. He approached me in a  straight- 
forward manner.  

I became apprehensive. I sensed that there was some thing 
quite unusual about him. There was something about the 
expression on his face.  

"Hey kitty, would you like to be my companion anima l? I 
promise not to abuse you in any way, shape, or form . I'm a kind-
hearted old man, who loves cats. If you become my c ompanion 
animal, my grandchildren will accept you as one of their own. 
So, what do you say?" asked the old man.  

"Get away from me! Now! I know what you are! You're  a 
freaking weirdo! Go away!  

The old man reached into his pocket, then pulled ou t a 
switchblade. Instantly, I pounced on him!  

In a flash, the old man was bloodied and bruised. I 'd 
managed to leap onto his chest, causing him to fall  on his back. 
Then, I scratched and bit him, without mercy. I'm n ot showing 
off or anything. Really!  

After 'destroying' the old man, I leaped off of his  chest 
then walked away. Knowing that the police would soo n be called, 
I picked up my pace.  
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I exited the parking lot then scanned the area, loo king for 
a place to rest. There was a lower middle class res idential 
area, just north of my present position. Not exactl y the kind of 
neighborhood that I was looking for, but good enoug h for the 
time being.  

Ideally, cats and dogs want to live in posh neighbo rhoods. 
Don't get me wrong. There are loving humans from ev ery socio-
economic level. However, most of us would prefer to  live with 
rich folks.  

I entered the residential area, then walked east on  Gordon 
Street. I was searching for a good tree to rest und er. 

Suddenly, I heard the pounding of footsteps. I look ed to my 
right then I got the shock of my life! It was a VCO ! She was 
charging me!  

She had an expression on her face that signified in tent, 
resolve, and utter hatred. Of me, that is.  

I turned away, then hauled ass! The VCO tailed me, like an 
ugly hyena. This creep was getting too personal wit h me.  

The VCO began to launch profane words and accusatio ns at 
me. She didn't leave out a single 'cuss word', or i nsult. A 
partial narrative will follow.  

"Hey asshole, you better stop running away from me!  I've 
got friends in very high places! I’m carrying a big  gun in my 
holster. I'll shoot you between your hind legs. It' ll hurt like 
hell! Isn’t that really funny?  

Your momma won't like that. Come on, slime ball adm it 
defeat!  

If you surrender, peacefully, I'll go easy on you. I’m not 
kidding; on my honor as a VCO!"  

I decided to pull the running cat trick, again. I a llowed 
them to get very close to me during the chase. Boy,  did she keep 
chasing and chasing.  

After three hundred yards of chasing, the VCO final ly 
collapsed onto the ground. I stopped running, turne d around then 
ran towards her with incredible speed. As soon as s he realized 
what was happening, she made a futile attempt at ge tting up.  

"Who's the pathetic animal now?" I asked.  
The VCO puked her brains out then hiccupped a dozen  times. 

Her eyes were watery and non-focused. Indeed this V CO was 
pathetic-looking.  

I turned around then began to walk away. Then, I he ard an 
unusual sound emanating from the VCO. So, I looked back then 
cropped my ears.  

I waited patiently to hear an apology, for her 'nau ghty' 
behavior.  
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In a last ditch effort to hurt me, the VCO haphazar dly 
lifted up her arm then gave me the finger. Afterwar ds, her arm 
slammed downwards onto the concrete. I'm sure it hu rt.  

Seeing how helpless the VCO was, I cautiously appro ached 
her. As soon as I was within striking distance, she  begged for 
mercy. Lucky for her, two VCOs were approaching our  position. 
These guys were built like gorillas. As such, I too k off like a 
cheetah.  

Some VCOs can't handle a failed animal capture. The y'll do 
whatever it takes to capture the animal. Even pulli ng out an 
unregistered gun then firing!  

In some jurisdictions, if nobody claims or purchase s an 
animal before the legally allocated deadline, the a nimal gets 
the ax. By ax, I mean: death (euthanasia, or a brut al method), 
biomedical lab, or sale. Whom the sale will be to i s another 
matter, altogether.  

Many shelters use lethal injections to take care of  their 
unsellable animals. This is the most humane method of animal 
killing. Gas canisters (gas chambers), or a 'lethal  spike' into 
the heart, can never be humane. Many stray cats are  aware of 
what goes on in these creepy shelters.  

Remember: gas canisters are in fact, gas chambers. Using a 
different name won't change the truth.  

The animals inside the gas canister try to crawl ou t, but 
can't. They're squashed, and smeared against each o ther. I mean, 
there's nowhere to go. Or even move, for that matte r. No need in 
using poisonous gas, they can die from a lack of ox ygen, or 
excessive urine and poop splatters.  

Their screams and shrieks of terror usually go unno ticed by 
shelter workers; but not the animals that are await ing 
execution. It's really terrifying!  

Let me elaborate a little. Imagine that you're cram ped 
inside a tiny, overcrowded, filthy, gas canister. S uffocation is 
extremely painful and terrifying. You have to feel your pain and 
the pain of others around you. Puke, urine, blood, and fecal 
matter, are expelled from the bodies of the 'canist er 
residents'.  

The best way to deal with the companion animal 
overpopulation problem is prevention and maintenanc e. Indeed, 
most cats and dogs must be spayed and neutered. Doe s any human 
out there really expect us to practice abstention o r coitus 
interruptus? No way! Animals don't do those kinds o f things. 
This kind of behavior is for humans only.  

As soon as I'd had enough of running, I slowed down  to a 
walking pace. I scanned the area for a good resting  place. The 
growls of dogs and the hissings of cats was proof t hat I had to 
be careful not to tread on anyone else's territory.  A cat in my 
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shoes would have to squeeze into a tiny territory, make a 
powerful ally, or scram. There was no way around it . 

Even solitary lions have hell to endure. Many of th em are 
washed up former ‘kings’ or were always too wimpy t o hold their 
ground. Dethroned lions are disgraced.  

I decided to walk on the sidewalk. Although it woul d 
increase my chances of being seen by a VCO, it was a lot safer 
than walking through a dog's territory. That would be suicide.  
The incredible level of stress that I felt caused m e to become a 
bit light-headed. I had to find a place to rest, so on.  
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   THE CHASE  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
While walking on Sandy Street, I spotted a spacious  garage. 

Lucky for me, the garage door wasn't pulled down. I ndeed, I went 
against my better judgment. However, you must remem ber how tired 
and stressed-out I was.  

I conducted an abbreviated scan of the area. After 
determining that the coast was clear, I walked stra ight to the 
garage. With every step taken, I became more relaxe d. 

I could almost feel myself sleeping for a whole wee k. 
Afterwards, I’d have to search for foot.  

As soon as I entered the garage, I collapsed onto t he 
ground. I managed to get a few winks. I awakened at  11:00 P.M., 
to the sound of an automobile engine. I had to dete rmine if the 
driver of the vehicle was a friend, or foe.  

Oh, shit! Several feet away from me was a dark gree n van, 
containing two humans and three Dobermans. It was i mperative 
that I haul ass, immediately!  

As soon as I took my first step, the driver of the van 
blasted her high beamers in my face. Then, she bega n to honk her 
horn like a raving lunatic. No doubt, she was a cat -hater. Or, 
it was that time of the month for her. Don't worry.  I know what 
I'm talking about. Female cats get that 'thing', to o.  
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With high beamers glaring in my face, and a persist ent 
ugly-sounding horn, there was nothing else to do bu t get the 
hell-out-of-Dodge!  

As I began to pick up speed, a passenger opened one  of the 
doors. Naturally, the three Dobermans exited the va n then gave 
chase.  

In fact, they tried to cut me off. They behaved lik e bulls, 
getting ready to bash a bull get ready to bash my b rains out. 
Well, actually, it was worse than that.  

Cats have countless enemies on this planet. Cat-hat ing dogs 
are incredible foes. They totally suck!  

As I was running away from the Dobermans, they had a sudden 
change of tactics. One of them charged me directly,  while the 
other two split up. 

Each one covered a flank. For a split second, it lo oked 
like it was going be curtains for me. Three Doberma ns could 
easily tear a little kitty like me, into pieces.  

I leaped onto a nearby van. Then, I waited. For fiv e whole 
seconds, it seemed like the entire universe had fro zen. Then, I 
came to my senses. I leaped onto the ground, then c ontinued 
running like hell.  

I kept running and running. It was so bad, I actual ly felt 
like 'the fox' in a fox hunt. The Dobermans were so  freaking 
close to me, I could smell their stinking breath. A lso, one of 
them farted. They'd eaten fish, chicken, and liver,  a short 
while earlier. The latter made me sick to my stomac h.  

Although I was sustaining a good pace, it wasn't go ing to 
last for much longer. I was breathing heavily, and felt like 
vomiting my brains out. Remember, cats are not know n for their 
endurance.  

To make matters worse, my leg muscles began to quiv er. This 
is always terrifying for a fleeing animal. It meant  that my 
muscles were beginning to give-in. I imagined mysel f being 
mauled to death by three ugly dogs.  

I quickly ran into a yard then I took one last, des perate 
leap. It was well worth it. I ended up scaling a ho use. By the 
time I got to the roof, I fell into a stupor. Thank fully, the 
Dobermans had already headed back.  

Although my large muscles were neutralized, I was s till 
able to breathe out a good liner.  

"Hey, can't you ugly nitwits catch a little 'kitty'  like 
me? Come on, you guys are a disgrace to the doggy w orld! Well, 
what do you have to say about that?" I asked.  
The VCOs are on their way! They've got a surprise f or you. Just 
stay put," responded a Doberman.  

VCOs! They were the last people that I wanted to see! 



    

    

222 

 

"You are a sucker! We were only bluffing! We made you defecate, 
puke, and urinate; all for nothing. We wanted to se e you shame 
yourself. Never try to outsmart three Doberman pins chers.  

Dobermans are very intelligent dogs," said one of m y 
pursuers. 

The Dobermans continued walking away from the house . At 
that moment, I felt like an idiot.  

I waited on the roof for at least fifteen minutes. I wanted 
to be sure that there were no enemies lurking in th e shadows. 
Thankfully, the coast was clear.  

I got up then fell onto my side. I needed more rest  time. 
So, I waited for another hour. Thankfully, it was e nough time 
for me to recuperate.  

I leaped onto a large branch then I performed a 'co ntrolled 
landing'.  

As soon as my paws landed onto the grass, I made a final 
scan of the area. Although there were several dange rous animals 
nearby, they were either tethered to a tree, peerin g through a 
window, or too depressed to take any notice of me.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



    

    

223 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 ROCKY DOGGIANO 

 

 

 
 
 
I headed north on Andrews street for a total of fou rteen 

blocks before taking notice of a junkyard. Junkyard s are 
excellent places to hide in, especially at night. T hat is, if 
there are no guard dogs around. Most of them hate c ats.  

Most junkyard dogs are trained to run, chase, corne r, 
growl, and attack. Some of these dogs are tough eno ugh to chase 
away a leopard. They can easily scare off potential  trespassers.  

Mind you, I was exhausted, and in dire straits. I h ad no 
option, but to enter the junkyard.  

I had three obstacles to clear: a ten foot fence, t he 
coiled wires above it, and the security system. Be it a dog, 
motion detectors, and/or cameras. Although I could' ve cleared 
the fence on a very good day, the coiled wires on t he fence 
would've ripped through my flesh! Even a healthy le opard 
couldn't have cleared those coiled wires.  

Jeepers, I wondered why the owner of the junkyard p lace 
coiled wires on the fence. Junkyards aren't like pr isons, or 
secret military bases. They don't house a mint, or anything of 
the sort.  

But, I had no time to ponder about the details. I h ad to 
get on the move; fast.  
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I decided to walk the periphery of the fence, hopin g to 
find an opening. As soon as I reached the half way mark, a 
powerfully-built black dog charged me! I didn't bud ge because he 
was tethered to a wall. The hook and bolts were act ually 
inserted through the wall, making it quite impossib le for the 
black dog to set himself loose.  

As soon as the chain was fully extended, the black dog was 
violently jerked back. Not quite like a rubber-band  jerk, but 
enough to remind him that it was unwise to try to o verextend the 
chain again. It almost looked like a whiplash. Guar d dogs can 
sometimes behave like bulls. They 'overcharge' with out thinking 
about the consequences.  

I determined that the black dog was a Rottweiler-Ma stiff 
mix. In other words, he was a mixed breed. I don't like to use 
terms like mongrel or mutt. These terms are offensi ve to both 
cats and dogs. I don't care what humans think.  

The Rottweiler-Mastiff mix produces a very tough an d 
gallant dog. This dog menaces his/her opponents. Ra ised 
correctly, this dog will fight tooth and nail, lite rally. Except 
if it is raised as a friendly or a sissy dog.  

As soon as the black dog's neck snapped, he winced.  I was a 
bit surprised at his response because he looked lik e he'd been a 
tough cookie in his prime. He had many battle scars , indicating 
that he was once a fighting dog.  

Humans in the dog fighting business don't give a da mn about 
the combatants. The fighting arenas are filled with  creepy 
degenerates. They love to wager, see blood, gooey d ischarges, 
fear, begging, apprehension, and ripped flesh. Ofte n times, when 
one of the dogs shows signs of capitulation, the ow ner shouts 
abuses at him/her. If that doesn't work, the combat ant will be 
taught a very painful lesson, if he/she survives th e match. I'd 
like to see one of these creepy dog owners fight a dog inside a 
pit. The creepy dog owner will then know what it fe els like to 
be treated as a thing.  

If you ever see one of these matches call the polic e, and 
get the hell out of the arena! 

Drugs, cigarette smoke, booze, weapons, and crime i n 
general, engulf the arena. So much money is wagered  on these 
matches, guns are needed for protection.  

I shoved my face up against the fence then stared d own the 
dog. Stare downs are the ultimate challenge to a do g, or a feral 
cat. However, in this particular case, my intent wa s good. I 
wanted to find out what'd happened to the black dog . Really, I 
just wanted to help him. Is there anything wrong wi th a cat 
wanting to help a dog?  

The black dog barked, growled, snarled, bared his t eeth, 
and then backed away. 
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A short while later he charged me a total of seven times. I 
was certain he'd eventually break. So, I crossed th e street, in 
order to let him bark and charge himself into exhau stion, while 
I lay on my side.  

A half an hour later, the black dog had been broken . He 
walked back to his so-called resting place. His res ting place 
was somewhat filthy. 

There was dry urine, fecal matter, gooey stuff, and  dried 
up vomit nearby.  

Finally, on the eighth charge, the black dog fell o nto the 
ground. Almost instantly, he began to weep. It was an 
incredible, but sad sight. This dog, as vicious as they come, 
had a 'sensitive side'. He remained on his side, wi thout getting 
up. I wanted to get closer to him. But, I had to ma ke sure that 
he wasn't trying to pull a fast one on me. I mean, this dog was 
very big and powerful. Sure, he was ugly, dilapidat ed, and over 
the hill. But, he was still a formidable character.  

After locating a tiny opening in the fence, I got t he urge 
to enter the junkyard. My feline curiosity forced m e to squeeze 
my beautiful body through the tiny opening.  

I conducted a cursory check of the area. After seei ng no 
other potential dangers, I took several steps towar ds the black 
dog.  

The black dog instantly stood up, glared at me then  resumed 
weeping. In response, I cautiously approached him, keeping my 
eyes on his teeth, ears, forelegs, and tail. I was trying to 
detect a sudden sign of anger, or hostility. I saw neither. As 
soon as I was within a foot of the black dog's fore paws, he 
dropped down on all fours. Now, he looked innocent.  I had to get 
closer. But, I was still a bit apprehensive. If he' d made a 
blitzkrieg-style attack on me, I would've been hist ory!  

I decided to inch my way ever so closer to the blac k dog. 
He lowered his head briefly, then, he raised it. No  sooner, I 
found myself face-to-face with a powerful fighting dog.  

"Don't be afraid of me. Fear my superiors. They're tough, 
and uncaring. As far as they're concerned, I'm chea per than a 
human security guard. Although we have a security s ystem and 
cameras on the premises, I'm a formidable addition.  I'm supposed 
to terrify would-be intruders.  

My battle-scarred face and body, along with my bulk y 
physique, scare the crap out of humans and animals.  You're 
afraid of me, too. Dogs can sense fear in others.  

Don't worry my fighting days are long gone. I'm a w orn-out 
former champion. I was later known as a CHUMPION. E ven my former 
owner/trainer called me a CHUMPION; as soon as I co uld no longer 
defeat my opponents.  
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In the 'fighting pit', former champs are quickly fo rgotten. 
Fans want young, fresh fighters. Not old has-beens,  who don't 
have any sting left in their bites or punches.  

As far as protecting this junkyard, I wouldn't figh t a 
mouse for it. However, I do put on a tough act. Cha rging, 
growling, snarling, barking, and baring my canines.  

You know, dog fight promoters, and trainers, are de spicable 
swamp creatures. Some of them would sell-out their own mother.  

I apologize for the rough show of force. Please und erstand 
that I was only trying to do my job. If I don't per form the 
minimum actions, the owner of this junkyard will to ss me out 
onto the street.  

By the way, what's your name?" asked the black dog.  
"My name is Jody Wilson. I'm from Missouri.”  
"Jeepers, I'm so sorry. I thought you were a male. You're a 

female? Cats are so cute, males and females often l ook identical 
to us.  

My name is Rocky Doggiano. I was born in Brockton, 
Massachusetts. I was named after the former 'Brockt on Champ', 
Rocky Marciano.  

My trainer/promoter was a scumbag. The only thing h e ever 
gave me that I was thankful for was a cool name.  

Although the 'Brockton Champ' retired undefeated (4 9-0), I 
sure as hell didn't.  

During my peak years, I had the tenacity of Marcian o. I 
never retreated. I had an incredible punch and bite . In fact, my 
trainer named my right cross after Marciano's Suzy Q. My Suzy Q 
was the best punch, ever. No dog had anything nearl y as 
formidable or terrifying as my Suzy Q.  

Jody, I've had a terrible life. I was born in a tou gh 
neighborhood. I never received tender-loving-care f rom any human 
or animal. My neighborhood doggy friends were tough  and 
untrustworthy. They'd stab a friend or a foe in the  back. No 
distinction, whatsoever. As far they were concerned , it was a 
dog-eat-dog world.  

Actually, I only had one reliable friend; a cute Ge rman 
shepherd. She used to sneak into our yard then stan d beside me. 
We'd talk until we had nothing more to say. I thoug ht she really 
liked me. Well, I was dead wrong! She used me as a 'temporary 
friend'. A few months into our friendship, she foun d another 
dog. According to our neighbor's cat, he was a very  handsome 
dog.  

Ruth and Andrew Carmichael were my first owners. Th ey 
couldn't have cared less about me. They tried to se ll me off 
many times. I was described as a tough, black dog.  

The Carmichaels told not to make new friends. I was  to be 
sold to the first person who'd agree to pay the amo unt as for. 
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He/she was to pay in cash, small bill, and to ask a bsolutely no 
questions about where I came from.  

Jody, please don't make me your 'temporary friend'.  If you 
want to be a real friend, do so. Otherwise, leave t he junkyard 
at once! And don't come back!" exclaimed Rocky.  

"Don't worry. I'm not like that. I'm a cat who's go t self-
pride, dignity, and self-confidence.  

Rocky, you can count on me. I shall make you a good  
friend," I said.  

"Jody, do you think I have cool name?" asked Rocky.  
"Yes, it's really cool. In fact, you have a very ni ce ring 

name," I said.  
"Now, I'll tell you a bit more about my unhappy lif e. When 

I was six months old, the Carmichaels sold me to a creep named 
Joey 'Kick Your Ass' Patterson. For the sake of bre vity, I'll 
refer to this creep as Joey.  

Joey was an underground dog fighting promoter and t rainer. 
A true scum of the earth; he didn't give a shit abo ut any of his 
fighters. I wasn't his first or his last.  

Joey liked to beat up on little kitties, too. Somet imes, 
he'd bring one home and beat her senseless right in  front of me. 
That's not the worst part. He'd laugh during the ac t.  

Most of all, Joey loved to see two dogs going at it  in a 
fighting pit. Especially when his dog was the one t hat was 
kicking ass.  

A fighting pit's more terrifying than a ring. As so on as 
the entrances are closed, the exits become neutrali zed.  

Joey was very proficient at organizing underground fights. 
Sometimes, championship fights. He and his creepy f riends had 
Sportsmen’s Halls set-up throughout North America. 

Originally, Sportsmen’s Hall was a place where peop le could 
watch animals fighting other animals, or sometimes,  humans 
fighting animals. 

In these matches, the animals that 'fought' humans were 
smaller and relatively defenseless. Not like the Ro man matches.  

The original Sportsmen’s Hall produced many gruesom e 
fights. For example, there once was a man who'd cha se down rats 
inside a fighting pit. As soon as he caught one, he 'd clamp on 
it with his yellow teeth, dig-in then pull apart th e poor rat 
with his hands. He'd do this for one beer. He often  ended up 
with bits of rat flesh, blood, or hair, stuck betwe en his teeth.  

Joey and I moved to California because he had a cri minal 
record in Massachusetts. He made sure to complete h is parole 
first. Then, he conveniently changed his name as so on as we 
arrived in California. As stated earlier, I will us e the name 
Joey, regardless of what alias he was using at the time.  
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Joey planned on making tons of money in California.  After 
acquiring the 'big loot', he planned on moving to H awaii. There, 
he could bask in the sun.  

It was in California that Joey first began to train  me as a 
fighter. I spent many months in a backyard, being t rained as a 
killing machine. I was starved, exercised beyond my  maximum 
potential, beaten, cussed out, imprisoned, and chai ned to a 
tree.  

Dogs that are persistently chained to a tree develo p severe 
mental abnormalities. They may become extra-territo rial and 
extremely aggressive towards all strangers. Or, the y got nuts. 
However, some of them turn into wimps.  

After two months of training, Joey determined that I was 
ready for the next stage.  

On a chilly Sunday morning, Joey placed me inside a  cage 
for three consecutive days, without food and little  water.  

As I sat there daydreaming about flesh, blood, and water, 
Joey tossed a live rabbit into my cage, then he clo sed the cage 
door. I totally destroyed that rabbit! I shredded i t to pieces. 
Eating all of its flesh! Chewing on its bones! Then , licking its 
blood! After I finished my meal, Joey opened the ca ge door then 
placed a bowl of cool water inside. 

I should have killed him, right there and then! 
Unfortunately, he knew how to raise a tough dog. I was 
programmed to see Joey as the alpha male. Not me.  

Thugs like Joey are good at breaking-in their fight ing 
dogs, women, and humans who work for them.  

Fighting dogs almost never bite the referee, or any  other 
human who enters the pit during a match. Fighting d ogs are 
trained to attack their opponent, while in the pit.  What they do 
outside the pit is another matter, altogether. It a ll depends on 
the dog's upbringing, breed, and general temperamen t. Most 
fighting dogs are potentially dangerous to the publ ic at large. 
If a fighting dog attacks a human, the end result i s gruesome.  

A couple of weeks later, Joey tested me again. This  time, 
he chained me to a tree for several days, without a ny food, and 
little water. I was told not to bark much or whimpe r.  

Every six hours, Joey flashed a slab of meat in fro nt of 
me. I'd foam at the mouth because I was freaking hu ngry!  

On the third day, Joey brought forth a hog-tied chi cken. 
The poor chicken was pasted with blood. It was tryi ng to put up 
a struggle. Her attempts were futile. Indeed, the p oor chicken 
understood that its life was as good as over.  

Joey told me to crunch down, and brace myself for a n 
incredibly juicy meal. Although part of me felt sor ry for the 
poor chicken, I was starving. Let me put this in pe rspective: 
when a human is eating a hamburger, he/she couldn't  care less 
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about the slaughtered animals the meat came from. R emember, 
hamburger is 'bunched-up-meat' formed into slabs. M eaning, the 
hamburger that you eat may be parts of up to a doze n different 
animals.  

Joey went to the shed then returned carrying a ladd er. 
Then, he rested the ladder on the tree. At that mom ent, I sensed 
that he was up to something bizarre, or cruel. His eyes were 
glazed, bloodshot, and sinister-looking.  

The incredible scent of the luscious chicken began to take 
its toll on me. Joey climbed the ladder then placed  the chicken 
on a large branch. Afterwards, he tied the chicken so that it 
was hanging by a short rope. The chicken was a good  twelve feet 
above the ground. 

How was I supposed to stay put with that luscious c hicken 
close by. Indeed, the average dog can't climb a lad der.  

After Joey descended to the ground, then he carried  the 
ladder back to the shack. He eyed me from inside th e shack, for 
at least thirty minutes. I didn't know why, until h e returned.  

As soon as Joey returned, he unchained me. For some  odd 
reason, he looked me straight in the eyes. Afterwar ds, he 
removed the collar from my neck. For the first time  in eons, my 
neck wasn't engulfed in a collar. Believe me; some dogs don't 
like the feel of a collar around their necks. Would  a human?  

Joey took several steps away from the chicken, poin ted his 
finger at me, then at the chicken. I growled, but s tood there 
without moving an inch. I understood what Joey was trying to 
tell me. He wanted me to scale the tree then snatch  the chicken. 
The reward would be felt in my mouth.  

Meanwhile, my hunger pangs were increasing geometri cally. I 
had to get that delicious chicken. While my eyes we re fixated on 
the chicken, a dog inside an oncoming green Chevy b egan to bark 
at me. The driver of the green Chevy pulled into Jo ey's driveway 
then slowly continued into the garage.  

Joey briskly walked to the garage. I knew that some thing 
wicked was in the making.  

A short while later, Joey, a large man, and a feroc ious 
mongrel, exited the garage. The large man had to ho ld back his 
Pitt bull terrier (PBT). The PBT wanted to freaking  charge me!  

As soon as we locked eyes, I felt a sudden urge to attack 
and kill him. The PBT had blood on his mind. He cou ld've 
destroyed a wolf, or a cougar.  

Joey whispered into the large man's ear. In turn, t he large 
man gave a command to his PBT. The PBT zoomed passe d me, 'ran' 
up the tree, then snatched the chicken. Right befor e my 
'starving eyes'!  
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The PBT chomped down on the chicken. He began like a lion, 
and ended like a vulture. In other words, the chick en 
disappeared.  

Then, the large man commanded his PBT to return. Jo ey 
thanked the large man then he petted the PBT. I fel t envy and 
betrayal. I felt like killing that PBT! Thankfully,  I composed 
myself.  

In effect, I was being taught how to snatch a helpl ess 
animal tied to a tree branch. What I endured on tha t day, was an 
important lesson. There would be many more lessons to come.  

Thereafter, twice a week, Joey 'hung' a different a nimal 
from the same branch for me to snatch and devour. T he animal was 
always alive and pasted with blood. As time passed,  I began to 
feel like a 'canine vampire'. I began love and crav e the scent 
and taste of blood. 

But, I loved the squealing and screaming of the vic tim 
more. I was truly becoming a fighting machine. Unfo rtunately, 
there were other dogs around the world that were al so being 
trained as fighting machines. As usual, the bottom line is 
always money and sadistic pleasure. I don't care wh at any human 
says. This is the truth!  

Two months later, on a bright Saturday morning, thi ngs got 
really nasty. I was sound asleep near my tree, when  I felt a 
violent shaking. It was Joey.  

I awakened in a state of utter confusion, finding m yself 
being dragged towards Joey's special shed. I was to ld that the 
shed was off limits. Soon, I'd discover why.  

While I was being led to the shed, I detected the s cent and 
voice of a terrified toy dog. He too, was pasted wi th blood. 

Apparently, there was a fighting pit inside Joey's shed. It 
was round, with a perimeter fence made of hardwood.  The fighting 
pit was about the size of a boxing ring. No dog cou ld get out, 
without someone opening one of the two doors. In ad dition, there 
were roughly one hundred seats around the pit. I wa s bedazzled!  

The terrified toy dog was inside the pit. He was a 
Poodle/Dachshund mix. However, I felt a very strong  urge to 
destroy him. I wanted to kill him! I began to perce ive victims 
as objects of my desire. I couldn't feel love, merc y, or 
compassion.  

The terrified toy dog defecated, urinated then puke d his 
brains out. He knew why I was brought into the shac k. In this 
type of fight, the combatants don't wear gloves. No r do they 
wear head gear. The onslaught is horrendous. Althou gh most of 
the combatants are males, sometimes aggressive fema les are 
pitted against other females.  

Joey took me to the door that led into the fighting  pit. My 
adrenaline level shot through the clouds! I was try ing to run 
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towards the terrified toy dog, but couldn't. Joey h ad commanded 
me to stay put until permission was given to attack .  

The terrified toy dog's pleas went unnoticed. I was  hell-
bent on destroying him! Furthermore, I had to take out my 
frustrations on someone. May as well be a weakling dog.  

Joey finally gave me the green light for the kill. I went 
straight for my target! I bit the toy dog's neck th en shook him 
violently. Meanwhile, I absolutely refused to let g o of his 
neck. Now, I was the lion, while the toy dog was th e hyena. 
Lions always win.  

As soon as the toy dog died, Joey and five other sp ectators 
gave me a standing ovation. Afterwards, they began to chuckle.  

Joey pulled out his cell phone then called his frie nd Rico. 
A 'real fight' was set with a German shepherd/Rottw eiler mix. 
Generally, Pitt Bull terriers (PBTs) are the most f eared dogs. 
Other dog breads, like the Mastiffs, are also feare d. Some 
Mastiffs are so bland they don't know how to be afr aid.  

The fighting breeds have been bred by evil humans. I'm not 
talking about training guard dogs, or special purpo se dogs. I'm 
talking about evil humans who train dogs to fight o ther animals, 
including dogs, for monetary gain.  

The dogs that are chosen for continued breeding hav e 
incredible energy, tenacity, ferocity, and sustaine d biting. 
Most dogs bite then snap back. These dogs attack ha rd then pull 
back.  

PBTs, and other 'tenacious dogs', are super-grapple rs. When 
they hold on, THEY HOLD ON WITH INCREDIBLE TENACITY ! SOME OF 'EM 
WON'T LET GO, UNLESS THEIR MASTER ORDERS THEM TO.  

Although German shepherds are relatively good fight ers, 
they're not incredible grapplers. They're like most  other dogs; 
they 'snap-bite-snap'. Don't get me wrong. When a l arge, 
powerful dog, bites into flesh, it sinks deep. Germ an shepherd 
dogs are the best, coolest, all-round dogs.  

I eventually became the most awesome canine grapple r. But 
that would take many fights to do. My genetic compo sition, 
incredible training system, and Joey's brutality, h elped make me 
a champion fighter.  

Three days later, I was catapulted into the real fi ghting 
scene. Including the toy dog, my first dozen oppone nts were 
tune-ups. Joey was carving me up into a champion fi ghter. Not 
for my own good, but for his. Fight promoters and t rainers get 
the big bucks, not the poor combatants. Gosh, that' s so cruel!  

My second match occurred on a cloudy Sunday morning . My 
opponent was an overweight, over-the-hill, German s hepherd. He 
had numerous gashes and scar tissue scattered throu ghout his 
body. No doubt, these were from previous fights. Th ere were no 
big bets on this fight. The spectators paid to watc h a massacre.  
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I charged my opponent like a raging bull. Attacking  him 
with full ferocity! He tried to fight back, but cou ldn't. I was 
so pumped up with adrenaline nothing he threw at me  was felt.  

I destroyed my opponent quickly. Biting him on the face, 
ears, muzzle, forelegs, and finally, giving him a d eadly neck 
bite. After a long grappling, the German shepherd's  tongue 
dangled out from the right side of his mouth. I'd k illed him! 
Gosh, it felt really good!  

After my victory, I got the customary doggy cookie and a 
pat on the head. I received a standing ovation. For  the moment, 
I felt like the whole world admired me. Boy was I w rong! As is 
often the case, the truth comes out later.  

A few days later, I was taken to another location p erhaps 
forty miles away from home. Often times, I was take n to secret 
locales.  

My next opponent was a stolen Doberman. He went dow n even 
faster than my first opponent. I went straight for his leg. With 
one quick 'crunch', his right foreleg was crushed. That's how a 
grappling dog's supposed to fight a lean opponent, like a 
Doberman. Dobermans have short tempers. They're som etimes 
referred to as 'devil dogs'. However, like their sl im human 
boxer counterparts, they can't grapple with a bigge r dog. 
Neither are they massive in size.  

The fight was over before the Doberman could get a single 
bite in. I loved the rush I'd gotten after knowing that I'd 
defeated my opponent. I really felt like a champ.  

As time passed, I destroyed one opponent after the other. 
Joey congratulated me after every fight. Instead of  the 
customary cookie, he gave me a special meal, and to ok me to 
various places, for relaxation and walking. I reall y thought 
that Joey loved me. I actually loved him dearly.  

In truth, Joey often fed me a load of crap about ho w much 
he loved me. He told me that we were going to retir e in a 
beautiful suburb of Montreal. He also promised me t hat I'd soon 
become the undisputed champion of the world. This l ast promise 
was the only one that came to pass.  

Joey wanted me to become a champ for his own sake. I really 
thought he cared about me. If someone tells you he/ she loves you 
often, check to see if you're being used. If so, en d the 
friendship or relationship. Immediately! Then, see how your 
'lover' treats you afterwards.  
There were moments when I did have mild doubts abou t Joey. I 
sometimes wondered where the rolls of bills ended u p. 

Dogs in this business generally can't fight too man y 
matches. The injuries they sustain are horrific; so metimes 
maiming, or even deadly. Many dogs may only have a handful of 
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fights before they're out for good. There have been  cases of 
dogs having only one fight.  

For some reason, I was able to fight over three hun dred 
opponents. My fighting record was even longer than that of the 
former Heavyweight Champion, Jersey Joe Walcott.  

Throughout my prime, I never gave a damn about the dogs 
that I destroyed. It wasn't until much later, that I did.  

Dog fighting is not like boxing, street fighting, o r any of 
the martial arts. 'Our weapons' are attached to us.  We literally 
fight like animals. No gloves or padding are ever w orn, and all 
proceeds go to someone else. Our opinion is totally  irrelevant. 
One last thing: blood is shed in every single fight .  

The human boxers of old had bigger and uglier scar tissue 
on their faces. A higher proportion of boxers had c auliflower 
ears, lifelong hamburger eyes, and punch drunkennes s. Humans use 
the label 'punch drunk'. We use the label 'over-bit ten'.  

Furthermore, dogs can't lean up against a rope or a  fence, 
during a match. Going down doesn't grant you a brea k or a ten 
count. If you go down, you may be continually bitte n. It all 
depends on what kind of match you're in, where it t akes place, 
and the general mood of the main players (excluding  the two 
opponents). Referees couldn't care less about you. They just 
want their cash after the job's done.  

After my first dozen matches, the pace of my matche s slowed 
down a bit. But, I was still able to capture title of 'United 
States Champion', within two years. I was the most awesome 
American fighting dog of my time. Because of the il legal nature 
of the dog fighting business, I never received posi tive 
recognition from a city, county, state, or news age ncy. Let-
alone the Federal Government.  

I developed a reputation as an extremely tenacious fighter. 
Some fight promoters nicknamed me 'Terrible Rocky'.  

I had streaks of early knockouts that lasted weeks.  For a 
time, it seemed like I was unbeatable. Nothing coul d get in my 
way. Or, that's what I thought.  

In reality, it was only a matter of time before I'd  have to 
'hang up my gloves'. Unfortunately, at the three-ye ar mark, my 
opponents became more difficult to knock out. Also,  they became 
more stubborn. Worse yet, their fear of me decrease d 
significantly.  

At this point, I should have kicked Joey's ugly ass , then 
split. I've never forgiven myself for staying with Joey, even 
after things got 'horrifically' bad.  

Joey started to bitch me out after these progressiv ely 
difficult matches. He did so without any mercy. He called me 
every dirty and stinky name in our lexicon.  
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When that didn't work, Joey reduced my food and wat er 
rations. That too, was ineffective. So, Joey intens ified his 
mental torment of me. I was in a no-win situation. I simply 
couldn't fight any better, anymore.  

Soon, my fighting abilities were decreasing by the match. I 
was physically and mentally exhausted. Furthermore,  I was no 
longer a youthful fighter.  

Although I'd captured the World Championship shortl y after 
becoming The United States Champion, that wasn't en ough for 
Joey. Joey wanted more and more money.  

Indeed, Joey had become a millionaire. I'd heard hi m speak 
to his broker on numerous occasions. Joey didn't ne ed any more 
money. He worshiped it.  

As time continued to pass, the spectators began to verbally 
attack me. They couldn't understand how difficult i t was to 
fight another dog.  

These fans called me a LOSER, SCUMBAG, MORON, IDIOT , PUSSY, 
SISSY, GIRLY, PREGNANT BOY, MONGREL, MIXED-BREED, M ULTI-BRED, 
COWARD, WUSS, CREEPO, HAS-BEEN, and the worst name anyone could 
ever call a fighting dog: CHUMPION!  

The words 'pussy' and 'femme' also hit me really ha rd. 
Those two words were Joey's favorites. He knew I ha ted those two 
words with a passion. In reality, Joey was attackin g his ex-
wife. My suspicions were soon to be proven correct.  

On a hot Thursday evening, in the Month of August, Joey 
made me fight two has-beens. He thought I could be re-
conditioned into becoming a champion. Well, that wa sn't the 
case.  

After barely defeating the second has-been, Joey ha rangued 
me out for not scoring a quick knockout. Apparently , other fight 
trainers and promoters had noticed that I hadn't ha d a 
'legitimate defense' of my title for quite some tim e. 
Joey told me that I was almost as pathetic and ugly  as his ex-
wife. Also, that I was going end up in a river, lik e her. That 
is, if I didn't score any more big victories.  

By then, my unbelievable stamina, endurance, and 
recuperation, had become a thing of the past. Indee d, it was 
dissolving quickly. I was certain that there would be no more 
big wins.  

During my prime, all I needed was a good night's sl eep to 
fully recover from a fight. I was the epitome of th e champion 
fighting dog.  

As I continued descending in ability, I began to fe el fear. 
Dogs that I could've easily destroyed in my prime w ere launching 
successful punches, bites, and scratches upon my bo dy. Now, I 
felt extreme pain during my matches. The constant t raveling only 
aggravated my problems.  
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Joey and some of his buddies would place me inside one of 
their cars then we'd be off. Sometimes we'd drive a ll across the 
country to reach our destination. The dog fighting industry can 
be extremely secretive and well-coordinated.  

My fighting days ended on a rainy, Sunday evening. It was 
in the month of October. We were in a secret locati on, just 
north of Los Angeles.  

Fight promoters and numerous trainers had been pers istently 
demanding 'THAT ROCKY DOGGIANO' defend his title ag ainst a 
formidable challenger.  

Even before the fight, I felt utter fear and absolu tely no 
confidence, whatsoever. Now, I truly understood wha t my former 
opponents of old had felt like when they had to fig ht me. If I 
could've gone back to the past, I would've apologiz ed to every 
single opponent that I'd ever harmed; beginning wit h the toy 
dog.  

Jody, I'm dead serious!!!  
My final opponent was a purebred Mastiff. He was gi gantic, 

mean-looking, and without any apparent fear. This d og was so 
huge and intimidating you'd think he belonged in a lion's den.  

Typical of many fighting Mastiffs, he had to be des troyed 
in order for the fight to end. This Mastiff charged  me as soon 
as our entry doors were opened. I hesitated, but wa s shoved 
inside the pit by one of Joey's associates.  

Things went terribly from the onset of the match. I  tried 
to launch several quick bites and blows, to no avai l. I'd simply 
lost much of my snap.  

As expected, the Mastiff countered with his own pow erful 
punch-bite combination then tossed me away, as thou gh I was a 
little kitty.  

Because the Mastiff knew that I was no match for hi m, began    
a forward-march-attack routine. He attacked me with out pause, or 
hesitation. During my prime, I could've launched a sustained 
blitzkrieg against him.  

As the fight progressed, old physical wounds began to open 
up. I could now feel blood dripping from various pa rts of my 
body. Meanwhile, Joey and his buddies were shouting  obscenities 
at me.  

I was now exhausted, and didn't want to go on any m ore. 
Indeed, I'd been in the Mastiff's shoes many times before. I was 
certain he'd have absolutely no mercy upon me.  

Later into the fight, the Mastiff tried to bite my eyes. I 
was lucky to have barely evaded his bite. Unfortuna tely, the 
next bite was successful. The Mastiff took hold of my right ear. 
He shook his head from left to right, and up and do wn. A few 
seconds later, I saw half of my ear in his mouth. I n order to 
spook me, he freaking ate it.  
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Despite the Mastiff chewing off half of my ear, Joe y and 
his buddies continued to shout at me. I glanced at Joey as often 
as I could, hoping that he'd take pity on me. He di dn't! If I'd 
been killed, he wouldn't have shed a tear.  

Deep into the fight, if that's what you want to cal l it, 
the Mastiff was able to bite me at will. He even bi t my stubby 
tail. The Mastiff enjoyed tormenting me. He could'v e easily 
destroyed me at this point. No, he wanted to enjoy his 
championship victory.  

Shortly afterwards, the Mastiff bit my neck, and di dn't let 
go. I knew that I was finished. The only thing I co uld hope for 
was mere survival. After a short while, I went down  for the long 
count. In other words, I didn't get up until the fi ght was over.  

Now, I lay on my side, like a pathetic has-been. Bl ood was 
splattered throughout my dilapidated body, and on t he canvas.  

Still, Joey shouted at me without any let-up! He cu rsed me, 
and my entire family. At that point, I couldn't hav e care less 
what he or any other human thought of me. I was dow n, and I sure 
as hell wasn't going to get up until the fight was officially 
over.  

I understood that I was leaving the pit with lifelo ng 
physical and mental battle scars. Even human champs  can't go on 
forever. They must know when to retire. Otherwise, that one 
'extra fight' may make them age ten years.  

The referee finally pulled the Mastiff off of me th en 
motioned my corner men to carry me out.  

Apparently, I'd defecated and urinated on the canva ss. The 
referee ordered the janitor to clean up the area.  

Shockingly, Joey entered the pit then shoved me wit h his 
foot. Then, he ordered me to continue fighting. I r emembered the 
championship rules: one of the fighters must die, o r be knocked 
out, for the championship fight to end. Apparently,  Joey 
couldn't quite accept that.  

Maybe, there were mega-bets on my fight. Well, the fight 
continued. The Mastiff didn't bother wasting any ti me with 
normal bites. Like other incredible fighters, he kn ew when his 
opponent was defenseless and defeated.  

The Mastiff charged me, like a Sherman tank. He got  a hold 
of my neck then twisted his head clockwise then cou nter- 
clockwise. Repeating this motion a total of six tim es, before I 
finally went down for the 'final' long count. It wa s all over!  

The referee made the official call. Instantly, Joey  hurled 
his body over the wooden barrier then began to shou t at the 
referee. The referee pointed at me then told Joey t o shut up, or 
else he'd be thrown out of the secret arena. Joey l ooked at me, 
then back at the referee. He told the referee that he'd calm 
down, only because he didn't want to be thrown out.  
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I'd suffered severe mutilating injuries. Not to men tion 
lifelong mental trauma. When I came to, I gasped fo r air. Now, I 
really found it hard to get up.  

It took ten minutes for me to get up and limp away.  
Surprisingly, Joey seemed to have calmed down.  

I really thought that Joey had a change of heart. M aybe his 
conscience had changed him? Well, I was dead wrong!  

Joey took me to a nearby forested area. As soon as we were 
out of sight, he spat on me. Then, he kicked me. As  if that 
wasn't enough, he began shouting obscenities at me.  Finally, he 
called my mother a freaking whore!  

During the reprimand, I thought of Joey's wife. As Joey 
continued his onslaught, vague memories of Joey's w ife became 
clearer. I was now certain that Joey had murdered h is wife for 
the insurance money. Not because she was a bitch, a s he once 
told me.  

Laura was a kind and gentle person. Jody, if she'd been my 
only guardian, I wouldn't be here talking to you.  

Joey loved to boast about the conquests he'd had. O ne woman 
after another was bamboozled into sleeping with him . In fact, 
whenever Joey went out with a woman, she paid the t ab.  

Whenever Joey beat Laura up, he made sure that I wa s 
chained to an inanimate object. He wanted to make s ure that I 
didn't come to Laura's aid.  

Joey often called Laura a weakling. Unfortunately, Joey was 
too big, mean, and strong for her.  

Joey then ordered me to follow him to the parking l ot. As 
soon as we were near his vehicle, one of his buddie s ran out of 
the secret arena, heading in our direction. When he  got to 
within ten feet of us, he asked Joey if he'd like t o go to 
Alabama.  

His buddy tried to convince him to use me in a hog- dog-
rodeo match. In this brutal sport a dog/s are unlea shed on a 
defenseless hog inside a pit. The hog's tiny horns are broken 
beforehand, to ensure an unfair fight. The dogs usu ally attack 
the ears, genitals, and tails of their hapless vict ims.  
 

I rolled over onto my side. I surrendered! I didn't  want to 
fight anyone, anymore! I just wanted to live a norm al life. Joey 
took one look at me then snarled. He knew that I wa s washed up 
as a fighter. He told his buddy that I was a piece of used 
toilet paper.  

Joey shook his fist at me. Then, he told his buddy that I 
should be flushed down the toilet, head first. Bett er yet, with 
my mouth, eyes, and nostrils, wide open.  
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After Joey's buddy laughed up a storm, he recommend ed that 
I be sold to him, via a junkyard owner. Joey agreed . I was 
'purchased' by Joey's buddy.  

I was worried about the utter speed of the sale. So mething 
was fishy about it. Well, it wasn't until I arrived  at this 
junkyard that I found out.  

While Joey's buddy was transporting me to this path etic 
junkyard, he spilled his beans. I was utterly shock ed by what 
he'd told me.  

Apparently, my destruction was staged by Joey, and a secret 
friend. I was drugged just before the fight. Joey h ad actually 
placed a bet against me. He had a good idea of when  I was going 
down for the long count. 

With or without being drugged, the Mastiff would've  kicked 
my ass, anyway. I was over the hill, and descending  into an 
abyss, really fast.  

Joey was an evil human. After I found out about his  act of 
treachery, I began to wish him the worst of luck.  

Three months after I arrived at this junkyard, some body 
'took out' Joey. He was wanted by the Fatso Family for 
embezzlement. He was shaving off part of the underg round's 
earnings, and putting the money into his personal a ccount. He 
should have known better. After hearing the good ne ws, I grinned 
all day long.  

Joey's buddy was an ex-con. He did hard time at The  
California State Penitentiary. His record consisted  of 
aggravated assault, grand theft auto, forgery, poss ession of 
illegal narcotics, burglary, and wife beating. He w as never 
charged with the promotion of illegal animal fights .  

Joey's buddy had tattoos on both of his forearms. T he 
tattoo on his right arm read 'DID FIVE AT SAN QUENT IN'. The 
tattoo on his left arm was an image of a lion. The guy must've 
been in his fifties, but was in top shape.  

When I saw him in the parking lot, I noticed an out line of 
a gun pressing against his shirt. This type of pers on always 
carries a firearm.  

In his line of work, money, drugs, fighting, compet ition, 
and enemies, make it imperative for an 'executive m ember' to 
carry a weapon at all times.  

Jody, no ex-con should ever be allowed to carry a f irearm! 
Not even a hunting rifle! The ex-con has already sh own the 
public at large that he/she cannot abide by the law s of proper 
conduct.  

Citizens should abide by strict guidelines for gun 
ownership and possession. I'm not calling for a gen eral 
revocation of gun licenses. Law abiding citizens, w ith 
registered firearms, are 'legitimate owners'.  
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Jody, I get the jitters when I think about how much  
'worldwide weaponry' there is in the hands of human s.  

Canines have weapons attached to their bodies. We d on't 
need firearms. Humans must use firearms for self-de fense, 
hunting, and sport hunting. I'm not endorsing sport  hunting, or 
anything of that sort. I'm only stating a fact.  

Regarding hunting, even a fat-ass human could easil y take 
down a lightning-fast animal," said Rocky.  

As soon as Rocky began to shed tears, I recommended  a rest 
for both of us. He agreed.  

Rocky and I slept for a few hours. We awakened with  extreme 
vigor. I was starting to admire my newfound friend.  Rocky was 
honest, friendly, and a good narrator. I didn't wan t to hold his 
violent past against him. He was forced into a life  of hell. Who 
was I to judge him?  

"Please, Rocky, continue your story! You're an incr edible 
dog!" I exclaimed.  

More tears streamed down Rocky's eyes. Although I k new he 
was crying, this time, I ignored it.  

"Jody, once when I was back in my prime, Joey got i nto a 
heated argument with a 'business associate'. The bu siness 
associate was considerably bigger and stronger than  Joey.  

A horrific argument ensued. It looked like things w ere 
about to get physical. Indeed, Joey knew he couldn' t kick the 
guy's ass.  

In response, Joey pulled out his gun then fired six  bullets 
into his business associate. Because it was late in  the evening, 
and we were in an abandoned building, there was nob ody around to 
call the police.  

Jody, there was blood, gooey stuff, and 'disembowel ed 
organs' scattered everywhere.  

Immediately afterwards, Joey ordered me to shut the  
freaking hell up! And, that if I ever told anyone a bout what had 
happened, he'd kill me on the spot!" exclaimed Rock y.  

By now, Rocky was weeping like a child. He really l ooked 
like a dismal character. I don't mean that in an of fensive way, 
but it's the honest truth.  

I felt sorry for Rocky. He'd had such a terrible li fe. 
Needing a shoulder to lean on, I offered him mine. He was 
delighted.  

Rocky and I got along just fine for the next six mo nths. 
However, I knew that our friendship was only tempor ary. Soon, 
I'd have to be on my way.  

Rocky was a very generous dog. Meal time was share time. 
Really!  

Rocky always granted me a portion of what was right fully 
his. In response, I 'swiped' foods from various est ablishments, 
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then returned and shared my take. I didn't have the  heart to 
tell him that the food was stolen. Instead, I alway s told him 
that somebody gave me the food.  

Rocky and I conversed about various topics regularl y. It 
got to the point where our circadian rhythms were p erfectly 
aligned.  

Whenever a junkyard worker entered 'our turf', I sc rammed. 
I did this because Rocky would have told me that th e owner of 
the junkyard hated cats. Also, he wouldn't have wan ted his 24-
hour guard chatting with anyone, especially a cat.  

On a cool Sunday morning, I told Rocky that I was i n the 
mood for a long walk. I ended up returning early in  the evening. 
Boy, did I ever miss Rocky!  

Throughout my entire walk, all I could think of was  Rocky! 
His image ran through my head, over and over again.  

Also, I wanted to talk to Rocky about a possible es cape 
plan. Although Rocky was over the hill, I was confi dent he'd be 
able to survive on the streets. I mean, with his fa vorite kitty 
beside him.  

As soon as I returned from my long walk, I discusse d my 
escape plan with Rocky. While we were conversing, a n ugly 
junkyard worker left the main office then proceeded  to approach 
our turf. Rocky told me to scram. I ran underneath a large slab 
of metal.  

The junkyard worker slapped himself on the forehead  then 
returned to the main office. Apparently, he'd forgo tten 
something.  

A short while later the ugly junkyard worker exited  the 
main office carrying two green bowls in his hands. One bowl 
contained meat, while the other contained milk.  

As soon as the bowls were placed beside Rocky, and the ugly 
junkyard worker had left, I returned to our turf.  

Rocky and I enjoyed our meal. It's very nice eating  with a 
good friend.  

When the ugly junkyard worker returned to remove th e green 
bowls, I was safely hidden behind a row of rusted o ut cars.  

It was unusual, because the junkyard workers always  fed 
Rocky early in the morning and late in the afternoo n. I figured 
it was a mistake. But, there was also a lesson to b e learned. I 
had to stay on the alert for any and all junkyard w orkers. If 
I'd been discovered, Rocky and I would've become ho meless, on 
the spot.  

Rocky appeared to be anxious about something. There  was 
something about the expression on Rocky's face, and  his 
mannerisms. Indeed, it was bad news. I had to wait and see.  

"Jody, while you were out walking, Mr. Hamilton cam e by and 
had a few words with me.  
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Mr. Hamilton's the owner of this junkyard. He told me that 
I'd been sold to a lonely, elderly couple.  

The elderly couple's cat had recently died. Because  their 
cat was considered part of the family, a ‘replaceme nt’ was 
desperately needed. Yes, that's me!  

I'm will be picked up by the elderly couple tomorro w at 
8:00 A.M. They live in a small town fifty miles nor th of here.  

Mr. Hamilton told me that the elderly reside in an uppity 
neighborhood. At least I'll eat high quality food.  

Jody, I tried to convince Mr. Hamilton that the eld erly 
couple would be better off with another cat, rather  than a dog. 
My opinion was brushed aside," said Rocky.  

"Rocky, don't cry! You're a big dog! You're not a l ittle 
puppy! Besides, if you don't stop crying, you'll in fect me," I 
said.  

Rocky cried, cried, and cried. Deep down, I knew th at our 
daily meetings were over. It was our fate to be sep arated.  

"Jody, I want to give you some important informatio n before 
we go our separate ways. There's an incredible blac k cat, named 
Toby. He lives near Los Angeles. I want you to be h is friend, 
too. You deserve a good friend like Toby. You see, Toby's got a 
big reputation amongst cats, and even many dogs.  

You guys are the cream of the crop. Of cats, that i s! If 
you befriend him, your chances of surviving on the streets will 
be immensely increased.  

But, I must warn you. You must be sensitive around Toby. 
He's had a pretty rough life. He's taken a lot of c rap from a 
few animals, and many humans.  

Jody, imagine how terrifying it would be to live in  North 
America, as a black cat. There are many potentially  life-
threatening problems associated with being a black cat. 
Halloween is the most dangerous time of the year fo r black cats.  

I don't want you or Toby to end up like me; a dilap idated, 
punch-drunk, loser.  

As you can see, I'm not the champion fighter that I  used to 
be. My bones are aching, vision and hearing fading,  and muscle 
tone's disappearing. As the days pass, I become mor e and more 
prune-like. I'm old and worn out. I don't want you to become too 
attached to me. You shouldn't be around when I'm 's natched away' 
by the elderly couple. If they see you, they might call the 
dreaded VCOs!  

Jody, I want you to leave as soon as possible. I lo ve you 
dearly. That's why I want you to leave.  

Please, watch out for treacherous humans, especiall y the 
dreaded VCOs. Also watch out for raccoons, dogs (a good 
percentage of them), rats, rabid animals, automobil es, roaches, 
and anyone else who's potentially harmful. Be prepa red to defend 
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yourself with full ferocity. If you aren't adopted by a decent 
family, or have strong allies like Toby, your life may be 
shortened," said Rocky.  

"Rocky, I'll miss you dearly! I hope we see each ot her 
again, someday. If not in our country, then, maybe up in Canada. 
We can start a new life up there. Just hope for it" , I said.  

"Jody, I've had such a terrible life. You're the on ly 
person in the whole world that I've ever loved. Fur thermore, you 
really care for me," said Rocky.  

"Rocky, I'm sorry you've had such a terrible life. I hope 
the elderly couple treats you well. Look, if they'r e abusive or 
neglectful, escape," I said.  
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CAROL 

 

 

 
 
I turned then walked away from my beloved friend. A fter 

exiting the junkyard grounds, I looked at Rocky for  the last 
time. We had tears streaming down our faces. As pai nful as it 
was, I turned away for the last time, then ran. I d idn't stop 
running until I was a mile away.  

Then, I slowed down to a walking pace. It took me f ive 
minutes to find a good resting place underneath a b eautiful 
tree.  

I collapsed onto the grass then cried my brains out . My 
tear ducts worked overtime for a full hour. Then, I  passed out. 
It was only a temporary rest from my ongoing proble ms.  

As soon as I came to, my hunger pangs began to act up. I 
decided to walk the streets of Willowdale, in searc h of food.  

It was now early afternoon, and the sun was poundin g on my 
head with full force.  

I got up then scanned the area. I saw a man and his  wife 
packing vacation gear into the trunk of their stati on wagon. 
Hopefully, they were going to Los Angeles.  

I 'slithered' towards their station wagon with extr eme 
stealth. Even a leopard would've been amazed at my silence and 
precision.  

I stopped near a tree, parallel to the station wago n. 
Waiting for the right moment, I fixed my eyes on th e target. The 
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scent of luscious food was emanating from the back of the 
station wagon. Some of that food was soon to be rig htfully mine. 
That is, as soon as I took possession of it. There was no time 
to be a nice little kitty. I was freaking hungry!  

I ended up waiting for fifteen minutes before makin g my 
move. What ticked me off the most was the couple's lethargic 
pace of packing. Jeepers, they almost looked like a  pair of 
sloths. But, they were built like lean stallions.  

I became a bit apprehensive about getting into a ve hicle 
owned by a sloth-like couple. I mean, they could've  been cat 
killers, for all I knew.  

For a brief moment, I decided to get my food and ri de from 
another source. I wasn’t willing to take any chance s. Incredible 
cats, like me understand the importance of patience . Sometimes, 
it's a life saver.  

I scanned the area then decided to walk east. As I was 
walking east, doubt filled my mind. Then, I heard s omething that 
made me halt in my tracks! It raised my spirits.  

"Carol we have a full tank of gas, lots of money, a nd 
unlimited supplies. We're prepared for our extended  vacation in 
Los Angeles," said the man.  

"Frank we've got everything that we need. I deposit ed two 
thousand dollars into my account last Monday. That makes a total 
of twenty seven thousand dollars in my account, and  forty one 
thousand dollars in yours.  

We must take one more look inside our home, to make  sure 
that we didn't forget anything. It would be terribl e if we had 
to come to pick up an important article," said Caro l.  

As soon as the couple re-entered their house, I ran  to the 
station wagon as fast as I could, then leaped insid e. My free 
ride was assured.  

As soon as my beautiful body was firmly placed insi de the 
station wagon, I slithered underneath the vacation gear.  

A short while later, Frank and Carol exited their h ouse. 
For some reason, they approached their station wago n with 
extreme caution. For a second, I got the creeps. I figured they 
saw me leap into their station wagon.  

"Come on, Sarah ... I mean ... Carol. We've must ge t on the 
She move! Your mom's expecting us for supper. I don 't want to be 
late.  

Do you remember what happened last time? Because we  were 
ten minutes late for dinner, your mother decided to  go ballistic 
on me. She told me that I wasn't good enough to be her son in 
law because I was a non-person, a loser, and a self ish little 
brat. Even after I'd explained to her why we were l ate, she 
still didn't stand down.  
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Carol, no offense, but your mother's a total bitch!  That's 
a simple fact!" shouted Frank.  
"She went ballistic on you because she suspected th at you were 
having an affair with a woman named Sarah," said Ca rol.  

Carol began to cry. She told Frank that she’d leave  him if 
he didn't take back what he said about her mother.  

What? What about the alleged affair? I wondered.  
"Come on, baby, I really love you. I can't live wit hout 

you. You're the most beautiful woman in the whole w orld! Come 
on, Carol. I don't have anything against you, only your mother.  

Carol, your mother's a total bitch, and that's fina l!" 
shouted Frank.  
"Just drive me to my mother's, so I can cry on her shoulder. I 
don't want to argue with you anymore," said Carol.  

I decided to take advantage of the commotion. So, I  opened 
a can of sardines then chomped down on the contents . The 
sardines were very tasty. Too bad, I couldn't add k etchup and 
lemon to them.  

After finishing off 'my sardines', I tossed the can  onto 
the street. Luckily, Frank and Carol were so 'jolte d' from their 
argument, neither of them took notice of the clingi ng and 
clanging that my sardine can toss had made.  

Afterwards, I stealthily opened the ice box then re moved a 
500ml carton of milk. After jabbing it with my claw s, I consumed 
the contents.  

A short while later a patrol car slowly crept up to  the 
station wagon. When the patrol car was parallel to the station 
wagon, Frank and Carol shut their mouths. Apparentl y, somebody 
had called the police about their yapping.  

As soon as the patrol car disappeared, Frank turned  on the 
ignition then began his drive to Los Angeles. I was  happy; 
thinking about the beautiful scenery in Los Angeles . I didn't 
want to think about the gangs engulfing many of the  
neighborhoods.  

Frank drove through the residential area for fiftee n 
minutes, before entering a busy street.  

Frank turned left on the third traffic light then e ntered 
the entry ramp into the highway.  

During Frank's drive on the highway, I sensed that 
something was terribly wrong. Why did Frank frequen tly glance at 
carol? I mean, she was fast asleep.  

Frank turned into an exit ramp about a half an hour  into 
his drive. He continued driving until we reached La nesville city 
limits.  

Frank drove through Lanesville city limits then ent ered 
Junction 867 North. What the hell?  
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I was now certain that something was terribly wrong . We 
were heading towards Oregon!  

After driving north for an hour, Frank pulled his s tation 
wagon onto the shoulder of the highway.  

I slithered up from underneath the vacation gear, t o take a 
closer look at what was going on.  

Frank exited the station wagon then proceeded to wa lk to 
the passenger's side.  

Unbelievably, Carol opened her eyes, hopped into th e 
driver's seat, put the station wagon into drive the n sped off.  

"You freaking bitch! You bimbo! That's my station s tinking 
station wagon! Come back here, now! What's your fre aking 
problem?!" shouted Frank.  

When Carol was a good distance away from Frank, she  slammed 
on the brakes then exited the station wagon. She po inted her 
index finger at Frank then gave him hell!  

"I'm not the one with the problem ... creep! You're  the one 
with the problem! I'm going to mommy's home. We're going to have 
turkey, mashed potatoes and gravy, stuffing, veggie s, fruits 
milk, juice, pop, bottled water, and much dessert.  

The first thing I'll do when I get home is use the 
restroom. Oh, isn't that a shame! You’ll have to ho ld it back 
for some time. Well, I don't think it would be a bi g problem for 
a man to 'go' in his underwear!" shouted Carol.  

Carol returned to the station wagon then sped off. 
Meanwhile, I kept an eye on Frank. He tried to chas e down the 
station wagon, to no avail.  

"Honey, you can come out now. I know you're hiding 
underneath my vacation gear. Really, do you think y ou can fool a 
long time cat lover? 

I can smell a cat from a hundred yards away. Kitty,  I first 
caught a glimpse of you through my rear view mirror , while I was 
combing my hair. Don't you know that beautiful wome n, like 
myself, love to look at themselves in the mirror?" asked Carol.  

I poked my head through the vacation gear then craw led out 
of the heap. Afterwards, I leaped onto the passenge r's seat. 
Carol took her right hand off of the steering wheel  then petted 
me between the ears.  

I really liked it. When cats are in the mood, they love to 
be petted. But, don't you dare pet a cat when he/sh e is in a 
grumpy mood. You can't imagine how dangerous it is.  Multiple 
spontaneous attacks may occur.  

Imagine how pissed off you'd be if someone awakened  you at 
3:00 A.M., on a workday. Then, he/she tried to play  with you. 
Well, now you understand. Try to be understanding, when dealing 
with a cat. It'll go a long way.  
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Carol petted me for a short while, because she want ed to 
concentrate on her driving. I decided to close my e yes and rest.  

I opened my eyes as soon as we'd entered Laytonvill e. Soon, 
we were driving through the downtown core. Laytonvi lle wasn't 
the 'ideal' American town. The part we were in was below par for 
a cat like me.  

Carol continued driving on Kingston Street, until w e left 
the downtown area. Now, the houses were appearing m ore and more 
run-down and dilapidated. It wasn't until Carol rol led up her 
windows then locked the car doors, that I became an xious. 
Something wasn't right. I eyed Carol, trying to det ect important 
cues.  

Carol appeared to be suffering from some sort of me ntal 
abnormality/illness. Now, I could see it as clearly  as juice in 
a glass jar. I hadn't paid much attention to this e arlier 
because of my preoccupation with Carol's confrontat ion with 
Frank.  

In addition, my incredible feline intuition alerted  me to 
Carol's ingrained hatred of me. Now, I began to sen se Carol's 
utter hatred and envy of me. To make matters worse,  I was alone 
with her, inside 'her' station wagon.  

A short while later, Carol glared at me, then clenc hed her 
right fist. Carol's extreme emotion caused her to i nadvertently 
press further down on the gas pedal. Where did this  hatred come 
from? I wondered.  

As soon as we entered what appeared to be a high-cr ime 
neighborhood, Carol turned to me then grinned. Inde ed, it was an 
evil grin.  

I was certain that Carol intended to harm me. Altho ugh the 
thought of a lightning-fast escape had entered my m ind, I 
decided to sit still. After all, the doors were loc ked, and the 
windows were rolled up.  

"Carol, please slow down! Otherwise, we’ll end up i n the 
morgue!" I shouted.  

"Stop being a little bimbo!" shouted Carol.  
I didn't appreciate the way Carol spoke to me. For 

strategic purposes, I decided to control my temper.  If I'd 
attacked Carol while she was driving, the end resul t would've 
been catastrophic; for both of us.  

Carol entered Robertson Street then pulled over int o the 
curb. I figured something was about to happen.  

"I want you out of my damn car ... you little harlo t! You 
can't compete with me! I'm the only 'pussy' in my h ome! I don't 
want to compete with any cat! Out! Out!! Out!!!  

If 'creepy Frank' had seen you, he would've adopted  you! 
Can you believe that? I can't have a 'creepy kitty'  in my house, 
crapping, peeing, meowing, talking, scratching, cla wing, eating, 
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drinking, sleeping, rubbing, playing, and goofing a round. I’ve 
always hated cats! I lied to you! I’m not a cat lov er!  

When I was a child, we had a black cat that took al l the 
cruelty I could possibly inflict on her, and more. I tormented 
her from the day my mommy and daddy brought her int o our home," 
said Carol.  

Carol closed her eyes for several minutes. I really  thought 
that she'd calm down. Well, I was dead wrong. Later , things 
would get really ugly.  

Gosh, Frank was lucky he was dumped out of Carol's station 
wagon. No doubt, Carol was a wacko of a woman. I wa nted out, 
too. But, I had to wait for the right moment. Other wise, I'd 
have to kick Carol's ugly ass.  
Suddenly, all hell broke loose.  

"GET OUTTA MY STATION WAGON! RIGHT NOW! OR I"LL SHO OT YOU 
WITH MY GUN!" shouted Carol.  

I didn't know what to do. The doors were locked and  the 
windows were rolled up. How was I supposed to get o ut? I looked 
Carol in the eyes then placed my right paw on her t high. She 
stopped shouting then turned her head to face me.  

"All right, whatever the hell your name is! I'll le t you 
out of my freaking station wagon. This is a very da ngerous 
neighborhood. I’m sure there are many cat haters ne arby," said 
Carol.  

Carol was an illogical and warped individual. She c ouldn't 
differentiate between good and evil.  

"Kitty, I'm such a sweet person. You're lucky I did n't 
shoot you between your ugly eyes," said Carol.  

I shrugged my shoulders then tilted my head to the side. I 
didn't know what to say.  

Carol had become a big problem for me. For a moment , I 
considered a blitzkrieg-style offensive on her.  

As I was pondering about my potential attack, Carol  put her 
station wagon into drive, then took off.  

Sometimes, it's hard to comprehend the illogical th inking 
and behaving patterns of mentally unstable humans. Just look at 
Carol.  

Don't get me wrong. I'm not trying to belittle huma ns. I'm 
being objective regarding my conclusions; cat's hon or.  

Unfortunately, there was more illogical behavior to  come.  
"Kitty, you remind me of my sister-in-law. Your eye s are 

identical to hers. She's such a freaking bitch! I n ever liked 
being number two around her! You should have seen h ow Frank 
behaved around her. He loved her so dearly. I hated  that. I'm 
his freaking wife! How could he love another woman? !" shouted 
Carol.  
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"But ... Carol ... wasn't this woman your husband's  sister? 
It wasn't like he was having an ‘affair’ with her,"  I said.  

"I don't want to ever hear that word again!" shoute d Carol.  
I didn't for an entire hour, thereafter. Now, we we re on 

the highway. Well, at least I was getting a free ri de. I'd 
underestimated Carol's 'wackiness' once again.  

"Kitty, I've had a change of plans. I'm going to We ston 
City. You will be my passenger, by force, if necess ary.  
I have to punish you! How dare you slither into my station 
wagon, like a little reptile!" shouted Carol.  

At least for the time being, it didn't seem like a good 
idea to get into a slugging match with Carol. There  was much 
traffic on the highway. The last thing I wanted to be in was a 
multi-car accident. Who knows, there may have been a cat inside 
a nearby vehicle. I could never forgive myself if I 'd ever 
caused the unjustifiable death of another person.  

"You better not think that I'm sick in the head! I get that 
crummy look from humans, often times. If you ever s ay it to my 
face, I'll freaking kill you," said Carol.  

I held myself back. Whatever Weston City was like, it would 
be a hell-of-a-lot better than being with Carol.  

A sign on the highway indicated that Weston City wa s ten 
miles way. That was a relief. Jeepers, I was so hap py, I almost 
kissed Carol on the cheek. Whoops! That would've be en a 
'gruesome' experience.  

Carol decided to partially roll down all of the win dows. I 
nice breeze entered the station wagon. But, I could  also taste 
the pollution in the air.  

Why do humans pollute the environment so much? Don' t they 
give a damn about 'our' beautiful planet? Don't the y know that 
our planet is very sick? So sick, it's coughing up gooey stuff.  
A short while later, Carol entered an exit ramp the n drove 
towards Weston. Soon, we were close enough to read a city sign 
that read: CITY OF WELTON POPULATION FIVE HUNDRED A ND FIFTY 
THOUSAND. 

On our way to downtown Weston, I saw many young peo ple that 
were standing around, killing time. They were wasti ng their 
lives, without realizing it.  

Initially, I didn't think much of it. However, as w e 
continued on our course, the people standing around  appeared 
tougher, and more criminal-like. We were entering a n extremely 
dangerous part of town. This is what Carol wanted f or me? I 
wondered.  

It was the type of neighborhood that people in gove rnment 
tend to ignore.  
Without notice, Carol slammed on the brakes, then r eached into 
her glove compartment and pulled out a .357 Magnum.  After 
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closing the glove compartment, she pressed the Magn um against my 
head then grinned.  

"Carol you don't have to do this! If you want me to  get 
out, open my door, or window. I'll get the hell out  of your 
station wagon. Then, I'll leave and never come back . Pressing 
your .357 Magnum against the head of an innocent ca t will get 
you nowhere. 

Do you want to kill me in cold blood? Your 'heart' will get 
the better end of you," I said.  

"Don't be a little harlot! You're lucky I don't wan t the 
interior of my station wagon to be splattered with blood and 
entrails!" shouted Carol  

Carol withdrew her .357 Magnum from my head then pu t it 
back in the glove compartment.  

After Carol gave me a long look, she opened my door  then 
waved me out. Without flinching, I leaped out of th e station 
wagon then sped off.  

I hate say to this, but my feline pride forced me t o return 
to Carol's station wagon. I had to give her a preci ous word of 
advice before leaving. Not because I cared about he r, but 
because I wanted her to know that 'this cat' was mo re 
intelligent than she was.  

As soon as I was within spitting distance of Carol' s 
station wagon, she let out a burst of fire from her  mouth.  

"I hope the ugliest, smelliest, most conniving sewe r rat 
impregnates you! I don't want to ever see you again !" shouted 
Carol.  

I was pissed off at Carol. But, I wanted to get the  last 
'verbal attack' before we parted. I'd show her how stupid she 
was.  

"Carol! You're so stupid! Next time, hold your 'min i 
cannon' with both hands! If you'd fired a round at me, your mini 
cannon would've jerked back and thumped you on the head. Come 
on, how stupid can you be?" I asked.  

I turned then bolted. I ran for ten blocks, without  slowing 
down. The last thing I needed was a wacko using my beautiful 
body for target practice; using a .357 Magnum!  

I slowed down to a walking pace because I felt like  
barfing. A cat living on the streets should never b e extremely 
exhausted, or otherwise sickly. 

Even cats can't see or hear every single creature a round 
them. Lurking creatures can often be extremely dang erous. They 
wait until your guard's down.  

I decided to rest on a large branch, located on the  
periphery of a dilapidated yard. As soon as I close d my eyes, 
sleep overtook me.  
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I awakened at dawn, with anxiety ringing in my head . I knew 
that I was on my own, and without a home to go to.  

As the sun began to rise, I felt an urgent need to find 
another hiding place. The sun is such an awesome sp ectacle. 
Stray cats fear VCOs more during the day, than duri ng the night. 
VCOs are generally not supplied with night vision e quipment. 
This gives cats one incredible advantage over the V COs. Daytime 
is VCO time!  

There are many potentially dangerous animals out th ere. 
Here are a few: hard-core-violent criminals, rats, roaches 
(especially flying ones), hostile dogs, hostile cat s, and 
raccoons. Raccoons almost always make their appeara nce at night.  

As far as VCOs are concerned, 'the only good one is  an 
absent one'. I'm not trying to pick on VCOs. I unde rstand that 
they're trying to clear their communities of wander ing animals. 
The people who control our cities don't want animal s controlling 
large sectors of their turf. Furthermore, they desp ise and fear 
poop, pee, and zoometric (animal to human) diseases  throughout 
their communities. In a nutshell: this is a turf wa r.  

Given the chance, cats and rats could possibly take  over 
large sectors of the average North American city. I f these two 
groups ever made an alliance with each other, the w orld would be 
theirs!  

Theoretically, a single rabid cat could bite and sc ratch 
many animals, and humans. You see, we've never reso rted to 
extremes, because we're not the cold-blooded human killers that 
some media outlets portray us as.  

Sadly, it's not all a piece of cake. VCOs usually c atch 
their target, make an arrest then send him/her (usu ally a cat or 
a dog) off to be 'processed'.  

Shelters across North America vary in size, archite cture, 
capacity, and philosophy (empathy or brutality, kil l or no-
kill), and maximum stay. I'll tell you something: i ndividuals 
who are cute, healthy, youthful, and purebreds, are  almost 
always the ones to be adopted first. Ugly animals o ften get the 
ax. It may be done by lethal injection, a catheter jab in the 
heart, or a gas canister (gas chamber). In reality,  many shelter 
animals are on death row. Gosh, just look at their faces!  

In some countries, strangulation, burning, drowning , or 
beating-to-death, are also used. Gas canisters, are  actually 
tiny gas chambers! Wow! What a sinister way of play ing with 
words. Really, no cat or dog who's ever seen, heard , or 
'smelled' the agony and torment emanating from gas chambers 
would ever call them gas canisters. Humans may fool  other 
humans, but not us animals.  

Cat hunts often ended in the victim being burned al ive, or 
hanged. Countless cats have been lynched throughout  history. 
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'Old America' had its share of cat killings. Cats w ere sometimes 
brutally persecuted; judged to be 'witch-like' or i nherently 
evil. Extreme cruelty, without mercy, was meted out . After all, 
cats can't vote. No wonder, homeless people are tot ally ignored 
by politicians.  

We hear a lot about the WITCH TRIALS. What about th e 
countless CAT TRIALS? In fact, there were many cat hunts. 
Although, some men were also persecuted in the witc h trials, 
most of the human victims were women.  

Why can't humans give us a formal apology for what they've 
done?! Show some regret! Would you?! Write more boo ks about our 
suffering. Also, write about all the good we've don e for 
humanity.  

Even cat adoption isn't a guarantee for happiness. Animal 
hoarders, ritual killers, abusers, incompetent owne rs, and 
persons using cute cats as bate for animal fighting , are 
potential problems. I must say: the most evil indiv iduals can be 
found in the human community.  

Upon awakening, I felt extreme hunger pangs and inc redible 
thirst; pounding at me, without any let-up. I decid ed to hold 
out until sundown. Then, I'd eat and drink my fill.  

Now, I was perched on a large tree branch. This gav e me a 
birds-eye view of my surroundings. As the hours pas sed, people 
began to return from work. Thankfully, not one of t hem saw me.  
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    GANG WAR  

 

 

 
 
While I was enjoying my ‘temporary invisibility’, a ll hell 

broke loose! Rapid gunfire was coming from two loca tions. 
Indeed, it scared the living daylights out of me. I t was a 
freaking gang-war!  

Turf, drugs, money, power, prestige, personal pride , low 
self-esteem, rebellion, vengeance, and pussy, are m ost often the 
causes of turf wars. Mind you, by pussy, I'm not re ferring to 
cats. I'm referring to the other kind of pussy.  

Aside from rapid gun fire, a man in a house across the 
street was cursing at his foes that were in the hou se behind me. 
This man sounded dumb, uneducated, and ferocious. A nd, he spoke 
with a foreign accent.  

Jeepers! A foreigner in our country involved in a g ang war! 
What the hell's going on here? Why don't we go ahea d and just 
invite all of the drug lords to the White House? I mean, some 
members of congress are really good at criminal act ivity. So 
good, they actually hide behind the law.  

I 'scented' cocaine, heroin, hashish, and booze. Al though 
I'd scented it when I first arrived in the neighbor hood, I 
figured it was one of those innocent things.  

Gang members destroy their lives in order to make a  quick 
buck. Let a cat tell them: it's not worth it.  
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As I was cringing from the onslaught, a blue Mustan g pulled 
over into the curb, right in front of 'my tree'. Tw o men and a 
woman exited the Mustang. Each was clutching a semi -automatic 
weapon, and an ammo belt. They quickly took cover b ehind the 
blue Mustang.  

One of the men signaled to the shooters inside the house 
behind my tree. Apparently, they belonged to the sa me gang. It 
was the gang members who were inside the house acro ss the street 
that were the enemy. For me, both sides were enemie s.  

As if the gang war wasn't horrible enough. Now, we had 
three more maniacs carrying heavy-duty weapons. The ir ammo belts 
were aligned with bullets, waiting to be fired.  

Now, bullets were whizzing to near me. I wouldn't h ave 
believed it, if I'd heard this story from a trustwo rthy cat. I 
had to have been there to believe it.  

Soon, several 'reserve gangsters' arrived at the sc ene. 
They quickly ran into the house across the street. I was now in 
a freaking war zone.  

I can't tell you what the difference between a gang  war and 
a regular war is. It was time to get out of Dodge!  

I leaped onto the grass, behind the tree. As soon a s I 
landed on the grass, my brain got jiggled. My blood  pressure and 
pulse were probably going through the clouds.  

I crouched down, like a lioness does when she's abo ut to 
charge a prey. I sure as hell knew that my beautifu l body wasn't 
bullet proof. One bullet in the right place could h ave maimed or 
killed me.  

The gangsters in the house across the street broke several 
windows in order to improve their shooting accuracy . Just like 
in the old westerns.  

I couldn't count how many bullets had been sprayed at the 
blue Mustang. No doubt, the gangsters knew that the  'three 
enemies' were trapped. For two whole minutes, rapid  gunfire was 
the rule.  

If it was up to me, I'd force the mayor, governor, and 
President of the United States of America, to live in that crime 
infested neighborhood, throughout his or her entire  term. I'd 
apply this rule throughout the entire world, if pos sible. 
Politicians would be 'forced' to fight crime in the  same manner 
and tenacity as they do wars. Wouldn't that be nice ? 

Incredible cats, like me, are very intelligent. My people 
have been around for eons. We've seen many of the g oof-ups made 
by humans. When humans lived in primitive cultures,  my ancestors 
and their relatives were hunting whatever they damn  well 
pleased.  

Humans, who have large brains, stereoscopic vision,  
bipedalism, grasping hands (tool making, etc.), hig hly developed 
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language abilities, superb cognitive abilities, rat ionality, and 
the ability to wage large-scale war, eventually dis placed even 
the most formidable of animals. Today, even polar b ears must run 
for their lives. 

Usually, running away only delays the inevitable. N o polar 
bear can outrun an oncoming helicopter, airplane, o r any land 
vehicle.  

Truly, humans have become the most powerful 'beings ' on 
this planet. The weapons used in this gang war alon e, could kill 
even the most formidable land and sea creatures. If  dinosaurs 
and King Kong did exist, machine gun fire could tak e them down, 
quite easily. They too, are made of flesh.  

Aggressive ant species and chimps can wage wars als o. 
Hyenas on the other hand, can fight other 'tribes' with 
incredible ferocity. These 'combats' pale in compar ison to those 
of humans'.  

We're lucky ants are so tiny. Hyenas are too awkwar d, ugly, 
and stupid, to be a serious threat to humanity. For  now, lions 
are still the kings of the beasts. For how long, I certainly 
don't know.  

Humans in many parts of the world can kill stray ca ts, 
without having to worry about legal consequences. I n fact, some 
townships don't want us around, period! A cat may s ee a few 
'lynched' kitties on the outskirts of a village. Th is is a stern 
warning to them: DO NOT ENTER, OR ELSE!  

One of the three gangsters taking cover behind the blue 
Mustang got stiff legged. He stood up then shook hi s right leg. 
Afterwards, he tried to shake his left leg, but cou ldn't. You 
see, he was promptly gunned-down. He got 'three' in  the head. As 
expected, he died before dropping to the ground.  

Now, there was a large puddle of blood beside his h ead. Not 
to mention his splattered brains, skull, scalp, and  hair. 
Although it was a disgustingly sad sight, I had to worry about 
myself, first.  

The two remaining gangsters taking cover behind the  blue 
Mustang appeared very distraught by what had taken place. Either 
way, they were forced to push his body away.  

The dead man had stood up in dangerous territory. A n 
infantryman man in a World War 1 battle would've kn own better. 
Stay down in your trenches! Don't get up until the order's 
given! Peeking at the enemy may cause you to die!  

"Damn you! Someone will pay for this killing! I don 't care 
how long it takes us. Our 'boss' will plan your kil lings. We 
know who you guys are!" shouted a gang member.  

I turned to see exactly who it was. Somehow, the vo ice 
sounded very deep and menacing. Using my incredible  feline 
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vision, I noticed a gang member standing in the liv ing room 
behind me.  

He was a tough-looking character. He had black hair , cruel 
eyes, awesome shoulders, and stood at 6 feet 6 inch es. Jeepers, 
he could've terrified a Doberman.  

This gangster had a boxer's nose, cauliflower ears,  and 
hamburger eyes. His voice was rough and ugly. He lo oked like the 
late Rocky Graziano. Except Graziano didn't look li ke a cruel 
person. He looked like a prize fighter.  

Thankfully, I wasn't the one who'd killed him. 
Unfortunately, I didn't have an escape plan. On the  other hand, 
I certainly didn't want to a sitting duck.  

"I don't give a crap what you say, or what you thin k! Your 
dumb boss can go to hell! You entered our territory ! We have a 
right to protect our territory from rival gang memb ers! We also 
have a right to sell whatever kind of 'merchandise'  we want to! 
We have a right to earn a living!  

Why shouldn't we be allowed to own a slab of territ ory?! 
Our families have been in this country for eons!" s houted a gang 
member.  

One of the gang members slowly opened the door of t he blue 
Mustang. Then, she carefully removed two M-16 Rifle s. Actually, 
they were 'enhanced' M-16 Rifles.  

It was time to get the hell out of that damn war zo ne! I 
quickly made a dash away from the area. I figured ' they' 
wouldn't shoot at beautiful kitty. Well, I was dead  wrong!  

Shockingly, one of the gangsters holding an enhance d M-16 
Rifle decided to use me for target practice. He aim ed then fired 
a wild volley of bullets at me. Jeepers, I was in t he middle of 
the freaking street! I was caught between machine g un fire, and 
more machine gun fire! I decided to run to the hous e across the 
street. I figured that the members of this gang wou ld have to be 
cat lovers.  

Shockingly, all of the gang members decided to use me as 
target practice. Jeepers! I had to run zigzag, like  a gazelle 
being chased by one of my big cat cousins.  

In a split second, I turned to my right then leaped  into a 
white Volkswagen Station. I was lucky the owner of the vehicle 
forgot to roll up one of the windows.  

As soon as I landed in the Volkswagen Station, I sa w a man 
with long hair, and glazed eyes, smoking some reall y powerful 
weed. This guy stunk, worse than a skunk.  

The man was smoking two joints at the same time; on e was 
hashish, the other marijuana. The man had no inklin g that there 
was a serious freaking war raging just outside.  

"Come on baby! Man, like ... what's up? Do you want  a drag? 
Please, kitty, don't say no! I hate to smoke weed a lone. You 
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see, I've been alone for over three months now. My wife left me 
for a square. Right before she broke up with me, sh e called me a 
stinky loser, burnout, asshole, addict, nobody, and  many other 
hostile names. Can you believe that bitch? I'm not a burnout! I 
only get high once a day; all day.  

Like, man ... some of my high school buddies got hi gh 
several times a day. I don't think I'm like that. I 'm an 
honorable dope smoker."  

Now, I realized that being outside, where there was  a 
chance of escape, was a lot more promising than hav ing to endure 
'the burnout'. He was driving me up the wall. Witho ut saying hi, 
or goodbye, I turned then leaped out of the window.  Thankfully, 
that was the last time I ever saw the burnout.  

The gangsters resumed firing at me. I swerved left and 
right away from the zooming bullets. I didn't want the shooters 
to hang me up as a trophy.  

Suddenly, I noticed a slight opening in the window of a 
Pontiac Grand Prix. 

I ran to it then leaped through the opening. Truly,  I had 
the skill of a leopard. Once inside, I slithered un derneath the 
front passenger's seat. I decided to stay put.  

"Come on pussy cat! Come on out, so we can shoot yo ur ugly 
face! We don't tolerate anyone watching our turf wa rs. That 
includes ugly cats like you. 

We'll give you to the count of five to come out, or  else 
I'll make it my day's resolution to wound and torme nt you. My 
'associates' and I are seasoned shooters," said a g ang member.  

In all the commotion, I didn't notice what directio n the 
voice was coming from. In effect, I didn't know who se side made 
the threat. But, I did know that both sides had fir ed on me. In 
that regard, the threat was comprehensive.  

I didn't know what to do. If I did what the gang me mber 
wanted me to do, I'd be shot. If I tried to run awa y, he'd take 
it personally, then he'd shoot me. If I stayed put,  I'd have to 
dodge at a hundred bullets. Gosh, I had three rotte n options to 
choose from.  
     While I was pondering about my predicament, th e sounds of 
police sirens filled the air. At least four patrol cars were 
'zoomed-in' on the battle scene. Apparently, someon e did care 
about the 'hood'.  

This sudden shocker caused the gang war to immediat ely end. 
As such, I was able to peek through the window of t he Pontiac.  

Both of the gangsters who took cover behind the Mus tang 
were wounded. They were able to get into their bull et strewn 
blue Mustang, then drive off to safety.  
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I decided to scram. After leaping out of the Pontia c, I ran 
through a dozen lawns. I just wanted to get the hel l out of 
there!  

While running away from the chaos, I quickly glance d back, 
just to make sure that nobody was trying to get a ‘ sneaky’ 
bullet into me. Thankfully, the shooters didn't tak e notice of 
me. They had more urgent matters to deal with.  
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    BARBARA  

 

 

 
 
 
Shortly afterwards I slowed down to a walking pace.  I 

strolled through a decent neighborhood for fifteen minutes, 
before spotting a good place to rest; a spacious ga rage. 
Luckily, there were no vehicles inside. It seemed l ike time was 
flying by like a jet airplane. Part of me was a bit  
apprehensive. But, I had more immediate matters to deal with: 
hunger, thirst, exhaustion, and anxiety. I simply r an out of 
energy.  

While recovering in the garage, I detected the scen t of 
roast beef emanating from inside the house. I knew that getting 
some of that roast beef into my system would give m e an 
incredible energy boost. I was so hungry, nothing c ould've 
diverted me. The scent of roast beef 'negated' my e xhaustion. 
Instantly!  

For a moment, my good half got the better end of me . I 
questioned myself about the morality of 'snatching'  roast beef 
from its rightful owners.  

No! I was too freaking hungry to ponder about the m orality 
of taking food from someone else. It's not like I'd  never done 
it before.  
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Good cat owners live in sweet homes that contain to ns of 
good food, and gallons upon gallons of clean water and fresh 
milk. Not to mention toys for a cat's personal use.  

A cat that is cute, well-behaved, and lucky, stands  a good 
chance of being taken in by a good human family. Al so, some cats 
are good actors. They know what to do in order to g et what they 
want. In effect, these cats know how to 'sucker' a human. But, I 
must make an important point: there are countless c ats who truly 
love their owners.  

As I'd stated earlier, a cat must always 'beware' o f evil 
humans. These evil ones are capable of inflicting i mmense pain 
and suffering upon an innocent/naive cat.  

As my stomach began to grind on itself, nothing mat tered, 
except my slab of roast beef. I actually began to f eel the roast 
beef in my veins. Jeepers, I was that hungry!  

If I had to endure another hour of suffering, I wou ld've 
turned into a freaking zombie. That roast beef was mine for the 
taking. There was no room for a guilty conscience, or empathy. 
Don't judge me, until you've endured what I've had to endure.  

I exited the garage then headed straight for the ki tchen. 
As soon as I was within several feet of the kitchen  door, I 
played the cute cat routine.  

I shouted into the kitchen door, making sure not to  let-up 
until someone in the house answered my call.  

"I'm hungry! My mommy died! I have to eat 'much' ro ast 
beef!" I shouted.  
 

"Who is it? Are you a little kitty? Come on don't r un away 
when I open the door. If you do, you won't get a tr eat," said a 
woman.  

Shortly afterwards, a woman opened the kitchen door , 
lowered her head, then looked me straight in the ey es. I rolled 
onto my back, in submission then righted myself. Af terwards, I 
waited attentively.  

Instantly, the woman got down on one knee, then pet ted me 
between the ears. Although her petting felt really good, it 
didn't relieve my hunger pangs. It was food that I needed! The 
petting could be delayed.  

If a ‘sweet Samaritan’ ever sees a half-starved cat  he/she 
will do the right thing. 

The cat will soon have solid food, milk, and water to 
consume. The aforementioned are a cat's 'BIG THREE' . However, 
some cats don't like milk. Don't worry. They're in the minority.  

Shelter, friendship, petting, and overall security,  are 
also very important. Too bad, Abraham Maslow didn't  write about 
an animal hierarchy of needs. It would've been revo lutionary!  
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"Madam, you're so sweet and beautiful. I'm very gla d to 
meet you. You must have a hundred boyfriends. Why . .. no man in 
his right mind could ever resist you. I'd like to b e your 
friend.  

However, I do have a tiny problem at hand. I've bee n on the 
streets for quite some time. I'm starving and dying  of thirst. 
Last night, I cried my brains out. Please, give me whatever you 
can," I said.  

I figured that a ton of crap would do the job. Flat tery can 
often work wonders.  

"Well, aren't you going to tell me your name?" aske d the 
woman.  

“I forgot. How impolite of me. My name is Jody Wils on. I'm 
from Missouri. Although I miss my home state, being  on the move 
does have its advantages. But, someday, I'll return  home."  

"My name is Barbara Belington. I grew up in Vancouv er, 
British Columbia. Vancouver's a very beautiful city . I miss the 
greenery, and the rain. It rains a lot, but it also  clears up a 
lot. That's when you see the beautiful greenery.  

Cities with cold winters are also nice. But, you ne ed to 
dress up during those cold winter days. You must al so have 
decent heating, and access to good transportation.  

A homeless cat or dog that lives in a cold city has  big 
problems to deal with. Cold weather has no mercy. O ld man winter 
couldn't care less if you're warmed-up, or freezing  to death."  

"I'd like to get to know you, after I've had someth ing to 
eat and drink," I said.  

"Jody, I'll give you some tasty roast beef, milk, a nd 
water," said Barbara.  

As soon as I heard the words roast beef I felt a gi gantic 
swath of saliva form in my throat. Because it caugh t me off 
guard, I almost choked on it.  

Luckily, Barbara calmed me down. She showed incredi ble 
concern for me. She almost took me to the veterinar ian.  

Luckily, we were able to resume our conversation, 
unhindered.  

"Jody, I'm only a temporary caretaker of this house . This 
house belongs to a dear friend of mine. She's retur ning next 
week.  

Then, I'll be off to Vancouver. Too bad, you can't come 
back with me. I think you'd really like it up there . After all, 
we're neighbors. Aren't we?  

Last Friday, I was walking my friend's cat through the 
neighborhood, when she stepped on a shard of glass.  The glass 
was from a broken beer bottle.  
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As soon as my friend's cat, Katy, stepped on the sh ard of 
glass, she shouted then hopped and fell onto her si de. After she 
got over the shock, she started crying.  

Now Katy's a patient at The Lawson Veterinary Hospi tal. 
It's very sickening how people can go out and get w asted, then 
drop, or toss their beer bottles onto the ground. T hey should 
think about the potential harm they're doing to ani mals; not to 
mention their 'litter-bugging'.  

I kept my friend posted about Katy's condition. Eit her way, 
she decided to return to California.  

The veterinary surgeon informed me that Katy's paw would 
take weeks to make a partial recovery. This was the  best case 
scenario.  

Katy's paw would be damaged for life! The creep who  tossed 
the beer bottle onto the sidewalk IN A RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD, 
is probably laughing up a storm," said Barbara.  

Barbara invited me inside the house then proceeded to lead 
me to the kitchen. Upon arrival, she walked over to  the stove. 
After throwing me a big smile, she put a giant slab  of roast 
beef into a green bowl. I stayed put, near the kitc hen table.  

Barbara returned with a bowl full of roast beef. I ate the 
contents. While I was eating my roast beef, Barbara  placed a 
bowl of milk, and a bowl of water beside me. I cons umed off 
everything in sight. Indeed, I felt like a lion.  

As soon as I cleared the contents of all bowls, I a sked 
Barbara to get me some more water. All that eating made me very 
thirsty.  

As soon as Barbara placed another bowl of water bes ide me, 
I finished it off. Now, I was satiated.  

"Jody, lay down near the washing machine. I'll get you some 
munchies," said Barbara.  

As soon as Barbara said the word 'munchies', my hun ger 
returned. It was unbelievable, but true.  

No doubt, Barbara was a generous woman. So, I decid ed to 
take advantage of her. After all, I'd be on my way soon.  

I waited patiently 'slobbering' like a hungry lion.  The 
sweet smell of food ran up my nostrils, all the way  to my brain. 
I couldn't wait.  

Before I knew it, Barbara came out of the kitchen c loset 
with three large strips of beef jerky. I felt like leaping up 
into the air and snatching the 'beef jerky strips f rom her hand.  

Before I could do that, Barbara knelt down, removed  the 
strips of beef jerky out of their plastic wraps the n placed the 
food beside me.  

Naturally, I lowered my head then devoured my food.  I 
looked like a lion that was devouring an antelope c arcass.  
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“Jody, I'm a biochemist. I work at the Vancouver Ge neral 
Hospital. Most people tell me that I look like a ho usewife. You 
know what I mean; a house cleaner/cook.  Also, a wo man who’s had 
two or three pregnancies. 

That's not the case. Although taking care of 'your kids' is 
a noble job, I chose to pursue my studies to the hi ghest level. 
Jody, do you think I’m a snobby bitch for doing tha t?” asked 
Barbara.  

“Umm … I mean like … absolutely not!” I answered. 
“Jody, you are an incredible cat! Let me tell you m ore 

about myself, okay? 
I was always brilliant in school. So, why would I e ven 

consider wasting my intelligence away?" asked Barba ra.  
Gosh, Barbara was so full of herself. Didn't she ha ve a 

maternal instinct to satisfy? I wondered.  
"Jeepers Barbara, you must've hit the book really h ard in 

school. You were probably under immense stress and pressure," I 
said.  

I leaped onto Barbara's chest then licked her hand several 
times. In response, Barbara told me that she loved me.  

Somehow, Barbara was hiding her major depression fr om me. 
Aside from her beautiful eyes and freckles, true ha ppiness just 
wasn't there.  

In fact, Barbara looked like she was about to cry. I could 
see tear drops in her eyes that were on the verge o f dropping. 
No doubt, she didn't want to cry in front of a cat.  How could 
anyone (human being) not want to cry in front of a cat? It's not 
like cats mock crying humans.  

Jody," please follow me to the garage. Don't worry.  Nothing 
bad will happen to you. I'm an honorable woman," sa id Barbara.  

While following Barbara, apprehension and confusion  
'engulfed' my mind. Was it a trap, or was Barbara a n honorable 
person? I decided to give Barbara the benefit of th e doubt. If 
she'd wanted to harm me, an attempt could've been m ade while I 
was gorging on my food. During which, I was fixated  on the 
contents of the bowls.  

As soon as we entered the garage, Barbara picked up  a 
wooden rocking chair, carried it to a corner then p ut it down. 
She sat in the rocking chair for a minute, without saying a 
word. Then, she waved me over to her. I leaped onto  her lap then 
turned over on my back, signifying total submission .  

A short while later I began to play bite Barbara's right 
forearm. Although I was only goofing around, it was  also a 
reminder to Barbara that I could defend myself, if need be. Cats 
can quickly right themselves, even if they're on th eir backs.  

"Jody, I want you to be very careful out there! I c an cats 
fighting almost every single night. It's a tough wo rld out 
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there! You must be a smart/tough cookie to survive.  Dumb cats 
can't survive on the streets. Smart cats strive for  that North 
American home. That's what I'd do if I was a cat. 

There are many caring people in this world. They lo ve cats, 
sincerely. If you end up in their care, your life w ill be a 
picnic. Good sleeping quarters, litter box, toys, f ood, water, 
milk, veterinary medical care, and much love. If yo u’re super 
lucky the house will contain a friendly animal comp anion.  

If by some cruel mistake, you end up on the streets , always 
have at least one good hideout, and a good friend. As a warning, 
be prepared in case your friend decides to betray y ou. Be wary 
of 'deceitfully-friendly' dogs, cats, and humans. I 'm sure 
you've come across someone like that before.  

Another thing: all humans aren't cat lovers. In fac t, some 
humans enjoy harming cats. Other cats and dogs can also be 
dangerous to you. Dogs are bigger and stronger than  most cats. 
Some sinister humans deny animals their inherent ri ghts.  

Jody, please search for a black cat named Brian. He  lives 
in West City. West City is only 10 miles southwest of here. 
Brian's very intelligent, street smart, assertive, friendly, and 
can really help you out in life. I heard about him from one of 
the neighbors.  

Keep on Brian's good side, so you can enjoy the ben efits of 
being his friend," said Barbara.  

It wasn't the first time that a human asked me to f ind and 
befriend another cat. Well, this time I was intent on finding 
Brian.  

"Barbara, you've been a sweet friend! I wish there were 
more humans like you on this planet. I'm sincerely thankful for 
the nourishment, advice, and friendship that you've  showered 
upon me. I wish you the best of luck. 

Now, I must leave, before 'my goodbye' becomes too 
painful," I said.  

As I began to exit the garage, I suddenly stopped i n my 
tracks. After turning around to get one last look a t Barbara, I 
noticed that both of us had teary eyes.  

I was now certain that Barbara truly loved me. I un derstood 
that she had to go back to Vancouver, soon. What a shame. She 
and I could've been good friends.  
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    IT'S A TOUGH WORLD  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
I exited the garage, walked through the yard, then 

disappeared into the neighborhood. I was still wear y because the 
neighborhood wasn't quite posh. Although it was sig nificantly 
better than the gang-war neighborhood, I had high h opes for 
something better.  

I'd been given advice about meeting up with a good person. 
Because Barbara truly seemed like a sincere person,  I made it my 
goal to find Brian. Another thing: I was too shy to  tell Barbara 
that I loved her, too. Perhaps I loved her much mor e than she 
could ever have loved me. 

Just thinking about Barbara makes me cry inside. Ye s, there 
are some incredible humans out there. I'd always wi shed to meet 
up with many more of them.  

As I was walking, a dizzy spell hit me like a ton o f 
bricks. It felt like something serious. Thankfully,  the feeling 
went away a short while later. In effect, I ignored  it.  

Several days later, I had another dizzy spell. This  time, 
it lasted a bit longer. I figured it was from stres s and 
exhaustion.  

As time passed, I felt my overall strength slowly 
evaporate. Being on the streets is very tough and e nergy-
draining.  I had been many months since I’d last se en Barbara. 
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I needed a good friend. I mean one of my own. A mil lion 
human friends couldn’t satisfy my need for a cat fr iend; vice 
versa. 

Could a human survive with only cat friends? I don' t think 
so. The best choice is to have the best of both wor lds.  

I used one makeshift resting place after another. A lways on 
the move, and never firmly attached to another pers on. No 
wonder, I was stressed out.  

One day, I kept on walking and walking, until I rea ched the 
periphery of a dilapidated yard that was in front o f an 
abandoned house.  

I walked through the yard then entered the abandone d house. 
As soon as I entered what was once the living room,  I collapsed. 
For how long, I don't know.  

I awakened to the sound of two gargantuan rats cree ping up 
on me! I was startled, disgusted, and terrified! In  a split 
second, my body was out of the abandoned house.  

Leaping through an empty window frame, I descended into a 
sweltering hot day. As I strolled through the neigh borhood, I 
saw youngsters standing on street corners. I could smell the 
marijuana, hashish, and other illicit drugs, emanat ing from 
their bodies. Not to mention, what was inside their  little 
plastic bags.  

Gosh, I'd entered another dangerous neighborhood. W hy me?  
Many humans are willing to pay big bucks for a shor t blast 

of pleasure. Certainly, in the short run, things se em really 
nice. However, in the long run, the user's brain is  as good as 
fried.  

Some cats get stoned on catnip, and other 'secret c at 
drugs'. These 'dopers' look like heroin addicts. Th ey form 
groups called 'catnip dens'.  

Catnip dens are an utter disgrace to the cat world.  But, 
our addiction problems pale in comparison to those of humans'. 
Humans are the masters of addiction. I mean it!  

I continued walking east on Barry Street. I could a ctually 
hear the droves of roaches running inside select ho uses.  

Also, there were more rats around, than the residen ts would 
have like to have known. But, what caught my attent ion the most 
were the two angry dogs that were fenced inside wha t appeared to 
be a crack home. No doubt, they were fighting dogs.  

I walked for another hour until exiting the dangero us 
neighborhood. Now, with each step taken, I got clos er and closer 
to the 'Leave it to Beaver' neighborhood. Yes, I im agined that 
beautiful home, with a beautiful white picket fence  on its 
perimeter.  
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When I was getting ready to turn off into Hollingsw orth 
Avenue, I took notice of several boys playing stick ball in a 
parking lot.  

Naturally, the boys were enjoying themselves. So, I  didn't 
consider them a potential threat. Lowering my guard , I walked on 
the sidewalk, just passed the periphery of the park ing lot.  

Suddenly, the pitcher took notice of me. After poin ting at 
me with his right index finger, he cocked his right  arm then 
threw the plastic ball at me!  

The plastic ball struck my tail! It hurt like hell.  For a 
moment, I felt like beating up that little twerp. T hen, the 
other boys took notice of me.  

Now, I had to deal with a 'platoon' of angry boys. They 
charged me like bulls in an arena. With only a spli t second to 
study my options, I decided to run away.  

"Hey kitty, please don't run away like a scaredy-ca t! We 
don't want to hurt you! We know that you're the kin d of cat 
who's afraid of kids!" shouted one of the boys.  

I continued running without any let-up; keeping ale rt for 
potential dangers. After running for ten minutes, I  collapsed in 
front of a gray Land Rover.  

I saw a fat man sitting in the driver’s seat of a L and 
Rover. He was munching on a half pounder with every thing on it, 
super-sized pop and super-sized fries, along with a  jelly donut. 
Jeepers, I had to get some of that food, pop, and j elly donut, 
into my system.  

I became so infatuated with 'my food' I had minor-
convulsions throughout my body. I had to get at tha t food! No 
'fatso human' was going to prevent me from eating! It's not like 
he was starving, or anything. I mean, his arteries were probably 
clogged and 'cemented'. Gosh, I probably would've d one him a 
favor by snatching his food.  

This guy was so fat, he'd fit in just fine in a wal rus 
community. With so much blubber underneath his skin , he could've 
easily gone a few weeks without eating.  

I positioned my body for a 'blitzkrieg snatch'. It seemed 
like nothing could've stopped me. Well, everyone ma kes mistakes; 
even an incredible cat, like myself.  

As I was about to leap into Land Rover, I got the s hocker 
of my life! I simply couldn't believe my eyes ... o r ears!  

The fatso gently placed his food on the counter the n exited 
his Land Rover. In a quick, automatic move, he pull ed out a 
sawed-off shotgun! Then, he pointed his weapon at m y beautiful 
face. I froze. As you perfectly know, even a cat ca n't outrun 
shotgun pellets. I was too damned close!  

"Hey ... kitty, you better not do that! My food is for me! 
I've dealt with 'creatures' like you before. Now, k itty, you 
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probably think that this delicious, saliva-generati ng food, 
that's in my possession, should be yours. You're pr obably 
thinking that I'm just another fatso human who need s to go on a 
diet. Maybe, I've got so much blubber underneath my  skin, 
snatching this tasty food from my possession would actually 
serve a noble cause.  

Kitty, you can't do that to me! I bought this food with my 
hard-earned money! I'm a barber! I have ten-hour wo rkdays. My 
body's constantly sore. I relax by eating delicious  junk food. 
Now, if you know what's good for you, you'll turn a round and 
leave! I mean it!" shouted the fat man.  

I turned then walked away. Shortly afterwards, my h ead felt 
very heavy. Apparently, I was so shocked, depressio n hit me 
hard. I walked around for the next hour, with my he ad stooped 
downwards. I utter shame. Then, I collapsed beside a hedge.  

The warm weather, along with my incredible energy 
expenditure, zapped much of my strength. I couldn't  afford to 
close my eyes for too long.  

For the next three days, I was only able to snatch tiny 
quantities of food from various establishments. Tha nkfully, I 
had plenty of hose water to drink. My rib cage bega n to appear. 
Soon, other bones would appear.  

As time continued to pass and my hunger increased, I began 
to feel like a walking zombie.  

Merely walking became a chore. With nothing on my m ind but 
food, I went to work. Sniffing and 'sighting' for f ood. Finally, 
my hard work paid off. I detected the scent of a go od meal 
emanating from a supermarket nearby.  

This supermarket, like all others, had everything t hat I 
needed: meat, milk, and much clean water. Indeed, m y nostrils 
couldn't take it anymore!  

Somehow, the effect gave me a temporary boost of en ergy. I 
wanted that 'bloody stuff' that cats crave!  

I crossed Davenport Road, then walked 1 block south  on 
Gallagher Street, entering a relatively large parki ng lot. The 
area was an outdoor mall.  

Roy’s Supermarket was the place I wanted to enter. I wanted 
to remember the name for future reference. 

Supermarkets can be restaurants and 'free motels' f or 
roaches, rats, mice, and cats. Because raccoons are  much larger 
than the average-sized rat, they're generally limit ed to eating 
out of garbage bags. However, if the garbage is sec urely locked 
inside a dumpster, there's no meal for the raccoon.  No wonder, 
many establishments padlock their dumpsters. No rac coon or rat 
can pick a good lock.  

Roaches can be a big problem for supermarket owners . Some 
species of roaches are capable of producing a quart er of a 
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million roaches from one fertile female. That is, i f they’re not 
sprayed or fumigated on a regular basis. 

In addition, there are species of roaches that can 
reproduce asexually. Of course, this is an optimum case 
scenario. Some breeds of roaches can actually fly. Yikes! 

I think roaches are disgusting. I'd never want to l ive in 
an establishment engulfed with those ugly creatures . Roaches 
often lurk inside walls, underneath homes, in kitch ens, and 
crevices. They like to come out when it's dark, or when there's 
nobody around.  

Vibrations and lights cause roaches to scram! If ca ts 
reproduced like roaches, they would've conquered th is entire 
planet. Eons ago! No 'human civilization' could've defeated us. 
Today, humans are the 'alpha beings' on this planet . For how 
long can they sustain their status for? I sure-as-h ell don't 
know!  

In general, humans have become too powerful and con ceited 
for their own good. Most of the time, human encroac hment totally 
sucks!  

For example, polar bears love to tread through the 
circumpolar region. Nowadays, with all the advanced  equipment 
out there, any polar bear can be captured, transfer red, and/or 
killed. Transfer to a zoo or a roadside menagerie i s worse than 
being gunned-down in cold blood.  

In addition, Polar winters are becoming shorter, th ereby 
causing the hunting season to shrink. Polar bears t read on solid 
ice, in order to move and hunt.  

Animals sometimes endure terrible humiliation by th eir 
human captors. For instance, animals in circuses, e ntertainment, 
or roadside exhibitions, must be broken-in; especia lly in 
circuses and the entertainment industry. The animal s therein are 
supposed to behave in a certain manner; even when t his kind of 
behavior in question is unnatural for the animal.  

Can anyone in his/her right mind expect a bear to d ance on 
a whim? Or a large cat to jump through flaming hoop s? What about 
the elephant who takes orders from a tiny human.  

Although animals and humans are predatory in nature , 
tormenting, humiliating, or abusing another being, is almost 
always an act committed by a human.  

When cats play with their prey, it's just that. The re's no 
sadism ... really!  

The future of many mammals looks dim. A shrinking h abitat 
is one of the most serious problems that wild anima ls have.  

The ancestors of these animals could never have env isioned 
this kind of predicament. If they'd known what was in store for 
them, the fight against humanity would've been much  bloodier. 
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Perhaps several species of animals would've joined forces to 
'demolish' humanity.  

Like a leopard stalking its prey, I stealthily appr oached 
Roy's Supermarket. As I was making my approach, I n oticed a 
larger supermarket roughly a hundred yards west of my position. 
I disregarded the other supermarket. 

Meanwhile, I placed myself on red alert. I understo od that 
a sudden lurking danger could leap out from nowhere .  

What?! A notice posted on the front door of Roy's 
Supermarket read: ROY'S SUPERMARKET IS PERMANENTLY CLOSED! I 
felt like shouting the 'F' word.  

I was forced to go to the larger supermarket. At th is 
point, I was too famished to ponder about my new ta rget.  

Initially, I'd made a mistake. I walked to the supe rmarket 
that was closer to me, rather than the larger one.  

I began to slobber like a hungry Bengal tiger. Well , I also 
looked like a person who'd just been gassed. Foamy- like saliva 
dangled from my beautiful mouth. Gosh, it was disgu sting!  

A short while later I was at the doorstep of Polson 's 
Supermarket.  

I back tracked, because too many humans were eying me. 
Although they'd gone to Polson's Supermarket to buy  food and 
other products, a cat standing in front of a busy s upermarket 
stands out like a pink elephant.  

Begging for food was out of the question. I'd rathe r 
snatch, or steal what I needed. It's much more hono rable.  

As I was beginning to leave the area, a young, tall  man, 
with hazel eyes, called out to me. As I approached him, I notice 
that he was quite handsome.  

"Hey kitty, come here ... please. I've got some mil k for 
you."  

I ran to him as fast as I could!  
Without saying a word, I snatched a carton of milk from the 

handsome man's hand then I sped off. Believe me I h ad no time 
for introductions. I just wanted that freaking milk !  

I couldn't have cared less, if he was ugly or hands ome. 
What difference would it have made to me, anyway? I 'm a freaking 
cat! It's not like he and I were destined to fall i n love, or 
anything.  

I ran through the parking lot, then crossed the str eet, and 
continued without stopping. Meanwhile, I was desper ately holding 
onto the carton of 2 percent milk with my powerful jaws. Nothing 
could've stopped me.  

After deciding that I'd ran enough, I zoomed-in on a large 
tree.  

Like a cheetah after a successful chase-down, I was  forced 
to recuperate. Meanwhile, my eyes and ears were pla ced on red 
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alert. I could hear faint screaming, shouting, and yelling, 
coming from the handsome man. He was pissed off as hell. He 
couldn't quite understand why I'd snatched the cart on of 2 
percent milk from him. Well, wasn't he getting read y to give it 
to me anyway?  

As soon as I'd gotten enough rest, I poked a few ho les into 
the carton of milk. The rest is all history.  

The nourishment that I received from the milk enabl ed me to 
stay low until dark. However, I was still in desper ate need of 
nutrition.  

As such, I walked back to Polson's Supermarket. It was now 
1:00 A.M. Polson's Supermarket was now officially c losed.  

The Polson fellow had done an incredible job as a b usiness 
man. Truly, his supermarket was gargantuan. As soon  as I was 
within a foot of the parting, I scanned the entire area. 
Thankfully, there were no potential threats. Once a gain, I began 
to salivate like a Bengal tiger.  

Now, hunger hit me like a ton of bricks! The milk's  value 
had worn off. I needed more nutrition! I was famish ed, homeless, 
friendless, and confused. Can anyone blame me for w anting to 
snatch my food from a human establishment? Look, ca ts don't get 
any tax breaks! In fact we can't even freaking vote !  

I scanned the area a second time; searching for sec urity 
cameras, humans, animals, and 'convenient entrances '. Convenient 
entrances are just that. They're convenient for peo ple like me 
who don’t want to be seen or noticed.  

Naturally, these convenient entrances must be hidde n from 
the employees of the establishment. Otherwise, the 'enterers' 
would have to deal with problems such as poison, se curity 
personnel, traps, and closures.  

Now, a yucky slab of saliva dangled from the corner  of my 
mouth. It was so slimy and ugly I decided to rub my  face against 
the parting doors, in order to smudge it off. Thank fully, the 
GIANT snot was now pasted on the parting doors.  

You know, that slab of saliva dangled so far, it al most 
reached the ground! I'm dead serious!  

As soon as I was about to make my move, I spotted a  patrol 
car nearby. The driver entered the parking lot then  sped in my 
direction.  

Look, I don't mind cops, as long as they leave me a lone. I 
had a split second to respond. One mistake and I wa s a dead 
goose!  

I dove underneath a dark van nearby. I figured that  being 
under a dark van, at 1:00 A.M., was good cover. Wel l, I was dead 
wrong!  
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I had a birds-eye-view of the driver of the patrol car. She 
parked next to the dark van. After turning off the ignition, she 
exited the patrol car.  

After looking very carefully at the dark van, the 
policewoman cautiously circled it several times. In  fact, she 
drew out her freaking gun.  

"This is officer Francine Williams. I found the get away 
van. It's parked in front of Polson's Supermarket, located at 
1500 Park Street West.  

I'm certain this is the getaway vehicle. I can see the two 
large slashes on the right rear door. In addition, the engine's 
still warm. No doubt, the liquor store robbers exit ed their van 
a few minutes ago. Send over the crime scene guys.  

The creepy thieves have robbed over fifty freaking stores 
in a one hundred mile radius. They've tormented our  store owners 
long enough! Furthermore, the governor's going ball istic on us. 
He called the chief of police a two-bit idiot."  

I was under a dark van that was about to be searche d, then 
taken to the police garage. What the hell? It felt like I was 
standing between an angry lion and an angry tiger.  

After slithering out from underneath the dark van, I slowly 
'crept' away from the scene. I decided to go to the  back of 
Polson's Supermarket. As soon as I turned the corne r, I was out 
of sight.  

My adrenaline level went through the clouds! Indeed , I 
could've have been arrested as an accomplice to the  evil-doings 
of those criminals. The last thing I needed was to be near 
evidence.  

Thankfully, I spotted a window that was slightly aj ar. It 
was too good to be true.  

The lighting in the storage room was dim. Indeed, P olson 
didn't want anyone to snatch any of his supplies.  

Unfortunately, I ran into a brief problem. I got an other 
dizzy spell. This time, it lasted a few minutes. Ev en my vision 
became blurred.  

When my vision returned, I used it to the best of m y 
ability. My night vision enabled me to see what nee ded to be 
seen.  

I was still on the alert. It could've been a trap. The 
security equipment used nowadays is incredibly soph isticated. 
Sophisticated enough to track a cat, and possibly e nable the 
police to make an arrest.  

I readied my ears, flared my nostrils then scanned the 
area. I was trying to determine if there were any ' creepy 
dangers' lurking in the shadows.  

Like an agile leopard, I took four steps then leape d onto 
the window panel. Shockingly, my first attempt was a failure. 



    

    

273 

 

For some reason, I hadn't fully recuperated from my  dizzy 
spells and utter exhaustion. I decided to take a fi ve minute 
breather.  

This time my leap was successful. I landed on the w indow 
panel. From there, I performed a cursory scan of th e storage 
room. Thankfully, I saw many food items.  

However, I sensed that 'others' were inside Polson' s 
Supermarket. By others, I mean animals. The scent o f cats and 
rats was in the air. I'd have to be on yellow alert  throughout 
my foray. That means, no dozing off. A lightning-fa st escape may 
be called for, at any moment.  

Now you have a better idea of how tough life can be  for a 
stray cat. Understand there are times when we must take food 
from humans, through cunning and smarts.  

I say this with full earnest: taking food from the elderly, 
infirmed, or incapacitated, is not something that I  would do off 
hand. However, if need be, I sure as hell would do it.  

I leaped onto the floor then walked around trying t o find 
food that wasn't encased in a puncture-proof contai ner. Too bad 
I wasn't walking around with an orangutan. Oranguta ns are very 
good at picking locks, and opening things.  

Once again, a giant goblet of saliva dangled from t he 
corner of my mouth, dropping to the floor with much  force. The 
force of the drop caused it to make a splashing sou nd. It also 
caused my head to jerk downwards. Food had to enter  my system 
soon. Otherwise, I would've gone mad.  

I pushed open the double doors leading to the super market 
then headed straight to the 'foodstuffs'. As I got closer and 
closer to my free meal, my salivary glands began to  go haywire. 
It got to the point where I could almost drink my o wn saliva.  

Eureka! Aisle number five! Right before my beautifu l eyes! 
I couldn't believe it! After recovering from tempor ary shock and 
disbelief, I galloped towards a large bag of Acme c at food. Like 
a lioness stalking her prey, my eyes fixated on a l one bag. 
Nothing in this world could've broken my concentrat ion.  

As soon as my paws were in striking distance, I scr atched 
the Acme bag four times then split open the largest  of the 
gashes that I'd made. I wanted to shove my face int o my luscious 
food.  

But then, I got an idea. I 'pawed' the Acme bag jus t hard 
enough to make it drop onto the floor. As soon as t hat happened, 
much of the contents inside the Acme bag spilled on to the floor. 
There it was! My free meal!  

I ate as though there was no tomorrow. I ate every single 
morsel possible. When I finished eating, the floor looked like 
it was just polished. The saliva that was dripping from my mouth 
was part of the cleaning mechanism. 
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Before eating, I was so hungry even the floor kind of 
looked tasty.  

I ended up eating much fish, chicken, and beef. Wha t an 
awesome meal! Thereafter, all I needed was somethin g nice and 
wet to lubricate my throat. I raised my head, turne d then began 
my search for some lubrication. I walked to the ref rigerated 
foods section. I couldn't believe my eye! There, I saw countless 
cartons of milk! Wow! What a joy! I'd always loved milk.  

Cats who don't like the taste of milk don't know wh at 
they're missing; pure and simple. I feel sorry for these 
individuals.  

I'll tell you, Polson's Supermarket was very clean,  and 
well-decorated. The interior design was unbeatable.  But, I 
didn’t see any security cameras?  What about the al arm system? 
The security guards were nowhere in sight. I decide d not to 
ponder about the subject for too long. The issue at  hand was 
nourishment then exit.  

As I was deciding my next move, a faint series of s ounds 
interrupted my concentration. Yikes! There were oth er animals 
nearby. They weren't cats. As a result, I placed my self on red 
alert. I determined that the intruders were slimy r ats.  

With barely enough time to casually accomplish my m ission, 
I decided to dash for 'some' milk, then forcefully scratch-open 
a carton, and lick-off what I could. The job had to  be completed 
in the shortest time possible.  

Cats who live on the streets must learn how to cons ume 
foodstuffs at an incredibly fast pace. Just like in  the 
military.  

This rule always applies when danger is nearby. If there's 
no perceived danger nearby, then eating and drinkin g at a 
moderate pace are permitted. However, a stray cat s hould never 
be oblivious to his/her surroundings. There have be en cases of 
stray cats being mauled by larger and stronger anim als, while 
the poor critter was eating or drinking. The attack er was able 
to sneak up on the cat.  

I dashed to a carton of two percent milk then yanke d it 
down onto the floor. Afterwards, I made several 'pu ncture 
wounds' into the carton, then turned it sideways. M ilk began to 
dribble out of the carton. I swallowed what I could , fast!  

After having my fill of milk, I noticed that the 't reading' 
was getting louder and louder. The rats were trying  to 'creep' 
up on me.  

Now, an unexpected problem arose. I suddenly felt a  strong 
need for water. The food I'd just eaten contained m uch sodium. 
Even milk contains sodium.  

I was too thirsty to exit Polson's Supermarket. I r an to 
the bottled water section. Eureka! Right before my eyes were 
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stacks and rows of bottled water. I got to choose; refrigerated, 
or warm. I chose the former.  

I attacked a particular bottle the way a lion attac ks a 
hyena; with no mercy, and straight to the point. A few seconds 
later, I began to lick the water that was dribbling  from the 
gashes and bites that I'd made.  

After I had my fill of water, I decided to scram. L ike they 
say quit while you're ahead. I was certainly ahead.  

I walked back to the double-doors leading to the st orage 
room. Suddenly, I had an attack of hiccups. I staye d put until 
my hiccups disappeared. Knowing that time was again st me, I 
resumed my walk to the double-doors.  

Yikes! Yikes!! Yikes!!!  
Out of nowhere, six gargantuan rats made their appe arance 

in front of the double doors. In essence, they were  blocking the 
path. These rats were noxiously ugly! Not like me! I'm cute, 
intelligent, and very athletic. You can't imagine h ow disgusted 
I've always been with ugliness.  

The rats exposed their incisors; glaring at me with  their 
ugly eyes! They were hungry and in the killing mood . After all, 
I was stiff competition. As far as they were concer ned, I may 
have been the kind of cat who goes around telling o ther cats 
where the free food is. In that case, my friends an d I would end 
up taking over Polson's Supermarket.  

I slammed on my brakes. I couldn't think of any way  to get 
through those six ugly rats. So, I did what any sma rt cat would 
do. I rolled over onto my back, and then stayed in that position 
for a full minute. All but one of the rats approach ed me. The 
lone rat stood in front of the double doors. He was  making sure 
that I didn't try to pull a fast one on his buddies .  

When the five rats got to within a foot of me, I ri ghted 
myself. After a quick scan of the area, I leaped on to a nearby 
food shelf, then onto the floor near the double doo rs.  

Now, I was behind five of the six rats. With lighte ning 
speed, I ran towards the lone rat then pounced on h im. I clawed 
his ugly face, and then gave him a final reminder o f the true 
strength of cats: I bit and yanked on his left ear.  

The lone rat went down for the long count. Without any 
hesitation, I rammed through the double doors, full y aware of 
the rats on my tail. Although smaller rats can run reasonably 
fast, and do have some agility, larger rats are con siderably 
slower. Either way, a cat's much faster than a rat.  

Thankfully, these large rats were as slow as sloths . But, 
they were persistent in their chase.  

As soon as I entered the storage room, I ran to the  window, 
and then leaped onto the panel. Gosh, the rats were  still 
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chasing me. So, I leaped onto the asphalt just outs ide of 
Polson's Supermarket.  

I landed several feet away from the storage room wa ll. The 
rats were still inside the storage room. I could he ar them 
panting.  

I was lucky to have been able to leap to safety. Ho wever, 
it wasn't quite over.  

As I was walking away, the rats made another attemp t at 
capturing me. They were very talented at that.  

"Come on, baby! We don't want to hurt you; really! Look, we 
just want to talk to you. We're lonely; unable to m ake friends 
with other rats. You look like a nice cat. 

Please come back inside so we can chat. Please, don 't be 
afraid. We'll treat you like one of our own," said a rat.  

"Damn-it, I'm not your freaking baby! Besides, I'm a cat. 
What would I do with a bunch of rats? Or should I a sk, what 
would a bunch of rats do to me?  

You guys are probably looking for a free meal! I wo n't fall 
for any of your 'trickery'. Look, you need to hit a  new target. 
The security guard's on his way to the storage room . I can see 
him," I said.  

"How stupid do you think we are? You're trying to t rick us, 
so we'll go away. Well, it won't work. Rats know th at in order 
to survive, a good supply of food and water is nece ssary. We'll 
'leach' off this supermarket, until we're sick of i t. We'll 
decide when it's time to go, not a cute cat like yo u," said a 
rat.  

I kept quiet for a few seconds then quickly scanned  the 
back of Polson's Supermarket. I ran behind a nearby  dumpster 
then stood idle. Afterwards, I eyed the approaching  security 
guard, very carefully. He was speaking to someone o n the other 
end of the line. If my vision wasn't so incredible,  I would've 
thought he was talking to himself. My GOD, how tech nology has 
advanced!  

"Linda, this is Marty. I think the creature that en tered 
Polson's Supermarket did so through an opening in t he window, in 
the back of the storage room. I need backup to sear ch the 
premises. I'll search the exterior, and two other s ecurity 
guards can search the interior."  

What the hell did he just say? I'm a what?! I almos t 
pounced on that creepy security guard. How could he  call me a 
creature? I was just trying to find something to ea t and drink. 
This is what I get for being such a sweet and kind cat?  

I decided to wait it out until the coast was clear.  Marty 
stayed around for several minutes then walked away.  He had a 
large area to check.  
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As Marty was walking away, I could see his eyes shi fting 
from left to right. He really wanted to catch 'the creature'.  

As I began to creep away from the area, a creepy vo ice 
called out to me. It sounded like one of the rats. The caller 
persisted. He didn't stop calling out to me, even w hen I was a 
good fifty yards away. I became a bit apprehensive.  If the 
caller were to be heard by Marty or Linda, things c ould get 
nasty.  

I returned to the 'area'. I had to know what was go ing on 
with that rat who was calling out to me.  

As soon as I was within a foot of Polson's Supermar ket 
wall, I saw a rat peeking through a tiny opening. B ecause he was 
too large to fit his body through the tiny opening,  I figured he 
couldn't harm me. So, I listened attentively.  

"I'm sorry I called you Baby. I know that's not you r name 
it's an offensive name for such a sweet cat like yo u. On behalf 
my buddies and I, please accept our sincerest and d eepest 
apology. We promise never to do it again. In fact, a cat friend 
would be an incredible asset to us. With our allian ce, no human 
could ever catch us. Please, get closer to me. I wo n't hurt 
you," said the rat.  

Jeepers, the rat began to cry. I was certain that h e was 
sincere. I got really close his face. Mind you, my guard was 
still up. Just in case.  

We 'sniffed' each other then I rubbed the side of m y face 
against the rat’s nose.  

This was a true friendship. Not the kind that you c an buy 
with money. This type friendship comes straight fro m the heart.  

I took several steps back then leaped onto the wind ow 
panel. Afterwards, I leaped into the storage room.  

Now, there were a total of twelve rats in the stora ge room. 
One of them was a youngster. He still had a lot to learn about 
life.  

No doubt, there were other rats creeping on the pre mises. 
Actually, there were too many for their own good. I f food stocks 
were to be noticeably depleted, too fast, Mr. Polso n would hire 
the exterminators. Those guys/gals are just as terr ible as the 
dreaded VCOs.  

"Please forgive us for calling you baby. We had no right to 
do that. We made you flee your food source. We're a shamed of 
ourselves!" exclaimed a rat.  

"Stray cats are used to being called derogatory nam es. You 
guys seem like a bunch of good rats. Unfortunately,  I must be on 
my way," I responded.  

"Look, if you see a black cat named Brian, tell him  we said 
hi! He's the most awesome cat we've ever known. He' s street 
smart, too. He'll give you the ins-and-outs of livi ng on the 
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streets. He lives near Chung's Seafood Restaurant, on Derwood 
Street," said a rat.  

"Thanks, guys! Now, I must find this black cat, nam ed 
Brian. Making friends with the right people is very  important; 
especially if you're a cat living on the streets.  

Some dogs can be very friendly. Others will kill a cat, 
without even knowing why. Stray dogs that have neve r been close 
to humans are almost always ferocious towards cats.  I guess we 
look like tiny predators. Competition that can be d estroyed," I 
said.  

We said our goodbyes then I left Polson's Supermark et.  
As I was crossing the street to leave the parking l ot, I 

noticed that dawn was near. Luckily, there were man y homes and 
trees surrounding the area.  

Daylight can be bad news for strays; especially rac coons. 
You'll never see a raccoon during the daylight hour s, unless the 
poor guy was suddenly confronted with a dangerous s ituation. 
Most raccoons are terrified of humans. They know wh at humans 
have done to their species. Not to mention, countle ss other 
animal species.  

To better ensure my security, finding a decent 
hiding/resting place was necessary. Resting in an u nsafe place 
is a recipe for disaster. A cat must feel safe, som ewhere. 
Otherwise, the persistent stress will destroy him/h er.  

I'll tell you a short story. Many years ago, a cat named 
Caroline was playing in her owner's yard. Suddenly,  she noticed 
a mangled-up cat walking on the sidewalk. He looked  like he'd 
been in a grappling match with a bobcat. Caroline f elt sorry for 
him. He glanced at her then continued walking away.  

Caroline slowly approached him. Then, she invited h im into 
her yard. He, in turn, cautiously approached her.  

The mangled cat's name was Eddy. Unfortunately, he was 
unable to find a safe place to rest or hide in. He' d recently 
entered the territories of two aggressive Tom cats;  one after 
the other.  

A cat must set him/herself up in a good place then satisfy 
all nutritional needs. Fights with other cats shoul d be avoided 
at all costs, unless there's absolutely no other al ternative.  

Eddy was so depressed and dilapidated he fell over onto his 
side, then cried his brains out. He hadn't seen a f riendly cat 
in eons. Compassion's uncommon on the streets.  

Unfortunately, as soon as Caroline's owners saw Edd y, they 
called the dreaded VCOs. A short while later the VC Os arrived at 
the scene. Before Eddy realized what had happened, he'd been 
captured, transported and incarcerated.  
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Because of his ‘ugliness’, he was one of the first cats to 
be euthanized. What a tragic story! Truly, there ar e many 
stories like this one; some even worse.  

I picked up my pace then headed south into a reside ntial 
area. I wanted to find the perfect place. I had to be very 
careful, because I was walking in an unfamiliar nei ghborhood. 
Unfamiliar neighborhoods can be enjoyable, or night marish. I 
placed my senses on yellow alert.  

As the sun slowly ascended, I spotted the right tre e. 
Afterwards, I scaled it. I closed my eyes then fell  asleep for 
many hours. By the time I awakened, it was nighttim e. Now, I had 
a bird's eye view of the neighborhood.  

I slept for too long. Once again, I pondered about my 
physical health. I suspected that I had a virus or bacteria in 
my system.  

I decided to rest for the entire night. There was n othing 
else for me to do. I was completely satiated, and c onfused.  

At dawn, I descended onto the grass. After scanning  the 
area, I decided to begin my stroll on Pincer Street . Pincer 
Street was curvy, long, and aligned with beautiful trees. The 
trees looked like soldiers waiting for their comman ding officer 
to arrive for inspection.  

It would be a shame if any one of those trees were to be 
chopped down.  

Humans must now follow an important rule: for every  tree 
that's chopped down, at least one should be planted .  

Trees are very important for this planet. Humans, a nimals, 
insects, the soil, and other plants, need trees. Ev en trees, 
need trees!  

My big cat ancestors perched on large branches. Ape s and 
monkeys also consider trees very important. What wo uld this 
world be like without any trees?  

I slowed down my pace considerably. There was no re ason for 
me to waste valuable energy. I took notice of each and every 
tree. De-forestation can't go on forever. At this r ate of de-
forestation, forests will be gone soon. Everyone, i ncluding 
cats, will be forced to live in a concrete jungle. It’s ironic 
that you humans use the word 'jungle'.  

Regarding my fate, I was hoping that some rich folk s would 
adopt me. I've heard incredible stories of cats act ually waiting 
on rich folks' doorsteps, to be adopted. They can s mell the 
tasty foods emanating from the kitchens.  

While eying the Pincer Street trees, I decided to t urn 
left, into Haler Street.  

I made it a point to remember this vital intersecti on, as a 
marker. In case I decided to backtrack, months or y ears later. 
Markers are used by intelligent cats.  
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Now, the sun's light began to engulf the area. I wa lked two 
blocks on Haler Street then I was rudely startled. I noticed two 
large dogs standing behind the living room window o f a house 
across the street.  

Suddenly both dogs started growling. Then, they sna rled and 
barked at me. They were pissed off because I'd inva ded their 
turf. I was in a bad mood, as is. Besides, their be havior only 
pissed me off some more.  

I decided to get my revenge. I entered the owner's yard 
then stood a few feet away from the living room win dow.  

I played peek-a-boo, over and over again. The two d ogs went 
ballistic! They kept barking and barking, without a ny let-up. A 
few minutes later, their owner got out of bed then headed 
straight for the kitchen. I quickly ran behind a la rge tree 
nearby.  

The owner of the two dogs humiliated them, merciles sly.  
"Hey guys, stop freaking barking! Carla and I are t rying to 

sleep! We've got another hour of sleep. We need tha t vital hour 
in order to function properly at work. Unless it's an emergency, 
don't bark! I mean it!" shouted the dog owner.  

As soon as their owner went back to bed, I carefull y 
approached the two dogs. I could hear low-level gro wls emanating 
from their throats. Tough luck for them! I stood in  front of the 
living room window for fifteen minutes. Afterwards,  I ran to the 
same tree that I'd hidden behind.  

After ensuring that the coast was clear, I scaled t he tree 
with lightening speed. I decided to perch on a larg e branch.  

I perched on the large branch for ten minutes. I on ly 
wanted to torment the two dogs who were trying to s care me away.  

Then, I descended from the tree. Wow! I felt the po lluted 
air enter my lungs. Even the sky wasn't blue. Grayi sh, with an 
ugly-like appearance; no wonder environmentally con scious people 
are going nuts. The earth is being over polluted! N ot by us 
animals, but by you humans!  

Animals also feel the effects of over pollution. We  know 
that many generations ago, the air was much cleaner . Our 
ancestors inhaled cleaner air, and drank cleaner wa ter.  

THIS IS OUR PLANET, TOO! Humans don't own this plan et! They 
didn't create it, and they certainly don't have a g ood track 
record of maintaining it. The earth appears to be g etting 
sicker. I don't want to be around if it goes into c onvulsions. 
That'll be a terrifying period in the history of th e earth.  

In the olden days, there was an overabundance of ga me for 
predators. I mean most of the time. There were no s port hunters 
with super weapons that could easily wound, maim, k ill, or 
terrify animals. There were no steel jaw leg-hold t raps, 
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conibair traps, or snares. NO BIG BOMBS! NO LANDMIN ES. NO! NO!! 
NO!!!  

Humanity has the strength to wipe out all the other  mammals 
on earth. This includes the mammals living in the w ater. Humans 
should only be thankful that animals are living on this planet. 
This planet would totally suck if there were no ani mals living 
on it. Imagine what it would be like if everyone be longed to the 
same species. Humans, humans, and many more humans!  

But, there may be some good news for the animal kin gdom. We 
just might be able to defeat humanity, someday. Act ually, 
humanity will first defeat itself. 

After the humans have beaten each other senseless, an 
animal species will fill in the slot of 'colonialis t or alpha 
species'. It could happen. 

All it would take is a horrific war with incredible  super 
bombs being launched and dropped on major cities th roughout the 
world. A natural cataclysmic disaster would also do  the job.  

I suddenly got a strong urge to snub those two dogs , just 
one more time. As such, I returned to the living ro om window, 
then pooped and urinated, right in front of the two  dogs. I 
utterly shocked them. They couldn't believe the lev el of my 
audacity.  

If a dog stares at you hold your ground, or slowly walk 
away; unless the dog is pouting.  

Because both dogs were behind a large window, it wa s 
impossible for them to get at me. So, I stared back  at them, not 
giving a damn what they thought. I had too many pro blems on my 
mind to care about them.  

Both dogs resumed their barking spree. I responded by 
shoving my face against the living room window. Thi s caused my 
adversaries to go ballistic! One of the dogs actual ly rammed the 
living room window with his head. I guess he was tr ying to smash 
his way through, in order to tear me apart. Too bad , he 
couldn't. I continued staring down my adversaries, until I heard 
human footsteps.  

I fled the scene. It was funny because I heard the owner 
bitch out both of my adversaries. However, if I'd b een seen by 
the owner, the dogs would certainly have been let o ut. In that 
case, I would've been a dead goose!  

I wasn't trying to be a trouble maker; really. I ju st 
wanted a bit of respect. How would you feel if two ugly dogs 
treated you the way those two treated me? I thought  so.  

I ran east for several blocks. It was now 10 A.M. I  began 
an earnest search for a safe place to call home.  

I slowed down to a walking pace as soon as I reache d 
Wharton Street. Traffic was considerably heavier th an in the 
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interior residential areas. In addition, there were  people on 
both sides of the street walking their dogs.  

As I continued my walk on Wharton Street, I noticed  an 
elderly man walking his Schnauzer. As soon as the S chnauzer took 
notice of me, he growled then barked. I became wear y because his 
owner was walking on a cane. If that Schnauzer had made a dash 
towards me, his owner wouldn't have able to hold on to the leash.  

Luckily, they were on the other side of the street.  If the 
Schnauzer made a dash towards me, I'd have a bit of  a head 
start.  

Suddenly, I got the shock of my life!  
"Hey, get the hell out of my neighborhood; you dumb  stray! 

If you don't leave, right this minute, I'll call th e VCOs! I 
don't take too kindly to strays. You might be infec ted with 
rabies, or some other contagious disease. Maybe, yo u’re 
extremely aggressive. Kitty, if you know what's goo d for you, 
leave!" shouted the elderly man.  

I walked away from the two 'gargoyles' as fast as I  could. 
I didn't want to run away, because that would've ro used them. I 
wanted to stay cool, and safe.  

But, as I was walking away from them, the thought o f 
speaking my mind became overwhelming. How could tha t creep speak 
to me in that manner? I wondered.  
"Listen, you old geezer; I don't give a crap what y ou think of 
me. As far as I'm concerned, you two guys are sewer  roaches!" I 
shouted.  

Shockingly, the elderly man glared at me, then remo ved the 
collar from the Schnauzer's neck. The Schnauzer and  the old man 
charged me like rhinos do a foe. Although, the elde rly man was 
half-limping at me, his teeth were yellow-ugly, and  ferocious-
looking. Not to mention, his dragon-like breath.  

The elderly man put his right hand inside his pocke t then 
pulled out a knife casing. He stopped limping towar ds me, in 
order to remove the Bowie knife from its leather ca sing.  

The Bowie knife looked like a mini-dagger; really m enacing!  
It looked like the kind of gadget that's used to sk in a cute 
little animal; like a cat. 

Luckily, the old man had arthritic fingers and hand s. He 
had a very hard time handling the Bowie knife. But,  his intent 
was evil.  

Sweat poured down his temples. Meanwhile, his dog s topped 
in his tracks. Something was dead wrong!  

Suddenly, the old man's face turned purplish-red. H e winced 
then fell onto the ground. His Schnauzer ran back t o him.  

I scanned the area, in search of an escape. Maybe, the 
Schnauzer was going to blame me for his owner's hea rt attack.  
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I ran for several blocks, before spotting a ladder that'd 
been leaned against the side of a house. No doubt, someone had 
been working on the roof. I didn't give a damn whos e ladder it 
was. I headed straight for the ladder. As soon as I  close 
enough, I leaped onto one of the ladder steps, then  'ascended' 
to the roof. Gosh, you should have seen me! 

As soon as I was positioned on the roof, the heat o f the 
sun's rays began to pound me. I felt like an overhe ated slab of 
meat in the marketplace. Meanwhile, what appeared l ike a posse 
was approaching the house.  

I stayed low for fifteen minutes, before being star tled by 
the sound of a freaking posse! Seven men, three wom en, and the 
dreaded Schnauzer, were quickly approaching the hou se. 
Apparently, the Schnauzer had blamed his owner's he art attack on 
me. Who knows, what he told the posse members.  

For the time being, I stayed put. I didn't want to use up 
any of my energy reserves in haste.  

A young, fatso woman within the posse ran to the fr ont door 
of the house. Then she began to pound her fist on t he door. 
Finally, she rang the door bell, like a crazy mania c. I sure as 
hell wasn't about to stick around.  

I ran to the other side of the roof then leaped ont o the 
ground. I fled the scene, without even glancing bac k.  

After running through an entire neighborhood, I dec ided to 
slow down to a walking pace. 

Again, I was on the move. My three biggest problems  at the 
moment were: obtaining nutrition, finding a safe ha ven, and 
getting a relief from the numerous enemies I freque ntly 
encountered.  

I noticed a beautiful tree located in the corner of  a large 
lawn. Although there were two other trees in the sa me lawn, I 
chose the most beautiful one. I entered Bumblebee S treet then 
walked west for roughly fifty yards.  

I relieved myself on the sidewalk, just beyond the 
periphery of the yard. I couldn't hold it back! Con sidering that 
I was in an upper class neighborhood that was very dangerous.  

After finishing my business, I entered the yard the n scaled 
the beautiful tree. Immediately, I scanned the neig hborhood. 
Thankfully, it was just fine. Large houses, mini-ma nsions, and 
countless swimming pools, engulfed the area. I coul d smell the 
chlorine, and hear the motion of the pool water. Th is, my 
friend, is a cat's dream come true!  

I'd always fantasized about living in one of these 
beautiful homes. While I was temporarily in fantasy  land, I 
received a sharp jolt of reality.  

Three cats poked their cute faces at me. They were standing 
behind an open living room window.  
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I must say, they had terrifying expressions on thei r faces. 
I understood that the branch I was perched on was n ever going to 
be mine. I descended onto the grass, and then walke d away. 
Somewhat like a vagabond, I wandered the area in se arch of 
something good.  

I crossed Bumblebee Street, in order to enter Stell ar 
Avenue. In the process, a creep in a blue Chevy tri ed to run me 
over. I got a good look at her ugly face. I think s he'd been 
recently jilted. Some humans lash out at the neares t person or 
object, after being jilted. Why not an innocent cat ? 

As if trying to run me over wasn't enough. This bim bo 
opened her big fat mouth then gave me a bitching'.  

"Asshole move out of the freaking way! Next time, I 'll make 
sure to run you over. Then, I can see your entrails , blood, 
skin, bones, and whatever else, scattered onto the street! 
Wouldn't that be nice!" shouted the woman.  

Maybe, it was PMS? Who knows?  
Cats must always be on the lookout for 'sinister dr ivers'. 

This 'cohort' increases road- kill! It's not funny!  
Wild and stray animals have no access to medical ca re. 

Shockingly, injuries resulting from road kill resul t in extreme 
agony, confusion, anger, fear, and anxiety. Unless the animal 
dies instantly, he/she has only pain to look forwar d to. The 
'elements' have no mercy on maimed and dying animal s. Not to 
mention, dead ones.  

As a result of my close call, and the shouting I'd received 
from the crazy driver, my pulse and blood pressure shot up 
through the clouds. Any higher, I would've fallen i nto a coma. 
Sensing danger, I took shade underneath a tree.  

While resting underneath the tree, several passersb y in 
cars gawked at me. They knew that I was a stray. St rays aren't 
welcome in uppity neighborhoods. Uppity residents h ave it in 
their minds that stray dogs and cats will poop and pee 
throughout their neighborhood. In addition, they th ink that 'we' 
kill off too many birds.  

For the most part, I ignored the passersby, until t he 
dreaded one passed me. He was looking for trouble. I sure as 
hell wasn't. Really!  

"Hey! No strays in our neighborhood! Look ... my br other's 
a VCO! Leave, or else he'll be on you like a viciou s lion!" 
shouted the dreaded person.  

I left the area, immediately. I decided to change s treets, 
just in case he tried to intensify his aggression u pon me.  

I entered Waldorf Street, all jittery. I figured it  would 
take at least an hour for my system to get back to homeostasis.  

Waldorf Street was something else. It was aligned w ith 
mansions, mini-mansions, posh houses, swimming pool s, well-



    

    

285 

 

trimmed hedges, and beautiful trees. If I'd been in  Europe, 
perhaps I would've seen a castle or two.  

My country doesn't have any 'oldies castles'. Why d idn't 
those first Europeans build many castles? Well, I c an only 
guess: they were dead set against being ruled by ro yalty. I 
guess they didn't want anything in the so-called Ne w World to 
resemble a monarchy. What other reason/s could ther e be?  
 

The thought of being adopted by one of these rich f amilies 
became overwhelming. Because I've always been a pro ud and stuffy 
cat, begging was out of the question! There had to be a more 
honorable method of slithering into a mansion.  

While I was pondering about this matter, I crossed Waldorf 
Street without looking both ways, first. Jeepers, I  was almost 
run over by a cyclist! He was a nice human. After s eeing me leap 
out of his way, he stopped then made a U-turn. He w anted to see 
if I was all right. 

"Hey kitty, are you all right? I'm sorry for scarin g you 
like that. Actually, I wasn't paying attention to m y 
surroundings," said the cyclist.  

After leaping onto the cyclist's chest, I licked hi s cheeks 
then rubbed the side of my head against his chin. W hen I'd had 
enough, I leaped onto the ground. We parted ways. T oo bad, I 
never saw him again.  
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        THE RESILIENT WOMAN  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
I entered Ebert Street. While strolling through the  

neighborhood, I saw a drop-dead-gorgeous woman exit  her mansion. 
She was young, energetic, green/blue eyed, jet blac k hair, and 
freckled. No doubt, men drooled over her beauty.  

Gosh, I really wanted to live in her mansion! She a nd I 
could become best friends' in the whole world. We'd  be like 
family. That is, if the cat she was holding in her arms didn't 
mind.  

Living in a mansion can help alleviate a cat's dail y 
problems. Good food, clean water, veterinary medica l care, toys, 
loving owners, shelter, a nice litter box, beautifu l lawn, and 
perhaps, a playmate. This is a cat's fantasy land.  

Looking deeply into the woman's eyes, I felt that s he'd 
suffered from major depression, anxiety, and loneli ness. I'm 
referring to a different type of loneliness. She pr obably had 
many good friends, but aside from her cat, no intim ate ones. 
Although cats can't read peoples' minds, they do ha ve incredible 
intuition.  

Because petting a cat can lower a person's blood pr essure 
and pulse, I decided to play good kitty.  

I approached the woman with extreme caution, not wa nting to 
appear too bold. The black cat she was holding in h er arms gave 
me the elevator eyes. He scanned my body, trying to  determine 



    

    

287 

 

how friendly I was. Seeing that I meant no harm, he  lowered his 
guard.  

When the woman took notice of me, she gave me a bea utiful 
smile. I was lucky, because she was getting ready t o enter her 
car and drive off. Now, the three of us were close to each 
other.  

"Why would a cute cat like you roam the streets? Ar e you 
alone? Do you want to be our friend?" asked the wom an.  

"My name is Jody Wilson, and I'd really like to hav e you 
two incredible individuals as my new friends. Has y our cat been 
with you for long?" I asked. 
 

"Your name is Jody Wilson. What a beautiful name. I  once 
knew a cat from the Wilson family. She was the most  incredible 
cat in the whole world," said the woman.  

At that moment, the black cat gently bit the woman on her 
right thumb. He was trying to remind her that the c at in her 
arms was also incredible.  

"Ouch! Oh ... my black cat's also incredible!  
Brian's been with me for a couple of years. He's no t a 

furniture scratcher. The four scratching posts in m y mansion are 
enough for my baby," said the woman.  

The black cat loved being referred to as 'my baby'.  
"Jody, do you belong to anyone? If so, I can't allo w you to 

be become part of our family. I can't 'steal' you f rom your 
rightful owners. That would be dead wrong!  

Jody, please be honest with me at all times. Are yo u owned 
by anyone?" asked the woman.  

"Nobody owns me! I'm my own cat! 
Anyone who claims to 'own' his/her cat does so only  in a 

legal sense. No human being owns a cat’s mind or pe rsonality," I 
responded.  

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean it that way. I'd never 
deliberately insult a cat. I love cats. My best fri end in the 
whole world's a cat," said the woman.  

As we were conversing, a blue Ford pickup pulled ov er 
beside us. I could smell the alcohol and marijuana on the 
breaths of the driver and passengers. These guys we re rabble, 
who didn't know any better. I braced myself for wha t was to 
come.  

"Honey, come on! Come on, baby we know that you're lonely. 
Just give us the word, so we can keep you company. You're too 
beautiful to be without the company of a real man. Those two 
cats can’t give you what a man can; ever. Can't you  find a real 
man?!" asked the driver.  

The woman pulled out a pen and piece of paper from her 
pocket then she wrote down the license plate number  and make of 
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the vehicle. She made sure that the driver, and his  'buddies' 
knew what she was doing.  

Gosh, this woman was well-rehearsed. It's like she' d gone 
through this 'garbage scenario' many times before.  

I kind of felt sorry for her. I sensed that she'd b een 
'severely jilted' on more than one occasion. The pa in was still 
inside of her.  

"I've got your license plate number and make of car  written 
down! Leave, right now! Or else, I'll call the poli ce!  

You guys have insulted my humanity! I won't take an y more 
harassment or 'rape talk' from creatures like you! I've been 
hurt, and I don't like it! This time, I'm not lying  down!" 
shouted the woman.  

The last statement that came out of the woman's mou th 
raised my hair. I wasn't quite sure what she meant by it. 
Somehow, her story seemed a bit too familiar. I jus t couldn't 
'place-my-paws-on-it'. Where did I hear about this story before?  

"I would like to introduce myself: my name is Offic er 
Davidson! I'm a cop! Leave, right now!" shouted the  woman.  

The driver of the Ford pickup was so terrified he l et out a 
big fart. It was so loud, we all 'guffawed'. After we finished 
enjoying the spectacle, the driver of the Ford pick up sped off.  

As the driver was speeding away, a passenger in the  back of 
the pickup dropped his pants and underwear. Then, h e flashed two 
very flabby-looking buns. If that wasn't bad enough , he turned 
around then flashed his genitals. It was disgusting !  

"Jody, I've suffered so much in my life! I've reser ved most 
of the love in my heart for cats. They've helped me  so much! A 
good kitty can really raise a person's spirits. I c an't open up 
to another human being. I cry my brains out almost every single 
day! It's hard to open-up, when you've been hurt by  those whom 
you love.  

Jody, a few years ago, I fell into a 'profound depr ession'. 
Technically, it was major depression. But this is n ot a serious 
enough term to describe what I've endured.  

Luckily, an incredible cat named Mandy helped me de arly.  
My cat Brian's an incredible cat, too! He's brillia nt, 

athletic, superb, knowledgeable, and very intuitive . Not to 
mention, he's the best friend any human could ever have," said 
the woman.  

I interrupted the woman, to ask her a very importan t 
question.  

"Please, what's your name … you’re not Officer Davi dson?" I 
asked. 

The young woman went totally ballistic in her respo nse. Not 
at me, at life in general. I could tell by her resp onse, she’d 
endured incredible harm from some evil persons.  
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I'm sorry. In all the commotion, I forgot to tell y ou. My 
name is Cynthia Corbett. 

I’m not an officer of the law. I was only trying to  scare 
the daylights out of those … FREAKING RAPISTS! THEY ’RE LIKE 
THOSE BASTARDS THAT GANG-RAPED ME! I WANT THEM TO ALL JUST DIE, 
BE CASTRATED, AND BE SHIPPED OFF TO JUPITOR! I DON’ T WANT THEM 
TO EVER HURT ANOTHER WOMAN AGAIN! 

I’m sorry for shouting like that. I’ve had two best  friends 
in the whole world, both were cats. The first was M andy Wilson, 
the second is Brian. This is Brian.”  

"Jeepers you’ve suffered so much! I’m sorry that yo u were 
gang-raped. 

On another note, your first best friend in the whol e world 
was my mother! Corey Jameson conveyed your life's s tory to me.  

Corey loved you more than anyone else in the whole world! I 
don't know if he's still alive. Corey never forgot you. After 
all that he did try to save you from those 'monster s'. I'm so 
happy to see you in person! I think that the three of us will 
become best friends. 

Don't worry I won't let anyone harm you. If anyone tries 
anything, I'll attack that person with extreme fero city!" I 
exclaimed.  

"What about Corey? Did he fully recover from the be ating he 
was given by Jeff and his friends?" asked Cynthia.  

"Actually, there wasn't a beating, in the real sens e. Well, 
he received a few slaps, punches, and a kick or two . The 
terrible tragedy occurred during the throwing incid ent. Jeff's 
throwing of Corey caused incredible damage.  

I know that Jeff was the star quarterback for GSC. He threw 
Corey out of the window, like a football. Corey col lided with a 
large branch then he came crashing to the ground. A s I recall, 
his left foreleg was permanently damaged. Poor guy,  he had a 
noticeable limp. He also had a noticeable wince. A wince in 
pain, that is.  

Corey had to endure excruciating pain whenever he t ried to 
move about. That's why he limped, and didn't walk m uch. His pain 
was a constant reminder of the evil Jeff. Jeff was guilty of 
leading his pack of predators to gang-rape an innoc ent young 
woman, that’s you. 

You had a potentially promising career in law. Neit her you, 
nor anyone else deserves to be gang-raped.  

Cynthia, I know that you found a criminal justice s ystem 
that was overworked, overburdened, understaffed, an d worst of 
all, as cold as the North Pole," I said.  

"Jody, let's drive around for a while. I want the t hree of 
us to be a happy North American family. Look, you a re a very 
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special cat! You are the daughter of Mandy Wilson,"  said 
Cynthia.  

We entered Cynthia's Honda then took off.  
“Brian's a really tough cat. A few months ago, he h eld a 

Mastiff at bay. The dog growled and growled, to no avail. Of 
course, if the Mastiff had attacked Brian, he (Bria n) would've 
been destroyed," said Cynthia.  

"What was Brian doing holding a Mastiff at bay?" I asked.  
"That creepy man ... I mean that Mastiff got too cl ose to 

me. He barked at me! Then, he growled and tried to slobber all 
over me! And … he tried to touch me. Brian didn't l ike that!" 
exclaimed Cynthia.  

Although Cynthia was driving slowly, every time she  said 
something that upset her, she inadvertently pressed  down on the 
gas pedal; briefly causing her Honda to accelerate.  

The three of us ended up conversing about various t opics. 
It really looked like we were on our way to becomin g a happy 
North American family.  

Driving through a posh neighborhood felt really nic e. The 
homes, lawns, and automobiles, looked very new and polished. 
They were expensive-looking, too.  

However, I was very worried about Cynthia. She had 
emotional problems that had to be dealt with. Maybe , two cats 
could solve Cynthia's problems.  

In spite of Cynthia's emotional baggage, she was st ill able 
to hold her ground in the real world. She always ha d a good home 
to live in. Not to mention, a hefty bank account.  

But, Cynthia did have some emotional issues to solv e.  
"Jody, Brian, I'll never place myself in a dangerou s 

situation again; drunk, out cold, in a bed, with a half-a-dozen 
monsters hovering over me! 

I promised myself that I'd always be sober, and rea dy; 
ready to defend myself against any assailant/s. My self-defense 
for women training really helped. Too bad, not many  women bother 
to take this valued art of self-defense. It's bruta l, but most 
often gets the job done. Mind you, there's never a guarantee. A 
woman must take proper precautions at all times. Th e perpetrator 
can be a friend, enemy, ugly, handsome, cute, rich,  poor, 
popular, stranger, or even another WOMAN.  

Guys, I used to be the typical North American white  woman, 
gorgeous, rich, highly intelligent, and career mind ed. I thought 
that rapes always happened to the 'other woman'; th e woman that 
I never met.  

Although many rape victims eventually get on with t heir 
lives, they'll never forget what happened to them. LET ME REPEAT 
MYSELF: THEY'LL NEVER FORGET WHAT HAPPENED TO THEM! I DON'T CARE 
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WHAT ANY STINKING, IDIOTIIC EXPERT OR VICTIM SAYS! SHE'LL NEVER 
EVER FORGET! 

Jody, imagine that you're running along, only to st ep on a 
giant slab of broken glass. Now, try to envision th e incredible 
pain. Even if you're treated by the best veterinary  surgeon, 
you'll always be a bit apprehensive when running ou tdoors. The 
memory won't go away," said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I suspect there's something else that you  want to 
tell me. Please, don't be shy or apprehensive. You see, although 
we belong to different species, you can still talk to me about 
'female stuff'. I'm a girl, too," I said.  

"Don't worry, Jody. I know what Cynthia wants to te ll you. 
It took her months to build up the courage to tell me.  

Cynthia believes that self-defense classes for wome n should 
be free. After what Cynthia told me about her exper ience, I 
agree wholeheartedly. Humans don't have weapons att ached to 
their bodies. Cats certainly do," said Brian.  

"Brian, I absolutely knew that you were going to ru b it in! 
Yes, humans don't have weapons attached to their bo dies," said 
Cynthia.  

Brian apologized to Cynthia for being a conceited, snobby 
little cat, and for insulting her species.  

"For starters, free workshops pertaining to safety 
precautions would be a good start. Prevention is th e best 
defense. An incredible offense is the second best d efense. 
Trying to talk your way out, or disgusting the perp etrator, are 
sometimes effective. But, don't count on it as a gu arantee.  

Listen let's be honest about this matter. Some male s from 
the human species turn into lions when they become sexually 
aroused. These guys don't understand the meaning of  the word 
'NO'. They just can't. Some of them are so big and strong, one 
punch unto any woman, equals a knockout. Or, he can  sit on her; 
and say he happens to weigh THREE HUNDRED POUNDS. T here's no 
struggling thereafter.  

Suppose there are a pack of them, out in the middle  of 
nowhere and in the middle of the night; say in Kans as, Nebraska, 
or Wyoming. 

Well, you better not be nearby. This is perhaps the  worst 
possible case scenario. Nobody to call 'help' to," said Brian.  

We chatted about this topic for an hour. It got so heated-
up, Cynthia actually parked her Honda.  

Brian and I decided to change the subject as soon a s 
Cynthia began to go ballistic on us. Furthermore, s he was crying 
like a baby. I think she'd had it with the topic; a t least for 
the time being.  
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Cynthia turned on the ignition, then drove back hom e. 
Neither Brian, nor I, made any mention of her balli stic temper 
tantrum. Even cats should have some tact.  

"Jody, you'll be living in a four bedroom mini-mans ion, 
with a large lawn, double parking garage, and a pat io. No 
swimming pool. Swimming pools are too difficult to maintain. 
Regarding pools, you must be on your toes at all ti mes," said 
Cynthia.  

"What else, Cynthia? I'm not trying to be a suspici ous cat, 
but, I really wanted to know," I said.  

"I don't like swimming pools! I hate them, terribly ! I 
don't want anyone in the whole world to see my beau tiful naked 
body! Gawking, touching, fornicating; that's what t hose creeps 
will imagine doing to me!" shouted Cynthia.  

I sensed that there was more to Cynthia's problems than the 
gang-rape she'd endured. Something about swimming p ools. Let me 
see: maybe something happened to her when she first  learned how 
to swim. Maybe, it was her swimming instructor. Wha t did he do 
to her? I wondered.  

"Cynthia, when did you first learn how to swim? Was  your 
swimming instructor friendly?" I asked.  

Brian nudged my shoulder with his head then he crop ped his 
ears. He wanted me to stop yapping about the topic.  We changed 
the subject, again.  

"Jody, what's your favorite food?" asked Brian.  
"I don't have a favorite food. I'll eat anything th at 

tastes good. After all, why would a cat be picky?" I asked.  
"I'm glad you're now part of our family. Sometimes,  I think 

about other cats. I mean, Cynthia's very sweet and generous, but 
I need to socialize with one of my own, too. I'm no t a human, 
I'm a cat! But, I must admit that you and I are ext remely lucky 
to have a friend like Cynthia Corbett.  

Humans are often ignorant about a cat's needs. Not to 
mention, behavior. This ignorance sometimes causes a cat to lash 
out at the human nearby.  

We warn them, beforehand. They either don't underst and the 
warning, or they ignore it. So, they get clobbered.  

I've scratched humans before. Sometimes, I don't fe el like 
playing, or to be touched. I could be plain 'ole ti red," said 
Brian.  

Finally, we arrived. It was nice to know that I had  a place 
to call home, and two individuals I could call fami ly.  

Cynthia pulled into her garage then turned off the 
ignition.  

"Guys, it's very dangerous to keep an engine runnin g in an 
enclosed area, especially inside a garage. The firs t thing that 
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I do after I park my Honda in the garage is to turn  off the 
ignition," said Brian.  

We exited Cynthia's Honda then walked through her b eautiful 
lawn. As soon as we entered Cynthia's mini-mansion,  I almost 
fainted! The decor was astonishingly beautiful. I p ictured 
myself eating, drinking, playing, and sleeping. I f igured a year 
of this kind of fun would make me put on at least t en pounds of 
blubber. What a life!  

Cynthia locked the door behind her then re-set the alarm.  
Cynthia took several steps into the living room the n 

started to take off her shirt. Suddenly, she froze.  Then, she 
looked at us. She grimaced then went to her bedroom .  

For Cynthia, this specific kind of trust must be ea rned; 
even though Brian and I were cats. Cynthia wasn’t q uite ready to 
totally open up to us; maybe, in the near future. I  thought.  

A part of me was pissed off as hell! I'm a freaking  female 
cat! What the hell did Cynthia think I would've don e to her?!  

When I calmed down a bit, I told Brian that we shou ld go to 
the television room. Brian led the way. We walked t hrough a long 
corridor. It was dimly lit, with many beautiful pai ntings strewn 
on the wall. Also, there were two giant chandeliers  hanging from 
the ceiling. I'd never seen such a beautiful interi or.  

On another matter, why was Cynthia still single? Co uldn't 
she, a very attractive, young female, find a decent  man? Maybe, 
she needed help from an incredible cat, like me? Th is thought 
kept ringing in my head.  

I wanted to gently confront Cynthia regarding her ' single 
status'. Unfortunately, Cynthia had a rough barrier  between her, 
and the outside world. I don't mean that she was di fficult to 
get along with. Gosh, she was an incredible person.  She needed 
to learn how to open up, completely, to her two cat  friends.  

Furthermore, Cynthia was wasting her youth, because  she 
wasn’t actively searching for MR. RIGHT. I understo od that she'd 
been through hell with that gang-rape. But, she had  to move on. 
She'd never forget, but, she had to try to cope.  

Cynthia needed a good fishing rod, and tasty bate. That's 
how female cats get the Tom cat that they want.  

Cynthia was an inherently good person. I could almo st smell 
the goodness of her spirit. Cynthia's husband-to-be  would have 
to be understanding, loving, trustworthy (no lies, no cheating 
around), non-coercive (physical or mental), and ful l of empathy; 
a handsome and athletic man for that matter. One mo re thing: 
he'd have to be rich. Now, where the hell could we find a man 
like that? I wondered.  

In this world, weakness is often a liability. Being  as 
clever as a fox is an incredible asset. Cynthia had  to learn how 
to be a bit more cunning. I've seen human females m ake their 
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males act like little puppy dogs; paying for this a nd for that. 
They make their ‘man’ say things like: ROSES ARE RE D, VIOLETS 
ARE BLUE, and I JUST WANNA BE MARRIED TO YOU.  

What happened to Cynthia was a fine example of huma n 
barbarity, brutality, treachery, conniving, aggress ion, assault, 
debauchery, and pompous boasting. Yes, pompous boas ting. Jeff 
and his associates boasted about their conquest; di dn't they?  

As soon as Brian and I entered the television room he 
leaped onto the coffee table. After grasping the re mote control 
with his powerful teeth, then he leaped onto the ca rpet. As soon 
as he placed the remote control next to his right p aw. He turned 
on the television, pressed the number four button t hen the 
number five button. 

Now, we were watching XNZB Channel 45; an animal ch annel. 
At the time, a special about lion behavior was show ing. 
Naturally, it caught our undivided attention.  

Brian and I watched the show for fifteen minutes, u ntil 
Cynthia entered the television room. She took sever al steps in 
our direction then gave us a million dollar smile.  

Cynthia sat on a dark blue sofa chair then began to  comb 
her beautiful, soft, shiny hair. Her hair shined li ke glazed 
silver on a black platter.  

Cynthia was so beautiful. She had cat eyes and beau tiful 
skin without a single blemish, or wrinkle. Her lips  were the 
perfect size and shape. She had an incredible Roman  nose. Cutest 
of all, she had freckles scattered on her face and her entire 
body.  

I was very pleased that Cynthia had no permanent sc ars or 
marks on her body as a result of the gang-rape. How ever, it 
would make it that much more difficult to prove the  incident 
after all these years. The judge would take one goo d look at 
her, and see a very beautiful and happy woman.  

Cynthia had no S.T.D. s, or an unwanted pregnancy. Her 
problems were primarily mental. Indeed, mental stre ss can be as 
painful as a physical ailment. Sustained mental ang uish can 
destroy almost anyone's physical health. That inclu des cats.  

"I'm going to the study room. I'll try to read for an hour 
and a half. Afterwards, I'll return with some goodi es. Please, 
don't 'cat around'," said Cynthia.  

As soon as Cynthia exited the television room, Bria n turned 
off the television. He and I chatted about many int eresting 
topics: animal welfare, crime, history, and cat stu ff. It was 
nice being with one of my own.  

"Jody, I was born in Greenville, British Columbia. 
Unfortunately, I was bounced around from one place to another, 
starting from a young age.  
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You've probably heard many nice things about Canada . I 
prefer the northern latitudes. I like it up north. I'm here for 
Cynthia. Otherwise, I would've trekked northwards. She and I 
plan on going back to our country. As they say: HOM E SWEET HOME! 

Although many cats are suffering in North America, we're 
better off than our kinsfolk elsewhere. You've cert ainly heard 
the horror stories emanating from far-away countrie s. I'm glad I 
live here," said Brian.  

"Brian, you've had a decent life. I guess that's wh y you 
smile a lot. I mean, it seems like you don't have a ny problems. 
Is that the case?" I asked.  

Oh, Jody! Nobody (human or animal) can live on this  planet 
without having problems. Life itself is a series of  tests and 
problems. Some tests and problems are larger than o thers. I've 
had my share of problems. I'm not the kind of cat t hat takes my 
frustrations out on others; be they human or animal .  

I do have a potentially life threatening problem. D o you 
know what it feels like to be a black cat? Even in North 
America? Things can get really nasty!" exclaimed Br ian.  

I was bedazzled with my new cat friend. Brian was a  sweet, 
handsome, and intelligent cat. I had to learn all I  could from 
him.  

"Jody, I've only managed to make a few super-friend s in my 
lifetime. You're one of them. As such, I'm going to  tell you a 
BIG SECRET. I want you to promise me that you won't  tell anyone, 
especially Cynthia," said Brian.  

"I promise, I'll never tell!" I responded.  
"Cynthia thinks that I stay indoors every night. I don't. 

I'm a cat who 'loves' to venture out into the real world. I 
often sneak out of Cynthia's mini-mansion after mid night. But, I 
always make sure that she’s sound asleep, and the w eather is 
acceptable. I wouldn’t want to muddy-up Cynthia’s c arpet.  

For the following week or two, I won't venture out after 
midnight. Instead, I'll teach you the ins-and-outs of becoming 
an incredible cat. You can teach me a thing or two,  also.  

For the time being, we'll venture out only during t he 
daylight hours, until I'm certain you're ready.  

If Cynthia, the sweetest woman in the whole world, ever 
found out I was 'sneaking out' late at night, it wo uld break her 
heart," said Brian.  

Brian and I continued our chat until Cynthia return ed. 
That's when we slammed on the brakes! We quickly ch anged the 
topic of discussion.  

My heart felt like it sunk into molten lava. Here I  was, 
keeping secrets from an incredible woman; a friend.  She'd put me 
up in her beautiful and luxurious mini-mansion; for  free. I 
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couldn't justify my actions. Honestly, part of me w anted to 
sneak out with Brian. I fell into a deep state of a mbivalence.  

No doubt, Cynthia had partially opened up to us. I 
understood that Brian and I were being unfair to Cy nthia. Well, 
if she ever found out about our little secret, Bria n and I would 
have to stay in every single night, or be thrown ou t onto the 
streets. Cynthia would be more suspicious of our ac tions.  

As soon as Cynthia entered the television room, she  
appeared apprehensive. It was like she suspected so mething was 
going on. We understood that she suspected foul pla y, but didn't 
know the particulars.  

Cynthia was a woman of her word. After remembering her 
promise to us, she exited the television room then went to the 
kitchen.  
"Come and get-it; I've got some tasty goodies!" yel led Cynthia.  

Brian and I ran to the kitchen, faster than Kentuck y Derby 
horses. We were thankful to be living with such a s weet woman. 
Okay, she didn't bring our goodies to us, but we st ill got to 
eat them.  

Brian and I were each given a large bowl of cat foo d. Brian 
didn't want the brown bowl, because that's the colo r of human 
poop. So, I switched bowls with him. He got my blue  bowl.  

Brian and I chomped down on every single morsel in each of 
our bowls. Afterwards, we looked up at Cynthia, wit h our cutie-
pie eyes. We were telling her that we were still hu ngry. She got 
the message, really fast.  

Cynthia brought forth two large bowls of milk then placed 
them beside our salivating mouths. Although we were  expecting 
fleshy food, milk's still awesome! We licked every single drop 
of milk in our bowls.  

Again, we looked up at Cynthia. Before we knew it, two 
bowls of cool water were placed beside our dry mout hs.  

After finishing the water, Brian and I went to the living 
room then crashed out. The feast was followed by sl eepiness.  

We didn't mean to leave Cynthia alone. But, we had to. She 
would've done the same thing, if the situation had been 
reversed.  

Upon awakening, Brian and I strolled through Cynthi a's 
mini-mansion. We were anxious to go outside.  

Brian informed me that for now, the perimeter fence  of 
Cynthia's yard was the boundary. No wonder, he snea ked out a 
lot.  

Cats don't like to be controlled in that manner. We  are 
roamers. So were our ancestors. Unfortunately, not all cats are 
intelligent enough to roam around the human world. Intelligence 
is a must for cats.  

"Cynthia, please come here!" yelled Brian.  
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As soon as Cynthia entered the living room, Brian r olled 
over onto his back then righted himself.  

"Look, I don't want either of you to leave my yard,  without 
me as your escort! There are many dangers in this w orld! I, for 
one, should know. Rats, dogs, cats, VCOs, cruel hum ans, 
automobiles, and countless other problems are lurki ng in the 
shadows. You have to be very careful out there, rea lly! I'm very 
thankful to have two cats in my family. I've suffer ed so much at 
the hands of evil humans! Please, don't betray me! Please ... 
not you!" exclaimed Cynthia.  

We understood the 'don't betray me' part, but Cynth ia was 
sounding like a control freak. She couldn't control  her own 
life, so, she had to control ours. Although I didn' t like it, I 
kept my mouth shut. Thereafter, the thought of snea king out late 
at night became an obsession for me.  

Brian took several steps in Cynthia's direction, an d then 
leaped onto her chest. Cynthia, in turn, pressed hi m against her 
chest. Brian and I knew that Cynthia was in much pa in. There was 
a lot more pain; deep inside of her. I was too appr ehensive to 
ask her what those other 'secret problems' were.  

Cynthia had opened up to Brian; but not completely.  Brian 
and I would have to slowly and carefully dig-in.  

Brian turned his head then leaped onto the carpet. A short 
while later he glanced at Cynthia to see if she fel t any better.  

Sadly, Cynthia had tears streaming down her cheeks.  No 
doubt, she wanted to be loved.  

Come to think of it, I think Cynthia suspected Bria n and I 
were keeping our own little secret/s from her. She was right.  

"Guys, I'm going to hit the sack. It's getting late . I 
recommend that you do likewise. Tomorrow's a new da y. There's no 
better way to begin a day, then to have a good nigh t's sleep," 
said Cynthia.  

Cynthia went to her bedroom. Brian and I listened i ntently; 
making sure that Cynthia wasn't pulling a fast one on us.  
We waited intently, until Cynthia had fallen asleep . When the 
moment came, I looked at Brian, waiting for instruc tions.  

"This isn't the right time. We shouldn't sneak out tonight. 
You've just become a member of our family. Cynthia suspects that 
we're up to something. We should wait at least a we ek before 
sneaking out," said Brian.  
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    GOING TO THE ZOO  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Brian and I waited patiently before sneaking out of  

Cynthia's mini-mansion. Believe me, that was one lo ng week. So 
long, it felt like an entire century.  

It all happened on a beautiful Saturday night. Bria n and I 
slithered into Cynthia's bedroom, to ensure that sh e'd fallen 
asleep. Yes, she was snoozing.  

Brian and I crept through the cat hole in the kitch en door. 
I made sure to follow Brian, and not to ask too man y questions; 
especially on our first outing.  

Brian made it clear that absolutely no time should be 
wasted. Obviously, we were on a fixed time schedule .  

Brian and I scaled the three foot fence located at the 
perimeter of Cynthia's yard. Excitement was running  through our 
veins.  

The neighborhood was very quiet and calm; only the sounds 
of nature were apparent. That was good for us. Cats  often have 
problems with stimulus overload; a human-induced pr oblem.  

Then, a shocker! We saw a car approaching. Without notice, 
the driver of the car flashed the high-beams in our  direction.  

Brian and I quickly took cover behind a tree. We we re 
freaking terrified.  
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It turned out to be a patrol car. The officer was 
conducting a routine scan of the neighborhood.  

Brian and I pooped at the same time. Good, neither of us 
could mock the other. Our fear and apprehension wer e 
understandable. 

Brian and I waited several minutes until the patrol  car 
exited our neighborhood, before heading south on Li vingstone 
Street. 

That's when Brian told me that we were going to the  zoo. We 
decided to pick up our pace. I was very excited abo ut seeing 
some of my animal brethren.  

Our walk on Livingstone Street was enjoyable. Howev er, 
Brian and I were aware that a sudden danger could c ome out of 
nowhere.  

"Don't worry, Jody. I've been to the John Barrymore  Zoo 
(JBZ), many times before. I have many good friends there. I know 
the ins-and-outs of the place, including security, animals, 
lighting, business hours, and paths. I've never bee n captured, 
or even chased, inside the JBZ.  

Jody, if we're ever chased by a security guard, spl itting-
up would be the best thing to do. Then, leave the J BZ as fast as 
possible! If you make it out safely, go to the near est forested 
area, near Ellen's Fried Chicken Restaurant. I'll s urely be 
there, sooner or later," said Brian.  

We continued walking on Livingstone Street for a sh ort 
while, before entering Lands Road.  

Brian told me to follow him through a nearby parkin g lot, 
to a tree near a dumpster. We couldn't hide behind the dumpster 
because it was stinky and filthy. Also, there may h ave been a 
rat, raccoon, or creepy bugs in and around it. 

We waited patiently for an unsuspecting pickup driv er to 
take us to the JBZ. There could be no room for mist akes. If we 
'boarded' a pickup that was heading in the wrong di rection, we'd 
have to jump off, immediately!  

"Jody, the JBZ is near Cougar Hill. We'll have to b oard a 
pickup truck at the right moment," said Brian.  

A short while later, a hillbilly in a blue Ford pic kup 
parked near us. He looked like a jolly-good-fellow.  

This hillbilly was something else. He was 6 feet ei ght 
inches tall, long-bearded, long-haired, pot-bellied , and was 
wearing typical blue overalls.  

Brian noticed the Kentucky plates on the back of th e Ford 
pickup.  

As soon as the hillbilly entered the Thomas Liquor Store, 
we leaped onto the back of his Ford pickup. Then, w e crouched 
down, like stalking cats.  
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I'd never seen a real hillbilly before. I had to ge t a 
closer look at him. So, I leaped onto the ground th en ran to the 
Thomas Liquor Store window. I gawked at the hillbil ly.  

Shockingly, the hillbilly turned and faced me. I di dn't 
know if he actually saw me. It was dark, and he was  looking at 
me from the inside of a well-lit place. Humans don' t exactly 
have the best night vision.  

I quickly ran back then leaped to my reserved place . I 
understood that rash actions weren't safe.  

"Jody, you shouldn't have done that! You could've s abotaged 
our entire operation! Remember, I'm the expert, not  you! Just 
because someone looks like a nice person, it doesn' t mean that 
he/she actually is. 

Furthermore, the only thing you know about this hil lbilly 
is that he's from Kentucky. There are many people w ho live in 
Kentucky; many of them friendly, some of them not s o friendly. 
If you place all of them into a single category, yo u're being 
ignorant. 

Every animal and human on this planet has a unique 
personality. Okay, I'll admit, the hillbilly does s eem like a 
friendly guy. Regardless, you must always keep your  guard up," 
said Brian.  

The hillbilly exited Thomas Liquor Store carrying a  plastic 
bag in each hand. He must've told the cashier not t o put his 
bottles of booze inside a brown bag.  

Brian and I were hoping the hillbilly wasn't about to drink 
and drive. If that was the case, we'd have to find another ride. 
No cat would ever be stupid enough to knowingly sne ak into a 
drunkard's vehicle. Or, so I thought.  

The hillbilly scanned the area then entered his For d 
pickup. He took several large gulps from a half pin t of Bacardi. 
Eighty proof, in case you're wondering. Afterwards,  he tried to 
drink beer from two cans at the same time. As expec ted, he got 
beer on his overalls.  

The hillbilly burped twice then farted three times.  The 
hillbilly farted so loud a sleeping bird almost fel l to the 
ground. The poor had been startled big times.  

Brian and I forgave the hillbilly for his behavior,  because 
he thought there was nobody around. After all, he w as giving us 
a free ride. 

We were desperate to get to the JBZ. The basic cat rules of 
not getting into a vehicle with a drunkard would no w have to be 
broken.  

The hillbilly adjusted his baseball cap then turned  on the 
ignition. We were off to the JBZ! Brian told me to be patient. 
As soon as it was time to leap off, we'd do just th at.  
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The hillbilly drove east until Rover Street. Upon a rriving, 
he stopped his Ford pickup. I peered up at him. He looked like 
he was concentrating. So, Brian and I waited patien tly.  

"Oops! I almost forgot! We must leap off the Ford p ickup 
... right now!" exclaimed Brian.  

Brian led the way. I followed him like his shadow. It was 
really nice being with an incredible cat like Brian . Aside from 
being incredible, Brian was also a good friend.  

After leaping onto the ground, Brian and I found ou rselves 
right behind the Ford pickup. We instinctively crou ched down, 
staying still. There was a slight possibility that the hillbilly 
would see us through his rear view mirror. Thankful ly, he 
didn't.  

Brian told me that Cougar Mountain, which was reall y a 
hill, was only a hundred yards away. Just beyond th e hill was 
the JBZ.  

As soon as the traffic light turned green, the hill billy 
drove off. From our location, I could see the faint  outline of 
the JBZ. I was so excited! Under the circumstances,  how else 
should I have felt?  

Brian and I walked towards the JBZ, scaling the hil l, until 
reaching a tiny forested area across the street fro m the JBZ.  

Brian told me that we should hide behind a large tr ee 
nearby. We stayed there until the right moment.  

"Be patient, Jody. You see that security guard sitt ing in 
that booth? He uses the restroom, eats, then naps, at the same 
time every single night that he works here. He's li ke a 
computer. I even know how many times he dozes off p er hour. In a 
short while, he'll go to the restroom. Afterwards, he'll go to 
the kitchen to eat his late night meal.  

Brian was right. A few minutes later, the security guard 
left his booth. As expected, he entered the restroo m. Although 
there were hi-tech security cameras throughout the zoo, they 
were made to detect human intruders, and 'captive e scapees', not 
cats like us. It’s awesome being a cat.  

As soon as the security guard was out of sight, Bri an and I 
slowly crossed the street, then 'slithered' to the perimeter of 
the JBZ.  

Before our eyes was a large gate, with high paralle l bars 
that couldn't be bent. There was a five inch gap be tween each 
parallel bar.  

Even an obese cat could've easily 'slithered' throu gh one 
of those gaps. What an awesome feeling! Somehow, Br ian and I 
felt right at home. Our brethren in 'animal kind' w ere nearby. 
We were about to enter a caged jungle.  
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We entered the JBZ, with Brian leading the way. I w as in no 
position to make requests pertaining to which anima ls I wanted 
to see first. Brian was the boss, and that was fina l.  

As we strolled through the JBZ, I noticed that some  of the 
prey animals were a bit jumpy. Although Brian and I  are 
relatively small animals, as far as they were conce rned, we were 
still predators. I mean, even small cats kind of sm ell like 
their big cat cousins.  

Many wild animals live their entire lives without e ver 
scenting, or seeing a domestic cat. I understood th eir fear.  

"Jody, we must be slick. Keep your eyes, ears, and nose, 
wide open. We must always be on the lookout for sec urity guards, 
or other zoo personnel. It's their job to keep this  place safe, 
secure, and free of trespassers, like us.  

Trespassers are never welcome in zoos. I don't know  what 
zoo personnel would do if they capture us. I sure a s hell don't 
want to find out," said Brian.  

We continued strolling through the JBZ, looking, an d 
sometimes gawking, at many of the caged animals. Un fortunately, 
many of the animals were hiding in tiny enclosures.  

For a while, I kind of felt like a human zoo patron ; 
enjoying the sights of amazing creatures. I was fre e to come and 
go; they (the incarcerated animals) weren't. That's  the biggest 
difference between a zoo patron and a zoo animal. Z oo patrons 
should never forget this very important fact! Pleas e, DON'T 
FORGET IT!  

Thankfully, some of the animals came out of their 
enclosures, while others simply had no enclosures. Some of the 
animals showed signs of deep depression and psychos is. They 
performed stereotypical actions; over and over agai n. These poor 
animals had been 'de-animalized'. There was no snap , pride, or 
happiness, in their personalities.  

I couldn't last a freaking week as an 'exhibit anim al'. I'd 
end up either attacking my handlers, attempting an escape, or 
I'd go nuts. No doubt about it!  

It's always sad to see fellow animals in tiny enclo sures. 
When it's time to hit the sack or rest, the animals  go back to 
their cement homes, or mini-enclosures. Zoos enclos ures must 
look identical, or almost identical, to the natural  habitats of 
the animals therein. The size of the habitat is imp ossible to 
match for most animals such as polar bears, small a nd big cats, 
gazelles (and related animals), hyenas, elephants, zebras, 
birds, wildebeest, equines, etc. Unfortunately, ani mal habitats 
are quickly disappearing from the face of the earth . My country 
once had bazillions of roaming animals. Even our fo rested areas 
were gigantic.  
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Some zoos allow stimulus overload to engulf the ani mals in 
the enclosures. The living quarters’ architecture d oes not allow 
the animals to escape the human gawkers during busi ness hours. 
The animals must wait until closing time, for relie f. Then, it's 
boredom time.  

Look, predators in zoos can't hunt for prey, while prey 
animals can't run around, and forage. The scent of both must 
drive each other crazy. I mean, suppose you were a hungry lion 
who was surrounded by prey animals. But, you couldn 't get to 
them. 

Prey animals who are continuously too close to pred ators 
may become extremely tense, or otherwise, lose thei r flight 
instinct.  

Brian convinced me to follow him to the gorilla enc losure. 
Walking there made me extremely anxious. We were go ing to see 
the most powerful primate on earth; unless King Kon g or Bigfoot 
is alive.  

As soon as we arrived at the gorilla enclosure, Bri an told 
me to crop my ears, and pay attention. Afterwards, Brian 'aped' 
some sounds then waited patiently.  

Suddenly, a giant male Silverback gorilla exited hi s 
concrete enclosure then charged at us with full for ce. Well, it 
was the charge of an old gorilla. 

This guy was still formidable, but had less snap th an a 
young male's. Instinctively, I turned then fled. Br ian didn't 
follow me. This caused me to stop running.  

I returned to my place. I'd jumped the gun. The gor illa 
couldn't have harmed me, even if he'd wanted to.  

An impenetrable barrier had shielded us from the go rilla. A 
large moat encircled the gorilla enclosure. In case  you didn't 
know, gorillas can't swim. Furthermore, between us and the moat 
was a fence.  

Brian looked the gorilla over for a few seconds the n asked 
him where Chip was. The Silverback told Brian that Chip was sold 
off to a 'bidder'. Chip wasn't a young gorilla anym ore. 
Apparently, while Chip was being hauled away, he ke pt yelling 
out Brian's name.  

"It was a sad sight, indeed. When the big boys came  for 
Chip, he instinctively knew that there was an immin ent transfer. 
His transfer, that is. Initially, he appeared appre hensive. 
Then, he tried to put up a resistance. It did not d elay the 
transfer.  

Chip pooped, urinated then decided to spit on the b ig boys. 
Unfortunately, his efforts were immediately neutral ized. The 
veterinary technician on site darted Chip.  

As expected, Chip went down and didn't get up. If i t wasn't 
for his deep breathing, I would've thought he'd die d.  
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JBZ Director, William Hale, couldn't have cared les s how 
angry or terrified Chip was. Director Hale practica lly 
worshipped money.  

The incident was a two-fold lesson to the other gor illas in 
the enclosure. First, resistance is futile. Second,  when you're 
washed up, you'll be sent away, almost definitely t o a worse 
place.  

As you can see, I'm an old gorilla. I think the 'bi g boys' 
will be transferring me in the near future. Patrons  to our 
enclosure have already begun to complain about my u gliness and 
old age. The patrons want to see young, handsome, a thletic 
gorillas," said the Silverback.  

Brian and I thanked 'our friend' explaining to us w hat had 
happened to Chip. Afterwards, we continued our stro ll in the 
JBZ.  

It looks like more animals will be boxed into tiny 
enclosures in the future. Today, shelters, animals can be found 
in reserves, game parks, homes, zoos, circuses, roa dside 
menageries, and in biomedical labs.  

Animals that are used by the entertainment industry  most 
often are forced to perform unnatural acts. Questio nable are the 
training methods that are used. The animal is at th e mercy of 
the trainer and the establishment.  

No bear should be forced to ride a bicycle! No big cat 
should be forced to jump through hoops (flaming or non-flaming)! 
No bullfights! No circuses! No roadside menageries!  No abuse! No 
humiliation! No-nothing!  

The animal is the only person who never gets paid f or work 
rendered. Furthermore, animals who are 'boxed-in', or chained, 
for extended periods, may rock back and forth, self -bite, head-
bang, hyper-masturbate, walk in circles, become ove rly 
aggressive, excessively passive, eat or play with t heir own 
feces (in an unnatural manner for the species in in volved), pull 
their hair, or suffer from excessive self-grooming.  

Gentle Ben, a 'bear actor', was a tragedy. If you l ook 
carefully at Gentle Ben while he was tethered, his head and body 
bobbed and weaved. In addition, he took unnatural s teps forward 
and backwards; repeating this behavior over and ove r again. 
Didn't the 'actors' on the set notice anything pecu liar?  

Only 'sinister humans' could induce this behavior i n 
another species.  

It's sad that many domesticated animals lose their natural 
behaviors. Sometimes, cats and dogs actually pick u p certain 
human behaviors and habits. For example, excessive eye contact, 
not respecting personal space, ignoring body langua ge, and 
bothering another person while he/she is eating. Fa rm cows and 
tamed ranch horses are nothing like their wild cous ins.  
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In the animal kingdom, excessive eye contact, or di rect eye 
contact, can signal a challenge. Although, some hum ans also 
abide by this rule, they're usually the aggressive or criminal 
type.  

I'm not talking about staring. That's frowned upon even in 
the human world.  

"Jody, primates around the world once had incredibl e tracts 
of forests. Depending on the particular species, fa milies, 
extended families, and friends, were nearby. Food w as plentiful, 
and predators were few. The Virunga Forest was a mu ch better 
place, just a few decades ago.  

Jane Goodall, Dian Fossey (murdered), and Birute’ G aldikas, 
are the three most impressive primatologists in mod ern history. 
They were Leakey's girls.  

Dr. Leakey was a very hard worker, and a genius in his own 
field. However, he was also an excavator. Women are  more likely 
to study primates on site, for many years. Men tend  to have the 
one-two-three, goodbye attitude. They finish their project or 
degree then go home, really fast.  

Fossey was murdered because she made too many waves  
regarding gorilla protection and conservation. She made many 
enemies in government and amongst big time poachers . She was 
also a foreigner in a dangerous land.  

Primates who still live in the forests dread the so und of 
'tree chopping'. Excessive tree chopping is referre d to as 
deforestation. Deforestation destroys the homes and  habitats of 
native tribes, primates, and non-primate animals.  

For many primates, the lumber industries are equate d with 
death, destruction, terror, and being turned into f ood. The Bush 
meat Crisis is a terrible tragedy. Jody, I'd give m y own life to 
solve this terrible tragedy.  

Poachers are willing to kill, mutilate, or steal, a ny 
primates that they get their hands on. It depends o n the purpose 
of the 'criminal mission'. But, in all fairness, so me low-level 
poachers are filthy poor. It's the big boys who run  the 
operations. 

Weapons, drug, and animal smuggling, are three giga ntic 
problems facing this world. Our leaders seem to be ignoring what 
should be tackled. Although, I must say: illegal ar ms smuggling 
pales in comparison with 'legal arms sales and give aways'.  

Primate flesh sold in restaurants is considered a d elicacy. 
As such, it's very expensive. Gorilla hands or grou nd-up gorilla 
penises are also big sales items. Each primate that  is snatched 
from its natural environment ends up becoming a per former, 
sideshow, an exhibit, food, a pet, or an experiment al trinket.  

Jody, Chip was most likely snatched away from his m other's 
arms, inside his community. Naturally, his mother a nd many of 
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his relatives tried to defend him. The poachers hav e a quick 
solution to this problem: gun down, and/or ax whoev er gets in 
the way," said Brian.  

Brian began to cry. He couldn't help it. Chip had b ecome 
another statistic; one of countless primates who wi ll never be 
happy again. An old gorilla like Chip has no option s in life, 
whatsoever.  

As we continued our stroll the JBZ, I noticed the 
incredible variety of animals. However, some of the m were 
'dilapidated caricatures' of their free counterpart s. These guys 
and gals were doing hard time. What crime have they  committed? I 
know as a fact that none of them was sentenced by a  court of 
law.  

We stopped to gawk at an incredibly tall giraffe. I  got a 
bit closer then spoke to him.  
"Hey, Mr. Giraffe how are you?" I asked.  

"How the hell do you think I am?!" shouted the gira ffe.  
"Mr. Giraffe, why are you so freaking hostile to me ?" I 

asked.  
"I'm freaking doing hard time ... right in this stu pid 

dump! I'm freaking going nuts! Back home in Africa,  I was able 
to run around and play with family and friends. We had land to 
run about in. Our species is the tallest on land! I  was a proud 
giraffe, until those damn humans snatched me from m y home. 

Now, I'm nothing but a has-been; a tall inmate with  several 
physical and mental illnesses.  

Get out of here, fast! That's Dr. Samantha Stacey! If she 
sees you, you'll end up like us!" shouted the giraf fe.  

"Thanks," replied Brian.  
Brian told me to follow him behind a nearby tree, w here we 

could hide behind. I did just that.  
Dr. Samantha Stacey, a middle aged woman, with long  blond 

hair and blue eyes, slowly walked through our secto r. 
Thankfully, she didn't see us.  

"Brian, what's so bad about this lady?" I asked.  
"She's got the title of Chief Zoo Veterinarian. She 's 

callous, and sometimes rough in her handling of ani mals," said 
Brian.  

As soon as Dr. Stacey left, Brian and I continued o ur 
stroll through the JBZ. We walked through a man mad e path, three 
mini-streams, and two mini-jungles.  

These accessories were made for the sake of the zoo  
patrons. Although the zoo animals had man-made envi ronments, 
these environments weren't as beautiful and large a s the zoo 
patrons'.  
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The JBZ Administration should have invested a littl e more 
money for animal comfort and happiness; better food , water, 
housing, activities, and veterinary medical care.  

As soon as our hunger set in, Brian and I decided t o get a 
free meal from the staff dining hall. What else wer e we going 
do? Beg from the inmates?  

I enthusiastically followed Brian to our free meal source. 
We were lucky that none of the JBZ staff were nearb y. If they'd 
seen us, we'd have been dead geese!  

As soon as we reached the portico of the dining hal l, Brian 
and I scanned the area. We were looking out for mor tal enemies. 
After determining that the coast was clear, we slit hered through 
a window that was slightly ajar.  

The ‘scents’ of delicious foods was driving us up t he wall. 
We had to eat 'our food'!  

Brian and I went straight to the kitchen. Even if w e'd been 
blind that food would’ve been found. Our noses lead  the way.  

As soon as we entered the kitchen, all hell broke l oose. 
Each of us forgot the presence of the other. We ate  and drank 
like Roman emperors. By the time we were done, we'd  eaten an 
incredible quantity of food, and drank as much liqu ids.  

Unfortunately, dawn was fast approaching. We had to  get 
back home before Cynthia awakened. If she'd discove red that we 
were gone, all hell would've been thrown at us!  

Although we were satiated our exit was lightning fa st. 
Afterwards, we briskly walked to the exit of the JB Z. Running 
would've excited the predators. 

As we approached the exit of the JBZ, we spotted a zoo 
cart. We hid behind it, keeping an eye on the secur ity guard.  

"Brian, are we going to wait here all night long? R emember, 
we must get back home before Cynthia awakens. I can 't imagine 
what would happen if she found out that we'd betray ed her. How 
many humans have already betrayed her? I think it w ould 
devastate her, if she found out our little secret,"  I said.  

"Don't worry. I know this security guard like the b ack of 
my paw. Just wait a few minutes. He'll get up, walk  over to the 
snack room then return with a coffee and a jelly do nut. He does 
this every single night, shortly before dawn.  

This guy has to sit in the same booth, Mondays thro ugh 
Fridays, fifty weeks out of the year, on an eight h our shift. 
The other security guards get to stroll around the zoo. This 
chump's too fat to move around. Except when he want s to use the 
restroom, or eat.  

His friends call him 'Fatso Eddy'. Fatso Eddy got ' the job' 
because the interviewer owed him a favor. Isn't tha t something 
else?" asked Brian.  
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As soon as Fatso Eddy got up to leave, Brian and I 
slithered through the exit, then made a quick getaw ay. We 
understood that time was now our worst enemy. We ha d to get back 
home before our beloved Cynthia awakened.  

Brian and I speed walked for a mile, then slowed do wn to a 
walking pace. I glanced up at the sky, then the hor izon. Now, 
dawn was imminent. I could tell from the way Brian was behaving, 
he also knew.  

We walked on Grover Street until we reached a large  white 
house. Brian instructed me to wait until a beautifu l woman 
exited the house. Apparently, Brian had been throug h this 
routine many times before. That was good news.  

A short while later a beautiful woman exited the wh ite 
house. This woman was almost as beautiful as Cynthi a. She had 
blond hair, blue eyes, freckles, and was somewhat t aller than 
the average North American woman. Even her walk was  cute.  

The beautiful woman was wearing a long beige-colore d dress, 
a golden watch, and brown walking shoes. I didn't s ee a marriage 
ring on her finger. I wondered why she was still si ngle. Maybe, 
she was divorced? No, she didn't seem like the type . She looked 
like an innocent woman who wanted only one 'Mr. Rig ht', for 
life. In North America this type of woman is slowly  
disappearing. Remember, this is a cat's opinion.  

The beautiful woman circled her van, peering inside  while 
she was walking. This is a good safety precaution. Drivers 
should always do this before entering their vehicle . Especially 
when the driver's alone and it's dark.  

I took three steps towards the van, because I wante d the 
beautiful woman to pet me between the ears. Brian g ently bit my 
tail then pulled me back to where I was before. App arently, I 
had a lot more to learn.  

We waited stealthily. Not making a single move. Bri an told 
me that the beautiful woman drove by Cynthia's hous e every 
morning. Apparently, she had a sister who lived a f ew houses 
down the block. That was incredible. Brian must've done some 
hard-core investigating.  

What would've happened if the beautiful woman was o n 
vacation, or if she'd been ill? I wondered. For the  time being, 
I kept quiet about the matter.  

Brian and I slithered towards the beautiful woman's  van, 
like leopards stalking prey. As soon as the beautif ul woman 
opened the door of her van, she lowered the right r ear window. 
No doubt, she wanted a little draft of air. She may  have been 
claustrophobic. That was good for us.  

The beautiful woman turned the ignition on. Then, s he 
turned on the radio. That's when Brian and I leaped  through the 
opening of the window.  
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The beautiful woman put her van into reverse then p ulled 
out of her driveway. Afterwards, she put her van in to drive. We 
were off!  

Brian told me to stay low. Every so often, Brian wo uld 
carefully peer out of the window, to make sure that  we were 
heading in the right direction.  

The beautiful woman drove steadily to her destinati on. 
Brian and I were very glad that she was inadvertent ly driving us 
back to our home.  

"Jody, we're close to Cynthia's house. As soon as I  leap 
out of the van, do likewise. Hopefully, we'll be ba ck home in a 
short while," whispered Brian.  

The beautiful woman slowed down her van, eventually  pulling 
over near a stop sign. Initially, we thought that s he'd spotted 
us. Luckily, that wasn't the case.  

The beautiful woman exited her van then scanned the  
neighborhood. Afterwards, she crouched down then sh e entered a 
yard nearby. Unbelievably, she snatched a racing bi ke. After she 
scanned the area, she carried the racing bike back to her van.  

Meanwhile, Brian and I had leaped out of the beauti ful 
woman's van. We figured that she'd have to open the  double door 
in order to put the stolen racing bike inside her v an. In that 
case scenario, she would've spotted us.  

Brian and I hid behind a blue Volkswagen, nearby. W e had a 
birds-eye view of what was happening.  

The beautiful woman quickly opened the van's double  doors 
then placed the racing bike inside. Afterwards, she  closed the 
double doors. She was off in a jiffy.  

Brian and I glanced at each other. Both of us had b een 
shamed! Neither of us even considered trying to sto p the 
beautiful woman. Indeed, the owner of the racing bi ke had lost a 
precious item. Indeed, he/she would be pissed off a s all hell. 
On the other hand, the owner should have secured th e racing 
bike.  

Brian and I rationalized our inaction by pouring pa rtial 
blame on the victim, with the rest, on the thief. I  guess that 
was the only way we could absolve ourselves of any guilt. 
Anyhow, we had our own problems to worry about.  

A short while later Brian and I were at home. We ma de sure 
not to make any unnecessary movements, or sounds. W e moved like 
slithery pythons on a tree.  

Brian and I slithered back to our bedroom then clos ed our 
eyes. It was as though nothing had happened.  

At breakfast time, Cynthia brought us two large bow ls of 
milk.  

"How are you guys? Did you guys sleep well last nig ht? Or 
... did you sleepwalk? Remember what I told you. It 's very 
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dangerous to go out late at night. I know you guys would never 
do such a thing. You're good cats, who'd never betr ay me ... 
right?" asked Cynthia.  
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     YOU BETRAYED ME!  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
“Cynthia thanks for the compliment. Cat's honor ...  we'd 

never betray you. Cynthia, you're an awesome woman.  We stayed 
put. In fact, we didn't even peer out of any of the  windows. 
We're happy that you trust us so dearly," said Bria n.  

Suddenly, Cynthia's mannerisms and tone of voice ch anged. 
In fact, the change was profound. Her face reddened  then it 
paled. Instantly, I got the creeps! Something was w rong. But, 
what was it, I wondered? Well, the onslaught was on  its way.  

"Cats who sneak out of the house without permission  are no 
better than sewer rats! I think those kind of cats are the scum-
the-earth! I'd rather live alone, then be with any one of them. 
Let alone, two of them! You guys are too good to be  like them! I 
know you'd never betray me! Especially, after what I've been 
through!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, you're such a b.., I mean, you're such a nice 
woman," said Brian.  

"You mean ... I'm such a bitch?! Get out! Both of y ou! Just 
leave my freaking house! After all I've done for yo u! Brian, I 
opened up to you ... so much! Now, you have the ner ve, temerity, 
and audacity, to call me a bitch. You know that I'v e been 
through way too much of that kind of abuse.  
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That's not all! I know that you guys slithered out of MY 
HOUSE! Brian ... shame on you! You guys raped me!!!  You're like 
Jeff, and his creepy buddies! You used me! You betr ayed me! You 
mocked me! Then, you lied to me!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Jeepers, Cynthia! How the hell did we rape you? Wh y are 
you talking to us in that manner?" I asked.  

I opened up to you guys! So, you turn around and tr ick and 
deceive me. You've broken my trust! This is exactly  what I went 
through with Jeff! I loved him, and look how he bet rayed me! You 
kitties raped my trust! You raped me!!!  

Leave now, or I'll call the chief VCO of this city!  I'll 
tell him that you 'cats' slithered into my house th en threatened 
to kill me. In the process, you took much of the fo od and milk 
in my fridge. Of course, by force and without my co nsent! Also, 
I'll tell him that you kitties touched me in inappr opriate ways. 
The chief VCO will certainly believe me!  

As a danger to the community, you'll be sent straig ht to a 
shelter. Nobody will ever adopt you!" shouted Cynth ia.  

It was unusual for Cynthia to lose her temper like that. 
Brian tried to squeeze in an explanation regarding the 'b' word, 
and a 'we're so sorry'. Cynthia didn't want to hear  any of it. 
She should have been patient and attentive.  

But then, maybe Cynthia wasn't all there? She'd bee n 
through so much pain, confusion, and backstabbing. It would only 
be natural for her to lose some of her marbles. Wel l, we had no 
choice in the matter. It was her mini-mansion, not ours.  

Brian and I looked Cynthia in the eyes for the last  time. 
We were hoping she'd change her mind. In response, she glared at 
us then pointed her index finger in the direction o f the living 
room door. That was our final cue to leave.  

The steps Brian and I took to the living room door were 
slow and lethargic. Besides being all 'bummed-out' about what 
had just transpired, we were really worried about C ynthia. We 
weren't sure if she was thinking about harming hers elf, or maybe 
someone else.  

I knew that she was living one day at a time. With her 
bulimia/anorexia nervosa problem, anything could ha ppen.  

Shockingly, Cynthia's eyes were bloodshot, teary, a nd 
that's not all. She brandished a menacing Bowie kni fe at us. 
Then, she took two steps in our direction. It was t ime to leave!  
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  THE 'N' WORD  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
In an instant, Brian and I became homeless. For str ays, 

there are dangers lurking on the streets, day and n ight. In a 
residential area, daytime dangers come primarily fr om unleashed 
dogs, or tattle tale humans.  

When a cat's on the streets, anyone can become a wo rst 
nightmare. Even someone the cat doesn't even know e xists. For 
instance, that someone could call the VCOs and tell  them that 
there's 'a feline' prowler in the neighborhood. Tha t someone 
could be peering out through a kitchen or living ro om window. 
Any John or Jane who hates cats can do this.  

A short while later, Brian and I decided to run awa y from 
Cynthia's mini-mansion as fast as possible. After s everal blocks 
of intense running, we slowed down to a walking pac e. The sun 
was steadily rising, making our predicament more tr oublesome.  

Brian and I spotted a tree at the north end of Gamb le 
Street. Within a flash, we scaled the tree, like le opards. You 
should have seen us.  

From our new vantage point, we could see oncoming d anger, 
allies, and prey. In a manner of speaking, we could  choose to 
run, hide, descend, or freeze.  

In our utter exhaustion and stress, we didn't notic e a 
Doberman across the street. No doubt, he took notic e of us.  
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A short while later, a policeman pulled his patrol car into 
the dog owner's driveway. The policeman exited his patrol car 
then walked to the front door of the house. Then, h e rang the 
doorbell. A short while later, an old witch, with a  large pimple 
on her nose, opened the door. I must say, she was u glier than 
sin! Even by human standards.  

The old witch was 'written-up' for 'chaining' her d og to a 
tree for too long. The poor Doberman appeared hagga rd and 
dilapidated.  

Brian and I were ecstatic, because the old witch go t what 
she deserved.  

The old witch threw a fit. She cursed, shouted, yel led. 
Then, she changed her tactics. She begged for forgi veness and 
mercy. It didn't work.  

The ninety dollar fine had to be paid within thirty  days, 
or else she’d be summoned to court.  

Brian and I crouched down, just in case the officer  looked 
in our direction. I mean, we were homeless cats. Hu mans call us 
feral or strays.  

"Brian, were you getting ready to call Cynthia a bi tch?" I 
asked.  

I certainly wasn't! I was about to tell Cynthia tha t she 
was a BRILLIANT woman. Why would I ever call Cynthi a a bitch? 
Why, we were family. She treated me right and gave me shelter, 
food, water, veterinary medical care, and tons of l ove. I didn't 
really force the issue, because she'd already made up her mind. 

Besides, you and I are a male and a female. Cynthia  must've 
'felt' like she was still single. With no Mr. Right  in sight, 
she went up the wall! I'm being 'bluntly-honest'. T he gang-rape 
she'd endured wasn't the only sad episode in her li fe," said 
Brian.  

"Cynthia's always been a victim. Sometimes, she mak es up 
stories about her past, to block off the painful me mories. She's 
not a liar. She's been through so much pain and ang uish. It 
seems like no human has ever really listened to her . 

In this world, most people are too busy with their own 
problems, and trying to attain success and wealth. They don't 
have time to wallow in sadness; with a woman who's been through 
hell and back, several times over," said Brian.  

Brian lost it. He started crying like a little baby . As 
such, I convinced him that we should rest up for a few hours.  

As soon as we finished resting, our hunger pangs be gan to 
pock at our stomachs. In fact, it became quite unbe arable.  

It was noon, and the sun was shining on us with a 
vengeance. Soon, we'd also need plenty of liquids t o hydrate our 
beautiful bodies.  
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Brian and I walked on Bolton Street. Bolton Street was busy 
at this time of the day. So, we decided to walk on the far side 
of the sidewalk.  

While we were walking, thirst hit us like a ton of bricks. 
Now, we had at least two gigantic problems to deal with; hunger 
and thirst. A single problem would've been more tha n enough.  

Brian and I decided to get some food and water from  a 
nearby store. We turned into Roper Street then head ed north. 
Roper Street was also very busy at this time of the  day. It 
seemed looked like everyone was taking their lunch break.  

We spotted a grocery store a mile north of our posi tion. 
Brian and I received many taunts and thrown objects  from 
numerous passerby. Our physical safety was essentia l. So, Brian 
and I decided to be on the alert.  

As we were treading along, a driver in a gray Chevy  slowed 
down to a cat's pace. The Chevy was packed with col lege 
students; males and females. They were inebriated. The scents of 
alcohol and marijuana were in the air. It must've b een a holiday 
of some sort.  

"Jody, we must be very careful! Keep your senses on  red 
alert. Sometimes, when young humans party, harming cats seems 
like a fun thing to do.  

I think it would be wise for us to walk a bit furth er away 
from the street. We can continue our walk near the dirt. If 
anyone tries anything funny, run to your right," sa id Brian.  

"Brian, is it common? I mean, what happened to Cynt hia. Do 
many young women have to endure what she's endured? " I asked.  

"Yes and no. I think Cynthia was at the wrong place s at the 
wrong times. She didn't ask for what she got. These  problems 
were imposed upon her.  

Most women don't endure as much pain as Cynthia's e ndured. 
But, quite a few endure more than they should.  

Most of the time, the 'induced sex' is from a husba nd, or a 
boyfriend. Or, the perpetrator may be an acquaintan ce. Mind you, 
women can hurt men, too. They do it in their own un ique way," 
said Brian.  

"I don't quite understand the last point. Brian, pl ease 
elaborate," I said.  

As soon as Brian opened his mouth to speak, a 'truc ker' 
driving a 'semi' tried to run us off the sidewalk. No ... he 
tried to freaking kill us!  

Jeepers! In all the confusion, Brian and I had forg otten 
about the Chevy. Luckily, the driver had sped away before the 
trucker came by. Otherwise, we would've had two gig antic 
problems to deal with.  
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The trucker was so intent on killing us he floored his 
truck then swerved onto the sidewalk. Afterwards, h e made his 
intent fully known.  

"Hey, get out of the freaking way!” shouted the tru cker.  
Brian and I made a sharp right. We barely got out o f the 

trucker's way.  
Apparently, the trucker wanted some more. So, he pu lled 

over 'into' the curb then exited his truck. He gave  us a word, 
or two.  

"Next time I won't have any mercy on you two farts!  I don't 
want to see you walking on our streets, or sidewalk s; ever 
again! Creatures like you should either be behind b ars, or 
dead!" shouted the trucker.  

Brian and I weren’t in the mood to start anything w ith the 
trucker. So, we kept quiet. Besides, we knew that t he trucker 
was from out east. He couldn't have cared less abou t 'our 
streets, or our sidewalks'. He just wanted to shout  at the 
nearest kitties around.  

"Brian, we must now place ourselves on 'imminent-da nger-
alert, and be ready to react, spontaneously. All it  takes is a 
split second of spacing out. In that case scenario,  one or both 
of us could die. The world can sometimes be very co ld and 
brutal," I said.  

Brian and I continued our walk, until we picked up the 
scent of tasty food emanating from the grocery stor e.  

While Brian and I were spaced out about the food, a nother 
driver, this time in a blue Mustang, swerved onto t he sidewalk 
then headed straight for us. Brian and I were barel y able to get 
out of the way.  

"Get out of the way, you freaking nigger!" shouted the 
driver.  

I was shocked! I knew that the 'N' word was racist to the 
bone. But, why would any human use that nasty word to address a 
black cat?  

As soon the blue Mustang zoomed away, we resumed ou r walk 
on the sidewalk. Brian didn't say anything. Meanwhi le, his 
entire body was shivering. Brian appeared to be anx ious and 
scared.  

We were able to walk together for another five minu tes. 
That's when the driver of the blue Mustang made his  second 
attempt at running us over.  

Unfortunately, this time it was a direct hit. Brian  was 
struck really hard. The intensity and momentum of t he impact 
caused Brian's body to be catapulted at least fifty  feet into 
the air, to our right.  
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As soon as Brian was struck, the driver of the blue  Mustang 
repeated the dreaded statement: get out of the way you freaking 
nigger!  

The driver of the blue Mustang pulled over into the  curb. 
Afterwards, two men and a woman exited the blue Mus tang.  

After gawking at Brian, they erupted into a group g uffaw. 
When 'our tormentors' had their fill of laughing, t hey returned 
to the blue Mustang. The driver sped off, without e ven saying 
'sorry'.  

I ran to Brian as fast as I could! Upon reaching hi m, I 
noticed that he was engulfed in his own blood, dise mboweled, and 
dizzy-eyed. He lethargically tried to focus his eye s on me, but 
couldn't.  

Blood was dripping from Brian's mouth, and his spee ch was 
slurred. However, that didn't stop him from conveyi ng an 
important story to me.  

"Jody, shortly after the Civil War, a terrible trag edy 
occurred in America. Unfortunately, not too many Am erican 
historians know about this incident. It happened at  the Chambers 
Street Hospital (CSH), in New York.  

There once was a black cat that was loved by the 
Administrator of the CSH. In essence, the cat was s pecial. The 
cat gave out much love and companionship to its hum an friend.  

Unfortunately, somebody gave this black cat the nam e 
'Nigger'. Hospital staff used no other name to refe r to the 
black cat.  

Black cats are only black, hair deep. Otherwise, th ey're 
the same regardless of breed. Their skin isn't blac k. In fact, 
cats have never given a damn what color another cat  or human 
was. Even during mating, coat color is totally irre levant.  

The day that the Administrator of the CSH died, the  black 
cat fell into a deep depression. As a result, the b lack cat 
meowed, and whimpered all night long. Other cats jo ined the 
symphony. Although the cats were outdoors, CSH staf f could still 
hear their meows all day and night long.  

The sound of this symphony didn't sit well with the  persons 
who had to sleep on the premises of the CSH, nor th e residents 
of the area. In other words, they were pissed off!  

Hospital personnel 'convinced' the butler to take c are of 
the black cat. He did just that. He 'lynched' the p oor kitty 
using a coat hanger, in front of note-taking physic ians. The 
physicians had enjoyed the show.  

The poor kitty struggled and squirmed like hell, un til it 
died. I'm not sure, but, I think that black cat was  a male. I 
apologize if I'm wrong. That's why I'm not using th e pronouns 
'he' or 'she'.  
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Sometimes, black cats are used in religious rituals . Often 
times, these rituals call for the torture and/or sa crifice of 
the black cat. Other wicked humans get-off on tortu ring cats.  

In the olden days, even some religious scholars bel ieved 
that black cats were somehow evil. It was believed that black 
cats had special 'evil powers' that were used to sp read sin and 
bad luck. Also, that they were 'witch-like'.  

Jody, if black cats had special powers the first th ing 
they'd do is protect themselves from evil individua ls. Then, 
they'd conquer the world. The first species to be c onquered 
would be the humans. Thereafter the great apes, les ser apes then 
the monkeys would be conquered. 

As soon as they got rid of the primates, the other species 
would be at their mercy.  

Listen, the humans who were in the Chevy are ignora nt of 
cat physiology, psychology, and culture. I don't ho ld a grudge 
against the driver, or any of the passengers. I for give them, 
completely and wholeheartedly. 

Cats, like me, don't like to hold grudges against a nyone. 
Jody, I've lived a full life. I don't want to leave  this world 
with a grudge, or a chip on my shoulder.  

Jody, you must leave, immediately. I'm not going to  make 
it. I'm bleeding from inside and out. And, as you c an see, I've 
been disemboweled.  

Please, wait at least one whole week before returni ng to 
Cynthia's home. This time around, be a kind/trustwo rthy cat. No 
betrayal, please!  

Tell Cynthia that the 'b' word stood for brilliant.  Also, 
tell her that I'd never call her a bitch. Finally, tell her that 
I've always loved her more than anyone in the whole  world. That 
includes members of my own species.  

If Cynthia doesn't listen to you, or if she kicks y ou out 
of her mini-mansion, go to New York. Find a cat nam ed Sonny-Boy 
Catsby.  

Sonny-Boy Catsby is one hell-of-a-cat. Be forewarne d: he's 
a bit on the tough, criminal side. Tell him you're Brian's 
friend. He'll help you survive on the tough streets  of a big 
city like New York.  

New York's full of humans and skyscrapers. But, lik e many 
other cities, there are many rats and roaches there in. Stray 
cats and dogs need to be very careful. There are to o many humans 
in New York. Remember, all it takes is just one tat tle-tale.  

New York's a city with plenty of food and crevices to hide 
in. Be careful, the City Government doesn't tolerat e stray cats.  

However, at the police level, they've got bigger pr oblems 
to deal with then a stray kitty or two. You can get  lost in the 
crowd. BUT DON'T YOU DARE FORGET ABOUT THE VCOs!  
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New York's a nice city for an alley cat to live in.  
Beautiful, countless skyscrapers, and many  

When confronting other animals, act tough, if you c an. 
Don't show fear or cowardice. Walk away proudly, if  you must. 
Mind you, never challenge a VCO. If you see one and  he/she 
doesn't see you, stay put. If, on the other hand, t he VCO sees 
you, get the hell out of there, fast!  

You have good protection with Sonny-Boy. He's an Al  Capone, 
Rocky Balboa, Ben Casey, and Archie Bunker, all rol led up into 
one person.  

Jody, I'm at death's door. Please go, so you don't have to 
see me die," mumbled Brian.  

"Although I don't want to leave you, I know that it 's the 
right thing to do. I can't help you. Even if you ha d emergency 
surgery, it still wouldn't be enough. Brian, on my honor, I'll 
never forget you!" I promised.  

I licked Brian's bloody face then rubbed the side o f my 
head against his bloodied neck. In response, Brian told me that 
I was a very good friend. Those were the last words  that I ever 
heard from him.  

I turned, then 'galloped' away, until I entered Ols on 
Street. I didn't want to take any chances with that  dreaded 
driver of the blue Mustang, or any other creep, for  that matter.  

Olson Street was studded with beautiful trees, flow ers, and 
homes. 

Olson Street was located in a typical 'Leave it to Beaver' 
neighborhood. Since I was the only cat walking arou nd, alertness 
was called for. Any creep behind a window could've called the 
VCOs. Jeepers, I had enough problems to deal with.  

I roamed around for an hour. In the meantime, the s treets 
filled with pedestrians. Many people gawked at me. They gave me 
the 'you're a freak' look.  

On three occasions, I gawked back at those who were  nasty 
to me. I was too hot and pissed off to give a damn about their 
feelings. As long as the VCOs weren't around, I was  okay.  

The image of Brian haunted me throughout my walk. 
Everywhere I went, Brian's memory was activated.  

As the days passed, I began to lose weight as a res ult of 
extreme anxiety, depression, apprehension, and conf usion.  

Thankfully, I always found food, water, and a decen t 
resting place. Otherwise, I would've collapsed. May be I would 
have died?  

My energy reserves were being used up. It was like I was 
jogging around, all day long. Believe me running an  entire 
marathon would've been easier.  

I took Brian's advice. I decided to wait an entire week 
before returning to Cynthia's mini-mansion.  
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I made sure to watch out for crazy drivers, also. O n the 
third day of my trek, I saw a squirrel get run over  by a mad 
woman.  

Apparently, the crazy woman had just gone through a  bitter 
divorce. Naturally, the first male of any species h ad to be 
harmed. Why not an innocent squirrel? I know this b ecause she 
shouted out her story to the whole world, after run ning over the 
poor squirrel. She pulled over near the curb then e xited her 
car. 

She shouted obscenities at everyone in sight then s he 
conveyed her so-called sad story. Look what she jus t did to 
Brian? I asked myself.  

If that crazy woman had stayed around for another m inute, 
she would've been arrested. The police arrived at t he scene a 
few moments after the crazy woman had driven off. C razies 
shouldn't be allowed to drive.  
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     I SHALL RETURN  
 
 
 

 
 
   
 
After living as a stray for a whole week, I decided  to go 

back to Cynthia's mini-mansion. I made sure that it  was 
nighttime, just in case she decided to throw me out , and call 
the VCOs.  

Each individual has his/her own unique temperament.  For 
example, Brian was 'all-forgiving' towards his kill ers. I 
wasn't!  

Walking through numerous neighborhoods in the dark,  all 
alone, increased my anxiety. Although I could see b etter than 
most other animals, it was still nighttime. That's when some of 
the nastiest creeps come out.  

Barks, growls, snarls, and meows, were emanating fr om 
various homes. In addition, there were sounds emana ting from 
creepy animals. Some were friendly, others were fer ocious.  

Lucky for me, most of them were locked away within escape-
proof enclosures. Otherwise, I would've had to scra m.  

If a dog gets hold of a cat, the end result is a bl oodbath. 
Unless the dog's a terrible fighter, the cat will a lmost always 
come out the loser. It's sad, but true.  

I continued my walk back to Cynthia's mini-mansion.  Every 
step of the way increased my apprehension. The appr ehension 
reached my bone marrow.  
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Upon reaching Cynthia's yard, I slithered my way to  her 
front door. Then, I placed myself on red alert. I w ouldn't have 
been surprised if Cynthia had purchased a ferocious  guard dog.  

I scanned the area, looking for a 'sneaky' way in. After 
finding nothing promising, I walked to the back of the mini-
mansion. There, I saw a window that was ajar; just enough space 
for a stream-lined/beautiful cat, like myself, to g o through.  

I leaped onto the window panel then descended onto the 
kitchen floor.  

"Who is it?!" asked Cynthia.  
I was shocked! How did she know someone was on the 

premises? I'd made a stealth-like entry. What's goi ng on here? I 
asked myself.  

Upon seeing me, Cynthia appeared anxious and confus ed. 
Sadly, she also looked like she'd been to hell and back.  

The scent of puke, tears and blood filled the air. The 
scent of blood instantly doubled my anxiety. I knew  very well 
that she'd been puking and dry-heaving. Not from me dical 
illness, but from induced action.  

Although Cynthia was still drop-dead-gorgeous, she looked 
like she hadn't been sleeping or resting well in da ys. She had 
bloodshot eyes, and that look that humans have when  they're low 
on sleep. Believe me I was very worried about her.  

Glancing over to my right, I noticed twenty empty b oxes of 
tissue paper on the kitchen table. Someone had been  crying her 
brains out. Yes, I had to help my dear friend, Cynt hia. You'd do 
the same, if you were in my shoes. 

Many humans have kind hearts. It's those 'others' I 'm 
apprehensive about.  

"Please, Cynthia. I must tell you something very im portant! 
You misunderstood what Brian was trying to say to y ou!" I 
exclaimed.  

"I know. I'm delighted to see you, but also angry a t myself 
for not pausing for a few seconds to listen to Bria n.  

In my haste, I jumped the gun. I'm sorry, but my pr oblems, 
along with my weekly therapy sessions, are exhausti ng me. I'm 
sorry for not telling you or Brian, but, I feel a b it on the 
edge about the 'therapy thing'. You know, some huma ns still 
think that anyone who sees a therapist, psychologis t, counselor, 
or psychiatrist, is crazy, or too weak to deal with  his/her own 
problems; especially my kind of problems. Some peop le actually 
blamed me for the gang-rape. Jody, can you believe that?!" asked 
Cynthia.  

Cynthia lost it. She began to weep like a little ch ild. I 
could see the incredible pain, confusion, anger, an d 
frustration, inside of her. As such, I waited until  she calmed 
down a bit.  
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Cynthia started to shiver, but at least she stopped  
sobbing.  

"Jody, shortly after the gang-rap, a former 'best 
girlfriend' of mine at Gramson called me a slutty-l ittle-whore. 
The words didn't hurt me as much as her outright be trayal.  

You see, one of the men who 'did me' was her husban d. 
Naturally, she had to blame her friend for what had  happened. 
Her husband couldn't have done something that terri ble.  

To make matters worse, she ended up having three ch ildren 
with this gang-rapist. In today's world, there's a sucker born 
every second. I should know, I'm one of them," said  Cynthia.  

"Cynthia you’re being unfair to yourself. No way! D on't 
blame yourself for anything that those bastards did  to you! 
Furthermore, you're not a sucker! You're a very bea utiful woman, 
and my best friend in the whole world! I think you' re a very 
intelligent person!" I exclaimed.  

I lowered my head then crouched down, like my cat c ousins 
on the Kalahari plains. I was waiting for Cynthia's  response.  

She waved me over, so I leaped onto her chest. We h ugged 
and kissed. It was really nice! We'd become very cl ose friends, 
again.  

Afterwards, Cynthia and I went to the living room. We 
decided to rest for a while. Although my eyes were closed, I 
couldn't get to sleep. I was still a bit jittery.  

Roughly an hour later, Cynthia opened her eyes then  winked 
at me. Afterwards, she asked me to follow her to th e kitchen. 
She must've suspected that I was hungry. Well, she was right.  

As soon as we entered the kitchen, I began to slobb er like 
a dog. Cynthia gagged then ran to the restroom.  

She dry heaved several times. I didn't hear anythin g from 
her for the next minute, or so.  

As soon as Cynthia returned, she tried to recompose  
herself.  

"Cynthia, please tell me why you induced yourself t o dry-
heave inside the restroom? Also, why aren't you bei ng honest 
with me? Don't you love me, as your best friend in the whole 
world?" I asked.  

"Jody, please! Don't ... just let us enjoy our meal . You 
know what my problem is. I notice that you keep gla ncing at my 
knuckles. I promise I'll stop. But, not now!" excla imed Cynthia.  

I decided to hold off with my 'kitty psychotherapis t 
routine'. I had other problems at hand. I was freak ing hungry!  

The scent of food and milk electrified me. Not to m ention, 
my extreme thirst. I was hoping that Cynthia would offer me 
something nice to chew on, and drink. I didn't have  to wait for 
long.  
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Cynthia poured some milk into a gray bowl then plac ed the 
bowl onto the kitchen floor, right in front of my s lobbering 
mouth. I licked every single drop of milk my tongue  could curl 
up.  

As soon as I'd finished my milk, Cynthia placed the  gray 
bowl in the sink. Then, she placed a gigantic bowl full of cat 
food beside me. As expected, I cleaned off the bowl .  

After having my fill, Cynthia hoisted me up to her chest. 
For a moment, I felt like a human infant.  

Cynthia carried me to her bedroom. Then, Cynthia do ve onto 
her bed, causing us to crash out for several hours.  

Apparently, Cynthia had given me a vanilla flavored  protein 
powder drink. 

I awakened on three separate occasions. Each time, I 
wondered if Cynthia was pulling my leg, or really d id have an 
attitude change.  

The third awakening was the final one. I was abrupt ly 
awakened by Cynthia's sobbing. Really, she was cryi ng her brains 
out. I didn't know what to do. I stayed quiet until  she 
explained to me what was on her mind.  

"I don't believe you! I think you and Brian are con spiring 
against me! You guys want all of my money. You're j ust like 
those men who hurt me. No, you're worse! At least, they were 
wasted on booze and drugs. What's your excuse?!" sh outed 
Cynthia.  

"Well, Brian was ...'" I said.  
"No way, impossible! I refuse to believe you!" shou ted 

Cynthia.  
"Cynthia, please don't interrupt me until I finish what I 

need to say! It's unusual how you can say 'I don't want to 
believe you'. To me, these words clearly indicate t hat deep down 
inside, you refuse to believe that any male could e ver be 
inherently good. Even if that male is Brian.  

Now, listen-up: Brian wasn't trying to call you a b itch! 
Brian truly loved you. The 'b' stood for brilliant.  Brian could 
never have said anything bad about you. He told me he loved you 
more than any other human being in the whole world!  Including 
cats! This is the truth! You've must believe me! I' m here 
because of a promise I'd made to Brian," I said.  

"Wait! Why are you speaking about Brian in the past  tense? 
It's not like he moved to Mars, or anything? Or is it something 
else?" asked Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, can't we talk a bit more first? I don't w ant to 
rush into this topic. Really, I don't think you're quite ready 
to hear about what happened to Brian. Maybe, in an hour, or so," 
I said.  
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"Where's Brian?! Where's my baby?! Is he coming bac k to his 
auntie?! I demand to know where Brian is!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Cynthia! Please ... brace yourself! Brian's dead! He was 
'deliberately' struck by a lunatic driver. SHE was driving a 
Chevy. Brian was catapulted into the air," I said.  

Again, Cynthia cried her brains out then slowly rec omposed 
herself. She wanted to say something very important  to me. So, I 
erected my ears, and focused my attention.  

"I apologize for behaving like a total bitch. I've been 
under so much pressure it's really driving me up th e wall. I'm 
normally not a bitch, but, things happen. Hereafter , I'll try to 
be friendly.  

Jody, don't tell anyone what I'm about to tell you ... 
please. I've been in constant pain since the gang-r ape. 
Sometimes, I cry my brains for up to two hours. It' s hard enough 
living with partially controlled anorexia nervosa a nd bulimia.  

It seems like nobody in the whole world understands  my 
pain. I feel like I'm the only one who's suffering like this. 
Sure, the individual and group therapy sessions hel ped for a 
while, but when I moved, I had to make new friends.  

I don't want to go to any more group therapy sessio ns! Some 
of the other members always have that look on their  faces. You 
know: what were you doing wasted on booze, with a b unch of guys? 
Even after I'd retold my story, over and over again , it still 
didn't make an iota of a difference to them.  

Further back in time, when I moved to town, I made sure to 
choose a therapist who was a survivor. Unfortunatel y, she was 
engulfed in her own self-pity.  

That little slut compared every single milligram of  my 
pain, to hers. Furthermore, she persistently tried to prove to 
me that she was hurting more than I was. Well, I un derstood that 
she wasn't the norm in therapists. But, I'd had eno ugh.  

Later, I changed therapists. This time, it only las ted for 
three months. I had to quit her. 

My new second therapist was an old hen, who was 
conservative, and ready to blame me for the gang-ra pe. I could 
tell by the expression on her face. Also, her eyes became 'mean-
looking' whenever I cried," said Cynthia.  

I really felt sorry for Cynthia. I think she was ge tting a 
little paranoid and may not have been all there. Sh e needed a 
sympathetic cat friend to help her get back on her feet.  

"Jody, I have to endure night terrors, nightmares, 
flashbacks, and a bunch of other creepy things. Why  doesn't any 
human being show me the kind of love and empathy th at I 
rightfully deserve? What did I do to deserve being so deprived?  

Jody, I'm a professional victim! I've always been a  
victim!" shouted Cynthia.  
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Cynthia began to cry then she fell into a shivering  
routine. In fact, she was sweating profusely. I lic ked her 
cheeks then rubbed my face against her chin. Afterw ards, I 
leaped onto the floor.  

"Cynthia, you are not a bitch! That's not a nice th ing to 
say. If you want to feel better, stop calling yours elf terrible 
names. Also, never say bad or offensive things abou t yourself. 
You'll only increase your pain.  

Cynthia, you're an incredible person! You'll get be tter. 
Just be patient and faithful," I said.  

After the smoke cleared, Cynthia and I 'slowly' mad e up. We 
hugged and talked for a whole hour. Cynthia cried m uch, but, it 
was the good kind of crying. I mean, it's the ‘I'm happy kind of 
crying’. We became best friends ... all over again.  

Thereafter, Cynthia and I took two pleasant walks e ach day. 
On weekends, we'd sit near the fireplace and brains torm much of 
the night away. Considering Cynthia's state of mind , I had to be 
a good friend, and a 'cat psychotherapist'. I had t o keep 
counseling her. Otherwise, who knows what would've happened?  

It took six whole months for Cynthia to get back to  a semi-
normal state. A woman who's been gang-raped may not  be able to 
get back to a completely normal state. 

Flashbacks, bad dreams, and having no guarantee tha t it 
won’t happen again are aggravators. In addition, se lf-
blame/pity/ and disrespect, are painful problems. R emember, ‘it’ 
really could happen again. Who says it won't?  

At the six month mark, only I could tell that Cynth ia 
wasn't all there. People on the outside didn't susp ect anything.  

Well, there was an occasional outburst and an illog ical 
conclusion, once in a blue moon. Thankfully, all el se was just 
fine.  

As time passed, Cynthia and I became more and more 
attached. Now, Cynthia was 'externally normal'.  

It was then, that Cynthia and I decided to take an extended 
vacation. Luckily, Cynthia had invested her money w isely.  

After careful planning we decided to go due north; to 
Oregon, Washington, and then British Columbia. The latter 
intrigued me the most, because I'd never been to Ca nada before.  

We decided to leave in the beginning of April. We d idn't 
want to deal with a harsh winter. Leaving in early April would 
give us at least several months to enjoy our vacati on.  

I fantasized about beautiful trees, in vast forests . Maybe, 
we'd see someone like Paul Bunyan, deep in the fore sts of 
Oregon. Up in Canada, we'd probably see a bear or t wo, and 
perhaps Bigfoot.  

Right before crossing the border into Canada, I'd h ave to 
hide deep 'within' our vacation gear. If I were to be spotted by 
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an Immigration Canada Officer, my deportation would  be 
immediate. Cynthia, being Canadian-born, couldn't b e deported. 
However, she'd definitely be humiliated, and placed  on a black 
list for perhaps ten years.  

Upon deportation, my head would be lowered close to  the 
ground, in utter shame. I'd become a disgrace to my  country, and 
to Canada. Cynthia wouldn't let me go back to the U .S. by 
myself. She'd follow me.  

Sometimes, Customs Officers get personal. I'm not r eferring 
to any particular country. If one of these Customs Officers sees 
an 'undeclared animal' in a vehicle, all hell will break loose.  

I once heard a story about a little kitty who was g rabbed 
by the scruff, then thrown like a baseball to the o ther side of 
the border. The IO, along with his supervisor, laug hed up a 
storm. I won't tell you which country this happened  in.  
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  ON VACATION  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Cynthia's alarm went off at 7:00 A.M. It was time t o get 

ready for our extended vacation. It was April 1st a nd sunny 
outside. The alarm scared the crap out of me!  

To ensure that both of us didn't oversleep, we deci ded to 
sleep together.  

When the alarm went off, I felt like I was listenin g to an 
air raid! Cynthia used an antique 'Big Ben' alarm c lock just for 
that morning. Gosh, that crazy thing could wake up the dead.  

After Cynthia and I ate breakfast, we stuffed our v acation 
gear into their respective places. We were very exc ited about 
going up north.  

By 9:00 A.M. we were ready to leave. Cynthia took o ne long 
look at her beautiful furniture, then closed the fr ont door and 
locked it. Meanwhile, I was waiting inside a rented  new blue 
van. Cynthia's van was very clean and shiny. The in terior was 
very comfortable to sit in, and to look at. Cynthia  had prepared 
well for our vacation.  

Cynthia entered the van with a big smile on her fac e. After 
pausing for a moment, she turned on the ignition. S he glanced at 
her well-trimmed lawn then drove off.  
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A short while later we arrived at Jim Bob's Gas Sta tion. 
Cynthia paid the cashier, then came back and filled  up her van. 
Now, we were officially on vacation.  

Cynthia drove towards the highway, making sure to o bey all 
traffic rules/regulations.  

Cynthia was so excited she petted me between my ear s. It 
felt really nice. So, I licked the back of her hand , as a sign 
of friendship and appreciation.  

As soon as Cynthia stopped at the first red light, she gave 
me a kiss on the cheek. I blushed then purred.  

"Cynthia, I figured you would've filled-up the van the 
night before our vacation," I said.  

"I wanted to make sure that we were already on our way, 
first," responded Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, please don't tell anyone that I was cryin g. You 
know, when we were discussing your problems. I real ly appreciate 
having you as a friend, but, I'm still a cat. If an y other cat 
finds out that I was crying, they may call me a 'cr y-baby-
kitty'. Cats aren't supposed to cry; at least not i n public. We 
show off a persona of non-attentiveness, and selfis hness. It's 
often a cover," I said.  

While Cynthia and I were chatting, a man driving a dark 
Trans Am pulled up behind Cynthia's van. He started  honking his 
horn at us, like a maniac. He was trying to boot us  out of his 
way.  
Cynthia glanced at the rear view mirror, and then s tuck her head 
out of the window.  

"Sir, I'm sorry for being a slow poke. I will speed  up a 
bit, right now," said Cynthia.  

"Hey lady, I don't give a freaking cat's ass about your 
stinking apology! I don't care much for your cat, e ither. I just 
want to get home before humanity becomes extinct. I n case you're 
wondering where I'm from, it's none of your freakin g business!" 
shouted the driver.  

What an unfriendly guy. He was probably having a 
caffeine/nicotine fit. Thankfully, Cynthia spoke to  the driver 
in a very calm manner. I would've done the same thi ng. He was 
holding a gun in his right hand.  

Cynthia's face turned 'redder' than a tomato. A few  seconds 
later, her face paled out. She was pissed off at th e thought of 
a stranger speaking to her in that manner. The nice  girl routine 
wasn't out of kindness. It was out of utter fear. Y ou don't mess 
with a guy who has a gun in his hand. Either hand, for that 
matter.  

Cynthia kept her word. She accelerated, but didn't exceed 
the legal speed limit. I took one last look at that  idiot 
driver. I certainly didn't want to see his ugly fac e again.  
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Cynthia continued her drive on Highway 190 North, c oasting 
at a steady 60 mph. For the following fifteen minut es, she 
seemed a bit apprehensive. She frequently glanced a t her rear 
view and side mirror. I guess she thought the drive r was 
thinking about firing his gun at us.  

Even at a steady speed of 60 mph, one automobile af ter 
another passed us. It was like we were walking on H ighway 190 
North. No wonder, America's got 'gasoline problems' . Not to 
mention, highway accident problems.  

As soon as Cynthia gained her composure, she turned  on the 
radio. She was in the mood for classical music. I c ertainly 
wasn't! After listening to five 'prehistoric songs' , I started 
to get groggy.  

As soon as I couldn't take it anymore, I fell onto my side 
then closed my eyes. Classical music's fine for sho rt trips, not 
long ones.  

Classical music's also good for sustained reading, or 
studying. 'Energetic' music's needed when performin g physical 
activity or when on a long trip.  

If you're on a long trip, classical music may over- sedate 
you. I mean, it may act as a mild tranquilizer. Be wise and 
choosy when you're at the helm.  

I ended up dozing off for roughly an hour. As soon as I 
awakened, Cynthia spoke to me.  

"Jody, please push the tuner button three times. Yo u should 
arrive at GMFK FM 105. GFMK is a jazz station. I lo ve jazz!" 
exclaimed Cynthia.  

Now, we were listening to beautiful jazz music. Cat 's 
honor, some jazz musicians know their stuff!  

"Jody, I used to listen to jazz music every single day. 
Well, before the gang-rape. I think one of the thin gs that I 
must do to get better is to ‘reinstate' my previous  behaviors. 
Except the drinking, partying, and the lowering of my guard," 
said Cynthia.  

Cynthia and I talked our way through several subjec ts, 
until we reached the subject of bad politicians.  

"Cynthia, the lowest of the low, is the 'bend-over 
politician'. He/she is a chicken in disguise," I sa id.  

"What is a bend-over politician?" asked Cynthia.  
"This is a person who sells his/her body, mind, sou l, and 

dignity, to powerful lobbying groups. The politicia n literally 
bends over, backwards and forwards, to appease ‘the  master’.  

The bend-over politician is a liar. He/she deceives  the 
taxpaying, voting public: NO MORE TAXES! NO MORE SE CRETS! NO 
MORE CONSPIRACIES! NO MORE AREA FIFTY-ONES! NO MORE UNJUSTIFIED 
WARS! NO MORE INTIMIDATION! NO MORE TORTURE! NO MORE ANIMAL 
ABUSE! NO MORE ENVIRONMENTAL MURDER! NO MORE WASTE! NO MORE 
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FORECLOSURES! NO MORE HIGH CRIME! NO MORE NON-AFFORDABLE MEDICAL 
CARE! NO MORE INJUSTICE! NO MORE BAD POLITICIANS! N O MORE LIES! 
NO MORE EVIL!" I shouted.  

"Gosh Jody, you've got a lot on your mind. You’re a  very 
intelligent cat. Every single issue that you made r eference to 
is a big problem, not just for your country, but fo r my native 
Canada.  

On another issue, what about the National Rifle Ass ociation 
(NRA)?" asked Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, every country has its own history and cul ture. We 
have a 'deeply ingrained gun culture'. In America, law-abiding 
citizens should have the right to own registered fi rearms. I'm 
not talking about M-16 Rifles or any war weapons su ch as 
explosive devices or any missile or rocket launcher s. 

I'm talking about regular pistols and hunting rifle s. I 
mean, as long as those hunting rifles aren't aimed at us cats; 
yikes!  

There are well over two hundred million firearms in  my 
country. Actually two hundred million is totally ou tdated. The 
truth is nobody knows the exact number.  

Firearms owners really should learn how to properly  use, 
clean, and store their weapons. That's common sense .  

Law-abiding citizens must have access to 'personal-
protection-devices'. By personal, I also include pr operty. There 
are too many criminals out there. Some criminals ar e extremely 
dangerous. I sure as hell wouldn't want one of thos e 'criminals' 
near me.  

Regarding the NRA, they've got some good common sen se 
guidelines pertaining to firearm ownership. I may n ot agree with 
everything they spurt out to the public, but, I sur e as hell 
wouldn't want our government to take away the peopl es' right to 
own firearms. The only way our government would eve r be able to 
do this is to become a police/military state. If th at ever 
happened, I'd search for the twilight zone then ent er it. If 
not, I’d fight the freaking government!  

Cynthia, keep this between the two of us: I think t hat in 
the last few years we've gotten a bit closer to bec oming a 
police state. Luckily, we're still a long ways from  there. But, 
don't take anything for granted. The brave ones amo ngst us must 
stop this trend before it's too late. When it gets to the 'too 
late stage', even peaceful protests will become ill egal, or 
quite difficult. Cats have been living with and nea r humans for 
eons, "I said.  

"Jody! I kind of agree with you, but ... you’re a b it 
‘hypocritical’ regarding firearms ownership. You wa nt this world 
to be a safer and better place. Yet, you support gu n-slinging-
rights?" asked Cynthia.  
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This was one of the few issues where I couldn't con trol 
myself! I had to defend my gun ownership rights bel iefs for law-
abiding citizens! As a result, Cynthia and I had a major 
skirmish. I was too pissed off to hold myself back.  

"Cynthia, I'm not a freaking hypocrite! Cynthia, yo u're too 
much of a softy!" I shouted.  

"Jody, stop being a little harlot!" shouted Cynthia .  
"What! I'm not a little harlot! How can I be a virg in and a 

little harlot at the same time? Cynthia, I've been nothing but 
kind to you! You should show me some freaking respe ct! Cynthia, 
sometimes you can be a freaking bitch!" I shouted.  

Cynthia pulled over into the shoulder of the highwa y then 
she turned off the ignition. After a moment of quie t, we 
attacked each other like to lionesses fighting over  a zebra 
carcass. We were swinging, clawing, biting, hissing , roaring, 
punching, slapping, pushing, shoving, and cursing.  

Worst of all, we threw terrible insults at each oth er. So 
terrible, I can't tell you what we said.  

After the smoke cleared, both of us were bloodied a nd 
bruised. It was our first big physical confrontatio n. I was fed 
up with Cynthia's attitude. I'm the kind of cat tha t likes to 
speak her mind. Freedom of speech is a fundamental right of each 
and every one of us.  

As soon as I'd made up my mind to leap out of the w indow, 
Cynthia called me back.  

For two whole hours, there was nothing in the van b ut dead 
silence. Each of us was giving the other the silent  treatment.  

I was pissed off as all hell. What hurt me the most  was 
Cynthia’s calling me a little harlot.  

Cynthia continued her drive northwards. Thankfully,  five 
minutes after the two hour mark we made up. Cynthia  pulled over 
into the shoulder of the highway then we did our th ing. It was 
all hugs, kisses, and smiles. Afterwards, it was ki nd words, 
compliments, laughing.  

"Cynthia, each country has its own history and cult ure. 
Your country has a significantly lower rate of gun use than my 
country does. I'm including criminal-owned-guns.  

Anyone who uses a firearm while committing a crime should 
have to serve a 'surcharge sentence'. He/she should  serve a 
specified number of years in addition to the time a llotted for 
the said crime/s. Gun-wielding criminals must be to lerated in 
any society.  

Individuals that commit mass killings in schools or  
anywhere else are psychos to start with. Sure, the weapons in 
their hands make killing easier, but, you can't pun ish every 
single gun owner for the 'pathetic actions' of a mi nute number 
of psychos. Punish the psychos!  
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Cynthia, in America, guns will always be available;  until 
we run out of gunpowder, steel, or whatever else is  needed to 
manufacture them. It's that simple," I said.  

Cynthia and I conversed about several more topics. Time 
passed by like a rocket. It was nice being with a g ood friend. 
Maybe, 'our girlhood' made things a bit easier. 

Cynthia and I were able to open up to each other. B ut, 
Cynthia still needed to open up to me, just a bit m ore. I wasn't 
trying to be a suspicious cat, but, I had to know w hat was going 
on inside of her.  

At 3:45 P. M., Cynthia exited Highway 190 North. Sh e headed 
east for several miles, until arriving at Dolby, Ca lifornia, 
just a few hops away from the Oregon border.  

Cynthia slowed down to a measly 25 mph. We scanned the 
area, in hope of finding a restaurant or supermarke t.  

Thankfully, I spotted Chung's Supermarket. Although  there 
were several restaurants in the vicinity, Cynthia t old me that a 
supermarket would satisfy our needs better than a r estaurant 
would.  

"Cynthia, please bring me much milk! I know you've got some 
canned foods, water, and snacks in the van. I'm cra ving for 
milk! I want milk!" I exclaimed.  

"Jody! You're so spoiled! I love you so much! If yo u were a 
human, I'd consider you my sister. Actually, you ki nd of are a 
little sister. 

Jody, you’ll get your milk soon. I'll park my van i n front 
of Chung's Supermarket.  

All Chung's Supermarkets contain a snack bar. They sell 
many delicious items. I'll go inside, have a burger , fries, high 
caffeine pop, and a dessert. Afterwards, I'll get y our milk," 
said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, and what the hell am I supposed to do in the 
meanwhile?! I'll go stir crazy. I'll be all by myse lf, hungry, 
thirsty, and lonely! You need to let me out, so I c an enjoy 
myself. 

I'm not a little kitten anymore. Hell! I demand to be 
treated like an adult, not like a little baby! Othe rwise, this 
trip will not be enjoyable!" I shouted.  

Apparently, we'd had another skirmish. Luckily, it was 
short-lived. Cynthia's face reddened then paled. Sh e began to 
sweat profusely. Shockingly, she clenched her fists .  

After Cynthia parked her van in front of Chung's 
Supermarket, she lowered her head, pressing it agai nst the 
steering wheel.  

For a whole minute, there was nothing but silence. Then, 
Cynthia began to cry like a little child. Sniffles,  sniffles, 
and many more sniffles.  
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"I'm sorry, Cynthia. I didn't mean to go ballistic on you. 
It's just that you were incredibly inconsiderate of  my feelings. 
Next time, I'll try to speak to you calmly. But, yo u also have 
to do your part. I mean ... look ... you're extreme ly lucky to 
have a cat like me as a friend. Imagine what life w ould be like, 
if you were all alone? Your trip would totally suck ," I said.  

"Jody, I'm sorry for acting like a bi..., I mean, I 'm sorry 
I mistreated you. Next time, I'll be kinder and mor e 
considerate. I should have known better," said Cynt hia.  

I agreed to Cynthia's purchase of groceries, then o rdering 
a 'takeout meal' from the snack bar. This way, both  of us would 
be happy. I could handle being alone in a van for a  short while, 
but, absolutely no longer! Going stir crazy is not my cup of 
tea.  

Another thing: I reminded Cynthia of her commitment  not to 
call herself a bitch anymore. Apparently, she'd for gotten.  

Cynthia exited her van, scanned the area for possib le 
dangers then walked to Chung's Supermarket. I notic ed a 
beautiful bird gawking at me from a distance. He wa s perched on 
a tiny branch. No doubt, he was impressed by what h e saw.  

In order to 'show off' my physique, I extended my f orelegs, 
resting my paws on the steering wheel. I could see the bird's 
eyes light up. If he'd been a bit more bedazzled, h e would've 
approached me. Certainly, that would've been nice!  

Enough with the beautiful bird; I soon lost interes t in 
him. I had more pressing matters to deal with.  

Because Cynthia wasn't around, I had an idea. Why c ouldn't 
I just leap out of the van then do some exploring? I'd have to 
make sure that I returned to Cynthia's van before s he did.  

I did just that. As soon as my paws landed on the a sphalt, 
I scanned the entire area. The last thing I wanted to see was a 
larger predator, or a hostile kid/s. I wasn't in th e mood to 
play cat, or be tormented by a young sadist/s.  

My eyes zoomed-in on a kid playing in the grass rou ghly a 
hundred yards away. Against my better judgment, I s lowly 
approached the kid, without dropping my guard.  

As soon as I was within leaping distance of the kid , he 
caught notice of me. Shockingly, he glared at me.  

The kid couldn't have been more than five years-old . In 
retaliation, I hissed at him. Believe me I didn't w ant to 
'terrify' him. But, he needed to understand that 'c ats' have 
feelings too. After all, I hadn't done anything to him.  

Unfortunately, I inadvertently went too far. The ki d turned 
on his heels. I could hear him crying his brains ou t. It wasn't 
until he began to scream, that I got the super-jitt ers.  

"Mommy, a ferocious cat is trying to kill me! Mommy ! Daddy! 
Police! Adult!" shouted the kid.  
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I ran back to the nearest store then scaled it. I e nded up 
on the roof of Amy's Toy Store. From my vantage poi nt, I 
literally had a bird's-eye-view of the entire area.  I'd be able 
to see the police from a good distance.  

In the excitement of things, my adrenaline level sh ot up 
through the clouds. I felt extreme tightness in my stomach and 
musculature. I was worried that my adrenaline level  would rise 
so much even moving would become impossible.  

The kid's mother gave him a sucker, and a tiny cart on of 
chocolate milk. Thankfully, it did the job. The kid  wiped the 
'streaming tears' from his cheeks, along with nasty  snot then 
began to drink his delicious chocolate milk. What a bout my milk? 
I said to myself.  

A short while later, my adrenaline level returned t o 
normal. Although, I was still a bit apprehensive, i t wasn't 
anything serious.  

I leaped down onto the asphalt then headed straight  for 
Cynthia's van. As soon as my paws landed on the int erior of the 
van, I heard Cynthia call out my name. She had some  goodies for 
me.  

I can't tell you how lucky I felt. If Cynthia had f ound out 
what'd happened she would've bitched me out.  

"Jody, look what I got. There's plenty of tasty foo d 
waiting to be eaten by my best friend in the whole world. I 
mean, a friend who I can trust with my life. Jody, now I feel 
like I can open up to you almost completely," said Cynthia.  

Cynthia had three bags of ACME beef cat food, four cans of 
fish, a carton of milk, and two large bottles of fi ltered water. 
I just about fainted! Incredible cats, like myself,  love beef, 
fish, milk, and bottled water! Gosh, come to think of it, I've 
always been a flesh-eater!  

As soon as Cynthia entered her van, she asked me to  have 
proper table manners while eating. That meant no sp itting, 
roaring, hissing, or farting. I obliged her.  
 

Cynthia placed some beef in a blue bowl. I slobbere d like a 
hungry tigress! Then, I chomped down on my food, wi thout any 
let-up.  

Cynthia was the cream-of-the-crop of humanity. She was the 
absolute best human friend a cat could ever have. I  admit, 
sometimes she got on my nerves, but then, she was o nly human. 
Maybe, our same gender relationship had something t o do with it. 
Who knows?  

Cynthia had a tuna sandwich, chips, chocolate milk,  an 
orange, and some bottled water. She chomped down on  her food, 
like a starving primate. Afterwards, she grinned at  me. It was 
more of a sugar-high grin.  
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I kept a keen eye on Cynthia. Knowing that she'd ha d an 
eating disorder, a finger-down-the-throat was alway s a 
possibility.  

I wasn't going to allow Cynthia to stick any of her  fingers 
deep inside her mouth, or to take any drugs to alle viate her 
hunger. Around me, she had to behave normally.  

Cynthia exited her van then walked to a nearby gas station. 
She purchased a 16 oz. bottle of high-caffeine diet  pop then 
went to the restroom. After brushing, flossing, and  washing, she 
returned to her van. I noticed that something was w rong with 
this picture. 

As soon as Cynthia was within a few feet of the van , she 
raised her right index finger, then turned around a nd ran back 
to the restroom. She'd forgotten her diet pop.  

After retrieving her diet pop, Cynthia returned to her van. 
She was panting like a cheetah that'd just chased-d own a 
gazelle.  

Wow! That was a close one! My heart almost dropped!  I 
thought that Cynthia had induced a vomiting spell i nside the 
restroom.  

Cynthia placed the palms of her hands on her head t hen 
circled the van several times, slowing her pace aft er each 
completion. She was waiting until her pulse went ba ck to normal. 

It's quite dangerous for humans to suddenly sit dow n after 
a good run. Members of the cat family, especially c heetahs, 
don't have this problem. Isn't it nice being a cat?  

If our 'cardiovascular-recuperative' ability had be en like 
that of humans', several cat species would've died out ages ago. 
Can you imagine a cheetah walking around for severa l minutes, 
after a good kill?  

As soon as I swallowed my last morsel of food and d roplet 
of milk, I closed my eyes then crashed out for seve ral hours. I 
wasn't in the mood for talk or play.  

When I awakened, Cynthia pointed her finger at the 
beautiful scenery around us. My eyes lit up, like t wo giant 
light bulbs. Although Oregon still has beautiful fo rests, 
nothing matches the olden days.  

Forests everywhere are literally being butchered. T rees and 
countless plant life are being chopped, or merciles sly polluted. 
That's humanity for you.  

Humans are the only major tree choppers. They must 
understand that our planet can't keep on taking thi s brutal 
beating. For every tree that is chopped down, at le ast one 
should be planted.  

Cynthia and I visited two beautiful parks. I was lu cky to 
be on vacation with my best friend. The park patron s were kind 
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to us. However, whenever we spotted a ranger, or ot her park 
worker, I hid inside Cynthia's knapsack.  

Going to a nice park is a very rewarding experience . While 
there, Cynthia and I felt our stress levels plummet .  

I must admit there was plenty of tasty prey in the parks. I 
drooled whenever I saw one of them.  

For example, there was a tasty squirrel limping aro und. If 
I hadn't been with Cynthia, my predatory instincts would've 
forced me to chase 'it' down. A weak, young, or sic kly prey 
animal is almost always the first target of predato rs.  

It was nice to get away from the hustle and bustle of 
everyday life. Even a cat has to leave the concrete  jungle every 
once in a while.  

In the concrete jungle, a cat living in the suburbs  usually 
fares better than a city cat. Many city cats are st rays. Most 
stray cats dream of living in suburbia: a large hou se, white 
picket fence, much food, tons of money, love, secur ity, and 
shelter. Cats don't want much from humans.  

After we'd had our fill of parks, Cynthia and I dec ided to 
drive to the nearest motel. She asked a park employ ee for 
directions. Sleepiness was creeping upon us, like a  'ton of 
blinks'.  

The park employee gave Cynthia a tourist guide cont aining 
comprehensive information.  

Cynthia thanked the park employee then returned to the van. 
Meanwhile, I was hiding inside her knapsack. I sens ed that the 
park employee was aware of my presence. She was pro bably a cat 
lover.  

We left Garland Park at 8:00 P.M., heading northwes t. A few 
miles into our drive, we spotted The Vacation Motel .  

By then, Cynthia and I were exhausted. Any living 
accommodations would've been sufficient. However, T he Vacation 
Motel was 'officially' off limits to animals.  

I hid underneath my seat, while Cynthia did her bus iness 
with the front desk clerk. Some hotel/motel workers  go ballistic 
whenever they see a cat on the premises. It's one o f those 
things, I guess.  

What could I have expected? Some humans will never become 
accustomed to cats. They ignore the beauty, intelli gence, 
stamina, agility, cuddliness, and companionship, of  cats. It's 
their loss, not ours.  

While Cynthia was in the motel office, I looked out  the 
window. I was very careful not to be seen.  
A short while later Cynthia exited the motel office  with a 
scanning card in her hand. I was delighted!  
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Minutes later, Cynthia and I were sound asleep. Roo m number 
8 was large, clean, and beautiful. Cynthia and I sl ept together 
on a beautiful bed.  

Thankfully, everything was going just fine. Cynthia 's alarm 
clock had been set to ring at 7:00 A.M., just in ti me for 
breakfast. The cleaning lady would begin work at 10 :00 A.M. 

During room cleaning, I'd have to be far away. I co uldn't 
afford to be seen by any motel staff.  

Cynthia and I ended up spending a week at The Vacat ion 
Motel. Thankfully, we encountered no problems. Good  food, much 
play, television (tons of channels), and plenty of rest. The 
rest energized us.  

We checked out on Thursday, exactly one week into o ur 
vacation. It was early mid-April, and the weather w as mild.  

Cynthia drove north on Nelly Street for seven block s, then 
turned right. We were heading to Junction 145 North .  

Cynthia and I were in the mood to drive on a juncti on. We 
wanted a view. Highway driving is fast, but dull. O n highways, 
you see automobiles, and many more automobiles.  

"Cynthia, we're going up to Washington, aren't we?"  I 
asked.  

"Jody, we'll spend some time in Washington then we' ll go up 
to 'my country'. You can tell your friends that you  saw 
beautiful Canada. You don't can’t die without havin g visited a 
foreign country ... can you?" asked Cynthia.  

"We mustn't forget. Undocumented cats, like me, mus t sneak 
across international borders. I'll have to hide in a 'special 
place', before entering Canada. 

I don't want any trouble with the Canadian Governme nt. But, 
I want to see Canada. I mean, I'm a cat. I have a r ight to see 
what the world has to offer," I said.  

As soon as we entered Junction 145 North, a thunder storm 
appeared out of nowhere. I must say, it seemed very  odd. I'd 
looked up at the sky just a minute earlier. There w asn't a cloud 
in sight.  

Suddenly, giant pellets of rain descended upon us. It 
continued for roughly fifteen minutes, before dying  out.  

"Let's bypass Washington. Instead, we can see it on  our way 
back. We can swing around into Idaho then enter Was hington at a 
later time. Actually, we can go up to Alberta after  Idaho. This 
way, we can see an extra Canadian province and an A merican 
state," I said.  

We resumed our drive to Canada. I wondered what Can adian 
cats were like. Would they treat me like a guest, o r, like an 
intrusive foreigner? That was the 'gargantuan quest ion'.  
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Cynthia continued driving until 9 P.M. Then, I dema nded 
that we find a good place to rest. By now, both of us were 
groggy. Also, incoherence began to set in.  

In fact, Cynthia's eyelids were closing too frequen tly, and 
for too long. 'Grogginess and driving' is extremely  dangerous.  

Any cat knows that driving while groggy can be just  as 
dangerous as driving under the influence of alcohol  or other 
drugs. All it takes is a split second for a terribl e accident to 
occur. It can devastate the lives of everyone in th e vehicle, 
and nearby. Worse yet, it could kill them!  

"Cynthia, it's time to pull over into a rest area, or hit a 
nice motel. You can't keep driving in this state. T his is 
extremely dangerous!" I exclaimed.  

"Don't worry, Jody. When we get close to the Canadi an 
border, you can hide underneath my packing gear. Th en, as soon 
as we pass through the border patrol, I'll drive st raight to a 
motel. Surely, I can hold off until then," said Cyn thia.  

I kept quiet against my better judgment. I figured it would 
be better to give Cynthia a long lecture about the dangers of 
driving while groggy, after we've rested-up in a ni ce motel 
room.  
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  THE WHIRLING TUNNEL  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
To aggravate matters, the thunderstorm that had pre viously 

shelled us, returned with a vengeance. This time, i t was 
extremely ferocious. It felt like the thunderstorm was trying to 
attack us. Something wasn't right.  

Suddenly, Cynthia and I noticed something quite str ange. 
There were no other vehicles in the area.  

Come to think of it, there was nothing around us bu t a 
gravel road and some dying trees. Unbelievably, Jun ction 145 N 
freaking disappeared!  

Suddenly, torrential rains began to hit the ground like 
cluster bombs. Our grogginess disappeared. It was n egated by 
terror and apprehension.  

Cynthia appeared pale and confused. Visibility was steadily 
worsening, and there was no exit in sight.  

As we continued our journey, a whirling tunnel appe ared 
before us. It was large, menacing, and pulling Cynt hia’s van to 
its core. 

The menacing rain drops bounced off of the whirling  tunnel. 
This gave us a clear picture of where we were heade d. Or, should 
I say, where we were being pulled to.  

"Jody, what's happening?! It's like we're entering a 
different dimension, or something creepy! I'll try to veer off 
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the road. I'll floor the gas pedal, and turn right at the same 
time, "said Cynthia.  

Cynthia's efforts were useless. In fact, it made no  
difference whatsoever. This 'whirling tunnel' was b ent on 
pulling us inside it. It looked terrifyingly menaci ng.  

By now, Cynthia and I were crying our brains out. W e were 
terrified and confused. With no escape in sight, we  accepted our 
fate.  

"Cynthia, I think we are about to be catapulted int o 
another dimension! We must brace ourselves for an i ncredible 
shock!" I shouted.  

Cynthia’s van began to shake violently. Then, it wa s lifted 
off the ground, perhaps a foot. Now, we got a glimp se of the 
interior of the whirling tunnel. It kind of looked like the 
inside of a whale's mouth, but much bigger, and mor e menacing.  

As soon as Cynthia’s van was pulled into the whirli ng 
tunnel, Cynthia and I froze in fear. We couldn't he lp it. You 
would've done the same thing.  

Afterwards, Cynthia and I became dizzy and nauseous . Our 
ears popped. We understood that our lives had chang ed forever. 
Our main concern was mere survival.  

Through this terrible ordeal, my love for Cynthia g rew. I 
mean, it grew exponentially! It appeared to be reci procal.  

No doubt, the whirling tunnel was from another univ erse, or 
dimension. It was tubular-shaped, and longer than m y eyes could 
perceive.  

I glanced at the dashboard clock then got the shock  of my 
life! The digits of the clock were moving so fast, I couldn't 
tell in which direction.  

"Cynthia, I love you!" I exclaimed.  
"Jody, I love you ... more!" responded Cynthia.  
At least we had each other. I couldn't imagine what  it 

would've been like if we'd been alone. Maybe, I wou ld've died of 
shock.  

Cynthia’s van began to shake violently. It actually  
resembled a boat caught in the middle of an ocean s torm.  

To make matters worse, Cynthia’s van was unceremoni ously 
jettisoned deep into the whirling tunnel. Then, we were sucked 
into a mini-tunnel. There were countless of these m ini-tunnels.  

Cynthia and I were catapulted into a large lake. 
Thankfully, we were near land, and it was daytime. Otherwise, we 
would've been as blind as newborn kittens.  

After splashing into the water, Cynthia’s van began  to 
wobble, then did an about face. As expected, it sta rted to sink.  

"Jody, slither out of your safety belt. You and I m ust get 
out of here, quickly. Otherwise, we'll drown! After wards, we can 
leap onto land," said Cynthia.  
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We exited Cynthia’s van, with lightening speed. We ended up 
standing on the hood of the van. After bracing ours elves, we 
leaped onto land.  

As soon as we began to walk away from the lake, a 
gargantuan creature, with razor-sharp teeth, leaped  out of the 
water. It tried to snatch us. Thankfully, it was pr imarily a 
waterborne creature. Gosh, it was ugly-looking.  

Up ahead, were grassy hills further than the eye co uld see. 
Beautiful trees dotted the landscape. To our right was the 
entrance to a deep valley.  

Cynthia and I decided to walk through the grassy hi lls.  
The sky was blue and beautiful. The sun appeared th e same 

as that on earth. At this point, Cynthia and I were n't sure 
where we were.  

While we continued our trek through the grassy hill s, I 
took notice of the waterborne creature. It was stil l eying us. 
Cynthia and I got the creeps. We wondered how large  and vicious 
the predators in our new home were.  

When we were a safe distance from the waterborne cr eature, 
it made a Godzilla-like noise. It was drooling like  a hungry 
dog. It measured us with concentrating eyes, but co uldn't have 
us. Amen, for that!  

As soon as we'd taken our minds off the waterborne 
creature, we felt the ground underneath us shake wi th a 
vengeance.  

Cynthia and I got the shock of our lives! It was th e same 
waterborne creature. It had slithered out of the wa ter and was 
making an attempt at chasing us. Luckily, it was ve ry slow and 
clumsy on land. However, it was air breathing. Luck y for us, we 
were far away.  

Cynthia and I continued our walk through the valley , into 
grassy hills. Every so often, we saw beautiful bird s fly 
overhead. They didn't notice us. I guess they were migrating.  

Cynthia and I were weak, terrified, lost, and confu sed. In 
addition, we needed food, water, and rest.  

"Jody, we must always stay together. Not just for ' femme-
sake', but also because we're best friends.  

Somehow, there must be a way back to our home. I do n't know 
if we're on another planet, or if we're in another dimension. 
Jody, I love you so much! If I'd been alone, things  would've 
been a lot worse.  

Let's walk in a straight line, so we don't end up g oing 
around in circles. Maybe this valley leads to civil ization. We 
must be patient and faithful," said Cynthia.  

After walking for over an hour, we noticed that the  terrain 
was beginning to change. Now, we were in a valley s tudded with 
large fruit trees.  
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The fruits were waiting to be snatched and eaten. C oming in 
various shapes, sizes, colors, and types, it made p erfect sense 
to eat from them.  

Cynthia and I feasted on a dozen different kinds of  fruits. 
I can't tell you how tasty those fruits were.  

After Cynthia and I ate our fill, we felt unusually  strong 
and refreshed. Miraculously, our water and solid fo od needs were 
completely satisfied.  

Later, Cynthia and I rested under a fruit tree for several 
hours. We were unable to fall asleep because of the  enormous 
stress of being in a strange place. Our lives had b een turned 
upside down.  

"Jody, look at the grass behind us! Doesn't it look  like 
our grass?" asked Cynthia.  

"Well, I guess the texture and color are the same. Even the 
dirt underneath the grass is identical to ours. We must find out 
what happened to us.  

I want to eat some of this grass. It might be very 
nutritious. As long as it's not poisonous, it won't  be a 
problem," said Cynthia.  

Cynthia and I tried several strands of grass. To ou r utter 
surprise, the grass tasted very good. We ended up h aving our 
fill.  

Cynthia and I decided to change our path, a bit. We  shifted 
slightly to our right then proceeded to walk in a s traight line.  
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     THE GIANT MIDGET  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Cynthia and I continued our walk, anxious and appre hensive. 

Slowly, the terrain began to flatten, with tiny for ests far off 
on our left and right.  

Suddenly, we heard shouting and the pounding of fee t a few 
miles ahead of our position.  

Wanting to know what was going on, we picked up our  pace. 
As we got closer, we were able to see the silhouett e of a large 
creature, helpless and on its back.  

As Cynthia and I continued our approach, it became evident 
that the creature was a GIANT. Actually, it looked like a GIANT 
midget. I mean, 'he' was a giant in size, but he ha d the 
proportions and appearance of a midget. We could se e that the 
GIANT midget was being viciously attacked by 'warri ors' using 
machine guns, heavy artillery, and an air force. Th e 'warriors' 
were literally trying to kill their foe. There were  well-over 
ten thousand warriors attacking the GIANT  midget.  

Cynthia and I decided to hide behind a large tree. 
Apparently, the fighting was going on in the center  of an open 
field. This field was far away from the nearest for est.  

Cynthia and I weren't about to take any chances wit h the 
warriors. If they'd decided to attack us, we wouldn 't have been 
able to defend ourselves.  
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To our benefit, a short while later the warriors le ft the 
GIANT midget for dead. He was all bloodied, disembo weled, and 
sad-looking. When the warriors had completely disap peared from 
sight, Cynthia and I pondered about what to do next .  

We decided to cautiously approach the GIANT midget.  Maybe, 
he'd have something important to tell us about wher e we were.  

Step-by-step, we got closer and closer to the GIANT  midget. 
Although he was a humanoid, I wouldn't quite call h im a full-
fledged human. Perhaps, there was a subtle differen ce.  

The GIANT midget was barely alive. He used up much of his 
reserves to wave us towards him. After barely wavin g us towards 
him, his arm came crashing onto the ground.  

Initially, Cynthia and I froze in our tracks. We we ren't 
sure what to make of the GIANT midget's gesture. He  could've 
been deceiving us. Maybe, if we got too close to hi m, he'd try 
to grab us with his GIANT hands.  

Cynthia and I decided to give the GIANT midget the benefit 
of the doubt. We were in a very desperate situation ; in need of 
help from anyone; even a dying person.  

"Please ... come here! Don't be afraid of me. I don 't want 
to hurt you! Besides, I'm so weak and bloody, no on e should fear 
me now. I'm no longer the GIANT that I used to be. Now, I'm just 
a chump," said the GIANT midget.  

Cynthia and I were now within spitting distance of the 
GIANT midget. Still, we were a bit apprehensive.  

"Where are you gals from?" asked the GIANT midget.  
"We're from a planet called Earth. Perhaps we are o n the 

same planet, in a different dimension or timeline. We're not 
sure.  

We were caught up in a horrific storm. It hit us li ke a 
ton-of-bricks. We were dragged into an incredible w hirling 
tunnel. Afterwards, we were catapulted into this pl ace," said 
Cynthia.  

"Don't tell anyone what happened to you! You're sti ll on 
earth. By entering the whirling tunnel, you inadver tently 
changed the time line. History, from A to Z, has ch anged. Every 
time you enter the whirling tunnel, something will change. I'd 
heard rumors about this phenomenon many years ago,"  said the 
GIANT midget.  

"What's your name?” asked Cynthia.  
"My name is Eric Blazer."  
"What's your name?" asked Eric.  
"My name is Cynthia Corbett, and this is my dear fr iend, 

Jody Wilson."  
"We're sorry that we can't help you. But, we'd like  to 

speak to you a bit," I said.  
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"You gals are lucky to be alive. The anomaly you we nt 
through must be extremely dangerous. You gals must always be 
best friends," said Eric. 

“I hope that will always be the case. Now, please t ell us 
something about yourself,” I asked.  

“People gawked as far back as I can remember. As yo u can 
see, I'm different-looking. It wasn't so much my ph ysical 
stature, as my deformed face. You don't have to pat ronize me. 
Neither should you lie to me. I know that my face i s abnormal-
looking. Enough people have taunted me about it. I' m a freak of 
nature!  

Throughout my life, I was taunted, abused, and hard ly had 
any friends. The other students, especially in high  school, were 
too ashamed to even speak to me.  

The only friend I ever had was a cat. But, even thi s 
friendship was conditional. Although we were best f riends, I was 
told to keep our friendship a secret. No one could know about 
us. My friend, Kyle, was ashamed to be seen in publ ic with me.  

If his cat friends had ever seen us together, he wo uld've 
been cast out of the cat community. Really!  

Even my teachers barely tolerated me. Luckily, I gr aduated 
from UCLA. After graduation, I looked for work in e very possible 
sector, city, state, and region of the country. 

Although I had a degree in English Literature, with  a minor 
in Library Science, nobody wanted to hire me. Gosh,  I was kicked 
out of three of the libraries I tried to apply for work in. 
Apparently, I'd freaked-out the librarians with my ugly face.  

This, compounded with my torment from the general p ublic, 
caused me to take up writing. I became a ghost writ er. The money 
was good, but I still had no friends. Nor could I f ind that 
sweet woman that I'd always dreamed of.  

The word 'circus' kept ringing in my ears. If I'd k nown 
what a circus really was, the word would've disappe ared from my 
mind. Unfortunately, I still had a lot to learn.  

I tried moving to another city, but that didn't hel p any. 
People treated me the same, wherever I was.  

One day, I was reading an interesting article in a health 
magazine, when I came across an article about cats.  Although it 
wasn't about companion animals, I decided to purcha se a cat. My 
previous best friend had recently died. He was hit by a truck. 
The truck driver didn’t stop, or even slow down. He  just kept on 
driving.  

I purchased this beautiful cat from an overcrowded animal 
shelter. In effect, I was helping myself, the shelt er workers, 
the cat, and the community that I'd lived in.  

My beloved cat, Laura, never called me any derogato ry 
names. In fact, she told me that I was very handsom e and sweet.  
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Things went really nice between us for roughly two years. 
That's when the neighbors decided that they'd had e nough of me 
as their neighbor.  

On a rainy Thursday evening, I returned home to fin d a 
large crowd of people hanging around my property wi th torches 
and baseball bats in their hands. They were standin g on the 
sidewalk and street. Gosh, I felt like Frankenstein ! No the 
doctor ... the freak.  

As soon as the crowd members took notice of me, the y 
started to shout the worst obscenities at me. Out o f sheer 
terror, I ran into my house.  

Once inside, I got the shock of my life. Apparently , the 
crowd was in the 'hanging mood'. They'd hung my cat  with a coat 
hanger. I was so pissed off at them!  

I called the police. Unfortunately, the crowd dispe rsed 
before the police arrived at the scene.  

The police ended up giving me the third degree. The y 
interrogated me about my cat's hanging, and other c rimes in the 
neighborhood.  

Apparently, there'd been several break-ins in the a rea. 
Also, a little girl was gagged, drugged, sexually m olested, and 
chopped up into slabs of steak. The brutal killing of the little 
girl was the last straw. Naturally, they needed a s capegoat.  

I was middle-aged, single, disfigured, tiny, and I was a 
loner. The perpetrator timed his crimes with precis ion. He'd 
begun terrorizing the neighborhood just three month s earlier; 
that's when I moved into my new house. I suspected that the 
perpetrator of the neighborhood crimes was one of m y neighbors.  

Naturally, the crowd returned to the scene the very  next 
day. This time, they made sure that I'd leave the n eighborhood, 
fast. My house was burned down.  

All was not lost, however. Luckily, I had much mone y in the 
bank, and stocks and bonds.  

Afterwards, I decided to move to a small town in Id aho. 
That didn't help.  

From the moment that I entered Little Town, things didn't 
look good. People started to harass me.  
It only took a few days for the folks in Little Tow n to conjure 
up a nickname for me. Those bastards nicknamed me ' SWAMP THING'.  

I knew very well that I was never going to have a n ormal 
life. Henceforth, I accepted my fate. At least, tha t's what I 
thought.  

The incident that changed my life occurred just two  weeks 
ago. After being humiliated, gawked at, and torment ed on the 
subway train, I decided to take a very long walk th rough the 
Great Green Forest.  
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For one whole hour, I didn't see a single human bei ng. Wow! 
Did it feel good! The tiny forest animals were very  kind and 
sweet to me. In fact, some of them thought that I w as cute.  

As I continued my walk, I suddenly found myself 
encapsulated in a huge fog. I could barely see wher e I was 
going. For the next ten minutes, I watched my step very 
carefully. Finally, the fog dissipated.  

Unfortunately, my life had changed for the worse. I t only 
took me a few seconds to realize that something was  terribly 
wrong.  

Somehow, the fog had chemically altered me," said E ric.  
As soon as Cynthia heard the word chemically she dr opped 

onto the ground then wept like a little child.  
Eric appeared confused, baffled, and bewildered. He  

couldn't understand what'd happened to Cynthia.  
It was up to me, a cat, to explain to Eric what was  going 

on with Cynthia.  
"Eric, please don't use the word chemically, or any  

derivative of the word. Cynthia was chemically immo bilized back 
in college. Something very terrible ensued ... if y ou get what I 
mean," I said.  

Eric apologized for using the dreaded word. He also  
promised never to use it around us again.  

"Gals, I noticed that everything appeared smaller . .. much 
small, for that matter. I'd become a freaking GIANT  midget!  

Initially, I was shocked as all hell. Then, I slowl y began 
to consider 'vengeance'. Vengeance upon the humanit y who'd 
tormented me without any mercy whatsoever.  

After returning to civilization, I began to systema tically 
destroy one building after another. I couldn't have  given a damn 
about the persons or properties I was destroying. I  had no 
friends or allies! Therefore, it was only right for  me to 
destroy much of this stinking planet.  

Within an hour, I found myself destroying towns, an d more 
towns. I couldn't have cared less about the screams  and 
pleadings of the people that I'd crushed.  

It didn't take long for the President of the United  States 
and the Prime Minister of Canada to declare a state  of 
emergency. In the next breath, they declared war ag ainst the 
SWAMP THING, who was made out of material as strong  as steel.  

I reserved my utmost cruelty to military personnel;  
especially the officer core. Some of them, I pulled  apart, 
others I disemboweled.  

As I approached Washington, D.C., I fantasized abou t 
defeating the entire earth. However, I had to demol ish the 
American and Canadian capitals. Afterwards, the wor ld would be 
mine!  
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Gals, please don't think that I'm crazy. I'm not! I  had 
every freaking right to wreak havoc on this entire planet! No 
questions asked!  

Unfortunately, I didn't seriously calculate the res ponsive 
measures to be taken against me. This would cause m y downfall; 
literally.  

Armies from numerous nations converged upon me with  an 
extreme vengeance. They kept coming and coming, wit hout any 
letup. This horrific assault upon me didn't occur i mmediately. 
It took many days for them to form their droves of armies.  

The combined military war machines of Canada, the U nited 
States, Australia and New Zealand, Europe, the Midd le East, 
Africa, Russia and the Slavic nations, were sent to  destroy me.  

As I began to tire, I noticed the droves of armored  
vehicles, tanks, artillery, mortar launchers, flame  throwers, 
SAM batteries, fighter and bomber aircraft; even th e freaking 
navies were called in. Several aircraft carriers be gan to fire 
long range missiles at me from enormous distances.  

Who the hell was I kidding? Did I really think that  I could 
defeat the entire world? I wondered.  

Also, I'd forgotten to pile up on food and water. W orse 
yet, I didn't have an escape route, or a good hidin g place. 
Jeepers, I screwed up!  

I began to feel hunger and thirst pangs. I had nowh ere to 
go for a quick meal, or a thirst quencher. Regardle ss of how 
angry and hungry I was, cannibalism was out of the question! 
Later, I developed terrible wounds, and major fatig ue. 

Initially, my foes’ shrapnel wasn’t damaging my ‘sk in-
armor’. 

Later, my foes used specially made shrapnel to pene trate my 
skin armor.  

How stupid of me! I'd expected a lightning-fast vic tory. I 
ended up getting knocked out. Once was all it took.  I only had 
one fight in my entire life. I was knocked down and  out just 
once.  

I'd used up most of my energy reserves fighting the  first 
onslaught. When I began to tire, I searched frivolo usly for a 
hiding place. I was too damn gargantuan; even the w aters weren't 
safe for me. Too many predatory creatures reside ne ar the bottom 
of many of our lakes. The waters are terrifying pla ces to swim 
in. For some reason, in the water, predators can re ach 
incredible sizes and posses incredible weapons. For  them, I'd be 
a large slab of flesh.  

In the midst of battle, the armies made a sudden 
withdrawal. I thought they'd had enough. Boy was I wrong!  

As I was limping away, I heard an incredible rumbli ng a few 
miles east of my position. As soon as I looked, I g ot the shock 
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of my life! The Defense Force of North America (DFN A) was 
converging on me! This army consists of the best so ldiers and 
weaponry in the world. All of the soldiers are Nort h Americans.  

The DFNA soldiers are specially trained to be ruthl ess and 
unrelenting. They don't care whether they live or d ie. Victory 
is the only option!  

Now, my life was at stake. There were to be no rule s in 
this battle. Anyone, even an animal, associated wit h the enemy, 
would be killed! I had to go full-out!  

Every time one of the enemies' shells landed, it ma de a 
thundering sound. Then, bullets and mortar rockets came at me 
like rain. Much shrapnel hit my body. Even the sky turned gray. 

The shrapnel felt giant pin pricks on my skin armor . The 
improved shrapnel, however, penetrated deep into my  new body. 

As you can see, I am no longer a fleshy being. I wa s 
metamorphosed into a non-fleshy being. However, I s till have 
internal organs, feel pain, and bleed. It takes a l ot more 
punishment to hurt me.  

I produced weapons out of dirt, stones, and whateve r else. 
I put up a very good fight. Soon, the area surround ing our 
battle was destroyed.  

It got so bad, I developed breathing problems. Thos e 
bastards fired chemical weapons at me! I left the a rea, but 
ended up her. I literally had no cover. Only a few tiny trees 
scattered in non-strategic areas. 

I barely missed the swampy area a short distance aw ay from 
us. I was so dazed, thinking straight became imposs ible.  

Gals! Please! I'm not freaking crazy! I'm normal, r eally!  
I know that I'd killed tens of thousands of soldier s and 

civilians. Too bad! I'd wanted to conquer the entir e planet. 
After what I'd been through, those creeps deserved what they 
got. I certainly didn't!  

In an act of desperation, I picked up tanks and arm ored 
vehicles, then threw them into the air. It was to n o avail. The 
DFNA was too damn tough. It was like trying to figh t a 
Rottweiler.  

At least I went down swinging, kicking, punching, c rushing, 
biting, spitting, shouting, and throwing. My doom c ame as soon 
as I fell. My defeat was eminent.  

In effect, my first fall to the ground, was a knock out. I 
couldn't get up, or even defend myself afterwards.  

Out gunned, out-maneuvered, and blooded beyond repa ir, I 
awaited my death. I was hoping that my foe would ha ve pity on 
me; if I'd only known. 

They sure as hell didn’t! The soldiers were on my l ike 
flies on a pile of shit! 
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     A General Williams ordered that I die like a d og; without 
honor or pity. They left me here, to die all alone and in utter 
shame. General Williams referred to me as a 'creatu re thing'.  

If I could go back in time, I would've developed a better 
game plan. The hell with them!" shouted Eric.  

That shout took away used much of Eric's energy res erves. 
His death was only a minute or two away. Cynthia an d I were 
extremely irritated by Eric's lack of remorse. He w as a war 
criminal, who deserved nothing but death!  

"Eric, I think that you're a pathetic little slime- ball! 
Having had a miserable life doesn't give you the ri ght to wreak 
havoc on an entire planet! You could've helped the world 
immensely. Your size and strength would've been a r emarkable 
asset. The people of this planet would've been very  thankful for 
your services. Maybe, you would've become a modern day hero, or 
something.  

I've had my horrors, too! Not to mention my childho od 
secrets which were even more painful than anything you could 
imagine. I never attempted to wreak havoc on innoce nt persons, 
just because I've had a 'suffering life'.  

Eric, you are a very dangerous monster! I think you  got 
what you deserved! Now, you lay here, dying and sob bing! What 
are we supposed to do? Are we to feel sorry for you ? Murder is 
murder!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I agree with you!" I said.  
"Please, come closer to me. I want to tell you some thing 

very important. I'm so weak and dilapidated. Please , get close 
to my mouth," requested Eric.  

Cynthia and I weren't about to fall for that trick.  We took 
several steps backwards, turned then fled the area.  

Even as we were fleeing, Eric took it upon himself to make 
a final attempt to stop us. He used up all of his e nergy 
reserves by grabbing a handful of dirt, and throwin g it at us. 
Immediately afterwards, his head flopped to the gro und, then his 
tongue dangled to the side. Thankfully, Eric would no longer be 
a menace to the world.  
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   WE COME FOR PEACE!  

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
After running for several hundred yards, Cynthia an d I 

slowed down our pace considerably. Now, we were sea rching for a 
decent town or city to live in. Hunger and thirst w ere now 
beginning to take their toll on us. It was only a m atter of time 
before we felt our own mortality.  

After an incredibly long walk, we came across a sma ll town 
situated near a beautiful lake. We entered Stonevil le, Ontario, 
desperate as all hell. Apparently, we'd crossed int o Canada 
without knowing it.  

As we were strolling through Stoneville, an elderly  woman 
called us over to her porch. Cynthia and I could sm ell homemade 
apple pie emanating from her kitchen. Not to mentio n, the 
turkey, mashed potatoes, gravy, stuffing, cranberry  sauce, milk, 
and ice cream.  

"Kids, come here! I can't eat all of this food alon e! It's 
Canada Day!" exclaimed the elderly woman.  

I wanted to see how different 'this earth' was from  our own 
earth. So, Cynthia and I asked her a few questions about Canada:  

"Madam, what's today's date?" I asked.  
"Kids, don't you know that Canada Day's on Septembe r 9th," 

responded the elderly woman.  
"What's the population of Canada?" asked Cynthia.  
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"Kids, Canada has a population of two hundred milli on 
people, not included companion animals. Don't you k now anything 
about our country?" asked the elderly woman.  

"Madam, what year is it?" I asked.  
"Kids, it's the year two thousand one hundred and f ive," 

responded the elderly woman,  
Cynthia and I entered the elderly woman's home, in utter 

shock. We couldn't believe what we'd just heard. 'M y neighbor' 
to the north was unidentifiable. It appeared as tho ugh Canada 
was now a superpower. When Cynthia and I left our t ime line, 
Canada's population was over 30 million, and steadi ly rising.  

Cynthia and I ended up eating like hungry lions! Th e 
elderly woman stuffed us with stockpiles of food an d drinks. I 
was under the impression that the elderly woman was  very lonely. 
I noticed that she had a marriage ring on her finge r, but there 
was no husband in sight.  

After fourteen hours of eating, chatting, watching 
television, and listening to the radio, it was time  for us to 
leave. I must admit, the three of us had tears in o ur eyes. 

Somehow if things were a bit different, maybe we wo uld've 
become a happy North American family.  

We left the elderly woman's home late in the mornin g. The 
sun's light and powerful rays had already engulfed the sky.  

It took us roughly an hour to find a good resting p lace. 
Thankfully, it was a large tree house in a gigantic  national 
park.  

Ranger Park was very beautiful and clean. Countless  trees 
and walking paths were available to walkers and cyc lists. Not to 
mention, numerous man-made bodies of water.  

After spotting a drinking fountain, Cynthia and I r ushed to 
it then had our fill.  

The water tasted the same as that on our earth. Eit her way, 
Cynthia and I wanted to return home. We were intent  on getting 
there, at all costs.  

Cynthia and I rested in our temporary tree house fo r 
roughly an hour then Cynthia began to weep. Cynthia  did that 
every so often. I mean, she never quite got over th e gang-rape. 
We were lucky to have each other. I guess you could  call us 
'interspecies sisters'.  

While Cynthia was weeping, a terrible thunderstorm engulfed 
the area. It was sudden, and worse than the thunder storm that 
we'd endured when we were sucked into the whirling tunnel.  

Although we were under the shade of countless trees , we 
could still hear and feel the incredible lightening  which 
appeared to be a living and thinking entity. The li ghtening was 
zapping objects on the ground. Also, the rain was p ounding the 
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ground and the trees with a vengeance. It was almos t like there 
was a war between the ground and what was above.  

Cynthia pulled me against her chest. In return, I c lung 
onto her, tightly. Then, I licked her chin.  

The thunderstorm intensified, to the point of rocki ng trees 
back and forth. Powerful winds made terrifying nois es. It was at 
this point that 'Cynthia and I froze in fear. Not k nowing what 
to do, we just looked at the other.  

Tiny gaps within the countless leaves and twigs all owed us 
to see bits of the sky. It was gray-white, and very  ugly-
looking. Something was terribly wrong. We began to hear the 
screams of terror coming from all directions.  

Cynthia and I had no choice but to descend to the 
underbrush. As soon as we descended from the tree h ouse, we 
slowly walked towards the perimeter of the park. I don't have to 
tell you, visibility was poor. We were working on i nstinct and 
memory.  

The open land beyond Ranger Park was enduring the b runt of 
the thunderstorm. They were in open land. Many of t hem were 
being hurled into the air without any mercy. Cynthi a and I were 
in a no-win situation. Therefore, we decided to lea ve the park. 
There was a possibility that the whirling tunnel wa s nearby. If 
so, we'd enter it.  

"Jody, we must keep going! Please, hold onto me as tightly 
as you can! Dig your claws deep into my flesh, if y ou have to. I 
can't leave 'this time line' without you! We're alm ost attached 
to each other!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, you're my best friend in the whole world.  All 
worlds, for that matter! We've must stay together . .. sisters in 
arms. I can't see any reason why we should stay her e. This 
monster of a thunderstorm could be the tip of the i ceberg. It's 
better to leave and live, than to stay and die!" I shouted.  

We were forced to walk against strong winds and bli nding 
rain.  

"Eureka!" I exclaimed.  
We spotted the whirling tunnel. It was almost like it 

followed us here. Anyhow, we did what we had to.  
Although Cynthia also had my weight to carry, she w as 

strong enough to enter her target.  
As soon as we got close enough, the whirling tunnel  sucked 

us in with incredible force. So much so, I was cata pulted out of 
Cynthia's arms. Luckily, we were still together.  

A short while later, Cynthia and I were catapulted into 
another time line. We landed in the middle of what appeared to 
be a baseball field, turned killing field. We were surrounded by 
the mutilated bodies of humans and animals, strewn across the 
entire field. Naturally, the field stunk like hell.  
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Cynthia and I noticed a white powder residue scatte red 
throughout the killing field, and on the slabs of f lesh. We were 
so shocked, our gag reflex was neutralized. There w ere countless 
maggots and other rotten-flesh-eaters on the bodies  of the 
cadavers.  

While walking through the killing field, Cynthia an d I 
noticed a sign in front of the former announcer's b ooth: WE COME 
FOR PEACE! WE ARE THE ZORBANTANS! 

Something wasn't right. I instinctively knew that t he word 
'peace' was some sort of a linguistic trick.  

Eureka! I quickly figured out what was wrong with t he word 
'peace' under this context. It was deliberately mis spelled! The 
real word should have been 'piece'. As in: WE COME FOR PIECE. 
OUR PIECE OF THE UNIVERSE!  

The Zorbantans had conquered earth. No doubt, they were 
ruthless and technologically advanced.  

"Cynthia, Zorbantans slaughter humans and animals. Any 
creature that slaughters humans and animals will do  likewise to 
us. We must be extremely careful so long as we are in this time 
line," I said.  

Cynthia and I were so terrified, we actually stoppe d to hug 
and kiss. Then, we began to cry like little kids. S omehow, it 
helped to relieve part of our anxiety and anxiety. A short 
distance away, Cynthia and I could see the remnants  of a once 
prosperous city.  

"Jody, use your incredible feline senses to determi ne if 
there are Zorbantans lurking in the shadows," said Cynthia.  

"Yes, there are dangerous Zorbantans nearby. They s mell 
different. One thing's for certain, they smell like  monsters," I 
responded.  

"What do you mean monsters?" asked Cynthia.  
"Predators mainly eat prey, or perhaps, weaker pred ators. On the 
other hand, monsters eat anything just for the sake  of being a 
monster. 

Furthermore, monsters can't love anyone else, excep t them-
selves. They're killing machines without a conscien ce. If we 
ever come across the Zorbantans, you'll understand, " I 
responded.  

We continued our walk through the vast killing fiel d, 
stumbling over a slab of a former human or animal, here and 
there. Upon exiting the killing field, we headed fo r a 
residential area just ahead. This area was better o ff than the 
others.  

Upon entering the neighborhood Cynthia and I took n ote of a 
dust-plated street sign. We were on Dunkirk Street.  Dunkirk 
Street was wide, dotted with many dead trees, and a bandoned 
homes. Luckily, the street names were in English. D ie hard 
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Anglophones (native English speakers) like us; don' t want to 
learn another language. Why the hell should we?  

Cynthia and I had a sudden change of heart. We deci ded to 
head to the former downtown district. We could easi ly return to 
the residential area, because it was a straight pat h back to 
Dunkirk Street. The downtown district would tell us  much about 
this time line, and the people that had lived her p reviously.  

The sun was rapidly descending, making it urgent fo r us to 
find a good place to hide. Somehow, I felt like we were being 
watched. I couldn't pinpoint the exact location. Fo r all I knew, 
this earth may have had vampires strewn across it. I don't have 
to tell you what they'd do to a cute little kitty . .. like me.  

During our walk towards the downtown district, Cynt hia and 
I spotted a spaceship on the horizon. It looked exa ctly like 
those spaceships that George Noori often speaks abo ut on Coast 
to Coast AM. I hope that our visitors on OUR EARTH are nothing 
like the Zorbantans. If they are, our earth is fini shed. If, it 
still exists. Believe me, this was no television sp aceship. This 
was the real thing! Gosh, it was freaking real!  

Cynthia and I instinctively ran for cover. We ended  up 
hiding in a garage on Ballard Street, which runs pa rallel to 
Dunkirk Street. Not knowing what to do, we froze in  fear. 

Meanwhile, the spaceship hovered over us for a few minutes, 
before a beam of light shined upon us. We were spot ted!  

The spaceship slowly descended onto Ballard Street.  The 
streets in this neighborhood were very wide, making  it easy for 
spaceships to land in. Cynthia and I were terrified ! We expected 
the worst.  

"Jody, don't make a sound. This is not a movie! Thi s is 
real! If aliens appear, they won’t be benevolent. I f they're 
much stronger than we us, we'll be forced to endure  much 
brutality and sadism. To these Zorbantans, we may b e nothing 
more than automatons. In the past, many earth scien tists 
believed that animals were automatons. Do you get m y picture?" 
said Cynthia.  

"I'm too terrified to make a sound," I whispered.  
One-by-one, three giant aliens exited the spaceship . They 

were over thirty feet tall, very strong, and scary- looking. But, 
I must say, they looked like the typical aliens tha t many people 
have seen on our earth. Except that they were much larger and 
menacing. This is a peculiar situation. Are the Zor bantans 
somehow related to the tiny grays that visit our ea rth?  

The three Zorbantans were wearing military uniforms . The 
clothing material was manufactured in a different t ime line. 
However, I can tell you that their skin was gray, h airless, and 
bit on the ugly side. Also, their eyes were black a nd 
stationary. Also, their necks were skinny.  
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How can bipedal beings be that large? On our earth people 
that big would certainly be very clumsy. Falls woul d be 
extremely dangerous, even fatal.  

After the Zorbantans exited their spaceship, one of  them 
scanned the area with his terrifying eyes. His eyes  were 
gigantic, almond-shaped, and very dark. It's like t here were no 
whites in them. Terrifying-looking!  

I was almost certain that they'd spotted us. Well, Cynthia 
and I had to stay put and see.  

"Captain Shelley, I don't think there are any runaw ay 
humans or animals in this sector. We've successfull y neutralized 
this sector.  

It's now safe to say that the Zorbantans have conqu ered 
earth. Now, we will continue with our killing, ensl aving, 
programming, and vivisecting spree. We mustn't list en to their 
cries of help, or agony. Otherwise, we'll become to o soft," said 
one of the Zorbantans.  

After hearing these terrifying words, Cynthia and I  puked 
our brains out. Our heaving and the stench of our p uke caught 
the attention of the Zorbantans. Also, I urinated a nd defecated.  

One of three Zorbantans raised his head then sniffe d the 
air around him. Although he didn't have a protrudin g nose, his 
sense of smell must've been acute.  

Suddenly, the Zorbantans' looked in our direction. Gosh, 
their faces indicated no expression, whatsoever. Th at was the 
most terrifying thing about them.  

Captain Shelley, can we re-enter our spaceship. We' ll send 
for the VENATIONS (hunters of humans and animals). As for now, 
we have more important issues to deal with. Whoever  is lurking 
in the shadows will certainly be captured, tried, t ortured, then 
enslaved or executed.  

Upon hearing this, Cynthia and I dashed out of the garage, 
jounced to the back of the house, and then ran like  hell! We 
were in no mood to be captured, tortured, or what-n ot; by evil-
looking aliens.  

We ran several blocks before noticing a Zorbantan p ursuing 
us. Whenever one of his feet pounded onto the groun d, Cynthia 
and I felt the earth shake. This gave Cynthia and m e more 
encouragement to continue running.  

After running for seven blocks, the Zorbantan colla psed 
onto the ground. Apparently, Zorbantans lack endura nce.  

Cynthia and I were able to slow down to a walking p ace. 
Either way, we had to leave this earth. We were sit ting ducks, 
and had no future, whatsoever. Also, I couldn't ima gine living 
without Cynthia. If one of us had been killed or ca ptured, the 
other would have to live her life alone.  
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"Listen, we need to get to the downtown core, fast!  No 
doubt, many VENATIONS will be here soon. We must go  and never 
return. As soon as we get there, the survivors can tell us 
exactly what happened to the natives of this planet . I mean, 
there must be humans and animals out there ... some where," said 
Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I agree with you. Luckily, the day-to-nig ht cycle 
is identical to our earth. Our circadian rhythms wo n't be 
screwed-up," I said.  

It was now 1:00 A.M. A blistering siren engulfed th e entire 
area. Resembling an air raid, it had a spooky aura to it. 
Cynthia and I took cover in an abandoned house. Ins tantly, we 
froze like giant icicles. Thankfully, the siren sou nded for only 
a minute. Perhaps, it was only a drill.  

Then, three spaceships appeared on the horizon. No doubt, 
there were VENATIONS inside. The Zorbantans were ma king a final 
scoop of the area. For all practical purposes, they 'd already 
conquered this earth. What a terrible shame.  

By 2:00 A.M. the sky had been cleared of spaceships . 
Cynthia and I were lucky. We decided to walk in a l inear 
fashion, underneath trees. Although many of the tre es were dead 
and without any leaves, we still got some overhead cover from 
the live ones.  

While walking to the downtown sector, Cynthia and I  became 
much closer. Our love for each other strengthened a nd blossomed. 
The love between a cat and a human can reach amazin g levels. 
Sometimes, Mount Everest levels!  

"Jody, let's stay on this street. It's very long an d leads 
directly to the downtown sector. We mustn't take an y chances 
switching streets. 
 
     As soon as we arrive, food, water, and shelter , will be our 
prime concerns. But for now, we must find a good pl ace to rest 
and hide in. As usual, we must leave this earth; so oner or 
later.  

As soon as we reached downtown sector, Cynthia and I felt a 
sigh of relief. The sign in front of us read: WELCO ME TO 
WINSDALE, ONTARIO. The sign was worn out. No doubt,  the 
Zorbantans got their creepy hands on it.  

Although much of Wingdale was dilapidated, we still  had 
hoped that something good could be found. Buildings  are good 
hiding and resting places. Also, we could find weap ons and 
valuable information. No doubt, Wingdale was once a  very 
prosperous city. A true asset to what was once Cana da.  

Unfortunately, Cynthia and I spotted a few scattere d 
skeletons. No doubt, the vast majority of them had already been 
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disposed of. To us, this was another creepy reminde r of the 
utter cruelty and barbarity of the Zorbantans.  

Wingdale was probably one of the first cities to be  
destroyed. That's why there were no fleshy cadavers  to be seen. 
Decomposition was at an advanced stage. Soon, the b ones would 
crumble into a powdery substance. Once again, the s igns were 
there. Many of the skeletons had broken bones and/o r missing 
bones. 

The humans and animals that had once encased these 
skeletons were brutalized by the Zorbantans, most l ikely while 
they were still alive and fully conscious.  

One question kept ringing in my ears: how did the 
Zorbantans defeat the inhabitants of this earth? Wi th billions 
of inhabitants (humans and animals) and much weapon ry, it seemed 
a bit odd. I understood that the Zorbantans had sup erior 
military might, and used contagions as another form idable 
weapon, but, it still wasn't enough to satisfy my f eline 
curiosity. I had to find the answer before leaving this earth.  

No doubt, many of the natives put up a good fight. The 
'innocents' were either killed or enslaved. Even th ose who were 
enslaved would only be used until their services we re no longer 
needed.  

The humans on our earth are experts at war and slau ghter. 
Maybe, the Zorbantans studied the history of our ea rth?  

What separated us from the downtown sector was a sh ort, 
cobblestone bridge. The bridge was arched over a po lluted canal 
that contained more than its share of rotten flesh and bones. No 
doubt, this canal was once a major tourist attracti on. The 
Zorbantans put an end to that.  

Cynthia and I slowly crossed the cobblestone bridge , making 
sure not to step into one of the numerous crevices.  We couldn't 
afford any leg injuries.  

Upon crossing the cobblestone bridge, we heard the rumbling 
of several armored vehicles. No doubt, they were Zo rbantan 
occupiers.  

As to their armored vehicles, they were 'confiscate d' from 
the humans of this earth. That's how it goes in war : winner 
takes all! Loser loses all!  

"Cynthia, we must run deep into the crevices betwee n the 
buildings up ahead. Otherwise, we'll be captured!" I exclaimed.  

Cynthia and I ran into a long alley, then into an a bandoned 
warehouse. Meanwhile, three armored vehicles drove right by the 
warehouse. Luckily, they missed us by a hair.  

Cynthia and I waited until the armored vehicles wer e long 
gone, before relaxing. It must've been a routine pa trol. 
Otherwise, they would've driven slowly, and scanned  the area 
with more scrutiny.  



    

    

360 

 

Wingdale’s buildings were once an incredible sight to look 
at. Even with all of the destruction, many of the b uildings 
still retained much of their infrastructure.  

Buildings with very strong foundations were an incr edible 
advantage for the Russians during World War 2. Thei r partially 
destroyed buildings became hideouts for well-traine d snipers and 
resistance fighters. The German bombers couldn't 'c rumble' the 
Russian buildings.  

While catching our breath, Cynthia asked me a very 
important question.  

"Jody who's your number one American hero?" asked C ynthia.  
"Henry Bergh was born in New York. He was a really good 

guy. His father was well-ahead of his time when it came to 
supporting rights for Negroes.  

Henry Bergh was also well-ahead of his time in the area of 
animal welfare. Although he wasn't well-trained in the animal 
sciences, he did try his hardest at helping animal kind. He 
endured a lot of suffering at the hands of animal a busers, and 
other creeps. 

On quite a few occasions, Henry had fecal matter, a nd other 
filthy objects, thrown at him. Not to mention, the verbal 
insults and curses.  

Unbelievably, Henry Bergh was a member of the elite . He was 
a rich and successful politician. In fact, Henry Be rgh lived in 
Russia and Europe. He spoke fluent French. Furtherm ore, he did 
much of his work during the last third of the 20th century.  

Henry Bergh helped more horses than perhaps anyone in his 
day. In his day, horse abuse was most visible and p revalent in 
New York. New York City's transportation system was  made up 
primarily of working horses. 

Lucky for horses, in 1910 their use was on the way to 
becoming obsolete. Today, you'll see a few horse ca rriages in 
New York, but these are remnants of the past.  

Henry Bergh was able to help more stray dogs than c ats. No 
problem," said Jody.  

"Jody, thanks for the history lesson," responded Cy nthia.  
"Cynthia, don’t you have a hero of sorts?" I asked.  
"Jody, I HAVE A HEROINE, NOT A HERO! 
Her name was Martha Allen Carrier. She was profound ly 

courageous, incredible, and decent. She resisted se xism, 
slander, oppression, and humiliation, from both men  and women. 
Mind you, it was the men who were in power.  

The evil ones tried to RAPE her dignity, honor, inn ocence, 
trustworthiness, and humanity. She went down with h igh honors," 
said Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, please don’t take this personally. I don’ t want 
to get into another skirmish with you. Although I h ave the 
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utmost respect for Martha Allen Carrier, I don't un derstand your 
use of the word 'rape' in this context. Also, weren 't 'some' her 
accusers WOMEN, like her?  

, please don't go ballistic on me," I said.  
"Jody, if you’d been a survivor of a gang-rape, you 'd 

understand. Because you aren't, I don't take what y ou said 
personally! I know that there were little harlots w ho lied about 
Martha Allen Carrier. I'm not letting them off the hook. 

But, it was the MEN who held all of the cards. Thos e little 
‘bimbo-sluts’ were envious of Martha Allen Carrier.  Also, they 
couldn't have done anything to her without those ol d ugly men 
helping her!" shouted Cynthia.  

After our brief 'skirmish', Cynthia and I decided t o scan 
the interior of the warehouse. We wanted to make su re that there 
were no creatures lurking inside.  

Therein, we saw countless articles of furniture, an d home 
appliances. Everything was encrusted in dust. Some articles had 
been destroyed, while others were fine, but dusty. No doubt, the 
destruction was performed by the Zorbantans. Their intent was to 
demolish everything that could sustain humankind an d animal 
kind.  

The Zorbantans were the 'destroyers'. They wanted t he 
inhabitants of this earth to die, or be enslaved.  

"It appeared as though this earth had been conquere d many 
years earlier. Comprehensive conquests of planets t ake time. 
Sure, the Zorbantans could've nuked this entire pla net. But, 
then they'd have no slaves. Also, this earth would' ve been 
uninhabitable. Do you understand what I'm getting a t?" asked 
Cynthia.  

"Jody, let's roam around. This warehouse is very sp acious. 
Maybe we can find something of value. There's so mu ch 'stuff' 
strewn around. We may be able to return an article of value back 
to our earth," said Cynthia.  

Gosh, I wasn't as optimistic as Cynthia. I mean, wh at were 
our chances of being catapulted back to our earth? I mean, back 
to our time period and to the same city? Most likel y, very slim. 
At least, it looked that way for the time being.  

"Look, over there! There are dusty firearms on the floor. I 
guess this must've been a secret operations base fo r resistance 
fighters. Too bad, they lost the war. This earth is  under 
comprehensive occupation.  

Hereafter, we need to be very careful. There's no t elling 
what we'll find in Wingdale. It's a bit spooky here ," I said.  

"Cynthia, I know this isn't the real Canada, but .. . it's 
close. Isn't it? I mean, we're in Wingdale, Ontario . Aren't we?" 
I asked.  
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"This isn't the real Canada. This is a bogus Canada . The 
real Canada is still alive and well. We must keep o ur faith. 
Otherwise, we'll go nuts.  

When we do return, visiting the real Canada is a mu st. 
It'll be enjoyable. Especially for me, since it's m y country," 
answered Cynthia.  

We approached what appeared to be a firearms cache' , not 
knowing if the weapons were operational or defectiv e. Normally, 
cats are suspicious about firearms. We know that co untless 
humans and animals have been wounded, maimed, and k illed, by 
some irresponsible, gun-wielding individuals. In gu n ownership, 
responsibility is mandatory!  

Cats have their arsenal of weapons attached to thei r 
bodies. Maybe that's why were much more responsible , regarding 
this matter.  

Cynthia picked up a machine gun. She fiddled with i t, but 
made sure to keep her finger off the trigger.  

"Jody, this is a super machine gun. I estimate that  it can 
fire over two thousand rounds per minute. The weapo ns that we 
see before our eyes are top grade. No doubt, these were used for 
resistance by the humanoids. I wonder what kind of weapons the 
Zorbantans have.  

The Zorbantans must be a very ferocious and powerfu l 
species. Sooner or later, we must return to our ear th. Leaving 
this earth is a top priority that can't be delayed.  

There had to have been numerous pogroms and serious  
cleansing operations to completely occupy this eart h. I estimate 
that billions of people and animals have already pe rished. Soon, 
the Zorbantans will import their own animals. Our l ives are in 
jeopardy!" exclaimed Cynthia.  

"Who knows? In a hundred years time, things might c hange 
for the better," I said.  

"I guess the Zorbantans could fight each other off,  to the 
point of destruction. That would be nice. Their civ il war must 
happen before the humans and animals of this earth area totally 
wiped out. Otherwise, this place will become a hell -hole," said 
Cynthia.  

We resumed our search through the interior of the 
warehouse, hoping to find something valuable.  

Later, I began to cat around in a far off corner. L eaping 
onto articles of furniture, and doing flips in the air. On one 
of my leaps, I inadvertently knocked over a cabinet . The 'knock-
over' exposed a secret passage. It was in the shape  of a door.  

"Cynthia, come here, now!"I yelled.  
"What is it?" asked Cynthia.  
"I found a hidden door. Maybe, it'll lead us to a s ecret 

passage, or something," I responded.  
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We entered the passageway which was a somewhat dark  
corridor. My incredible feline vision enabled me to  get a 
partial glimpse of the long corridor. It appeared t o be miles 
long. With Cynthia's terrible night vision, it woul d've been 
unfair to proceed through the corridor.  

Then, I spotted a large light switch lever.  
"Cynthia, help me pull this lever up. I think it's the 

light switch for the entire corridor. If so, it'll illuminate 
our pathway," I said.  

Cynthia and I 'laboriously' pulled the lever up. As  soon as 
we heard a click, the entire corridor lit up. I not iced that 
Cynthia was a bit scared. Actually, both of us were  scared.  

As we walked through the corridor, it became appare nt that 
each light bulb was powerful enough to 'enlighten' a quarter of 
a mile of corridor space. No doubt, the Zorbantans had placed 
the light bulbs in the corridor.  

As Cynthia and I continued our walk, we took more n otice of 
the wooden doors aligned on both sides of the corri dor. Each 
door had a square opening, containing parallel bars . Each bar 
was two inches away from the next bar. Like those i n prisons or 
jails. Something seemed kind of weird.  

"Jody, I'm will open that door. Don't be afraid. We 'll both 
enter together," said Cynthia.  

Cynthia opened the door leading into a creepy room.  As soon 
as we entered the room, we got the shock of our liv es. Before 
our eyes were three vivisected humans!  

Although the facility was run-down, most of the cad avers 
appeared to be somewhat fresh. Countless flies, mag gots, and 
other creepy insects, were having a happy meal.  

It looked like Zorbantan scientists returned in ord er to 
inflict a terrible punishment on some humans. Maybe , these 
humans were resistance fighters? Who knows?  

Cynthia and I decided not to get too close to the c adavers. 
The cadavers may have been deliberately infected wi th a 
dangerous contagion.  

Indeed, the cadavers were deliberately left on the 
operating tables as a reminder to people like us.  

The cadavers had neatly cut amputations and incisio ns. The 
chest cavity of one of the cadavers had been emptie d out. In 
addition, its eyes and ears had been removed. Altho ugh it was a 
terrible site, Cynthia and I had to find out more a bout this 
facility. Our curiosity was getting the best of us.  

On our earth, vivisection is performed on animals o nly. 
Millions of animals on our earth must endure the ho rrors of 
vivisection; every single year! Vivisection is a hi t-and-miss 
art. Sometimes the scientist scores a big hit, ofte n times 
he/she doesn't.  
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There were rusty surgical instruments placed on dir ty 
silver trays and basins. One instrument looked like  a modified 
Stryker saw. It had dried up blood, and crusty fles h on it. It 
really looked gruesome and terrifying.  

Other instruments included cutters, choppers, pulle rs, 
breakers, twisters, peelers, and crushers. One lone  instrument 
was a sucker. Probably used to suck out the eyeball s, and may 
also have been used on the orifices of the body.  

Because of the utter shock of what Cynthia and I ha d seen, 
it took a few minutes for our bodies to 'encode' th e horrific 
stench of the room.  

Then, we ran out of the room and puked our brains o ut! It 
was a disgusting sight.  

After I finished doing my thing, I noticed that Cyn thia 
resumed walking away from the room, for a good thir ty yards. 
Then, she bent over and dry-heaved, until she could  no longer 
perform.  

When Cynthia returned, I told her what was on my mi nd.  
"Cynthia, I saw you stick your finger down your thr oat! You 

must control your feelings and urges. I understand that whenever 
you feel anxious or nervous, your urge to stick you r finger deep 
inside your mouth returns. Please try talking to me , instead," I 
said.  

"Jody! I didn't stick my finger in my mouth! Beside s, stop 
being a little snot!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, you have saliva and bits of food on your index 
finger. You did stick your finger in your mouth. Th at’s shame on 
you for lying to your best friend!" I shouted.  

Cynthia broke down ... completely. She fell onto he r knees 
then cried like a little child. I leaped onto her c hest, causing 
her to pull me hard.  

After I licked Cynthia's neck, she built up the str ength 
and confidence to put a smile on her face.  

After making up, we decided to return to the room. This 
time, our stay would be much shorter.  

Upon entering the room, I noticed a letter on the g round. 
Actually, it was in a far corner.  

"Cynthia please read what’s written on that piece o f paper. 
There may be an important message on it. Maybe, it can be of use 
to us," I said.  

Cynthia took the letter then read the contents with out 
moving her lips. She didn't like what she'd read.  

"Jody, the contents of this letter describe in deta il, 
horrific experiments on hundreds of thousands of hu mans and 
animals who'd been experimented on, in this facilit y alone. 
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Unfortunately, it says here that there are other fa cilities 
on this earth that are still in operation. What kin d of monsters 
could do this?" asked Cynthia.  

I leaped onto a wooden desk then I asked Cynthia to  place 
the piece of paper beside me.  

The seal of The Zorbantan Medical Association was s tamped 
on the bottom of the letter.  

"Cynthia, read this! We must leave this earth, imme diately! 
The Zorbantans are ferocious monsters! How many hin ts do we 
need?!" I shouted.  

We galloped through the corridor until reaching its  end. A 
'NO EXIT' sign was printed on the wall. Luckily, th ere was a 
hole the size of a basketball in the wall. No doubt , others had 
been through the wall.  

Cynthia and I decided that we had to go through the  wall. I 
slithered through the hole. Cynthia was unable to. I gave her 
some good advice.  

"Cynthia, try to find something to smash the wall w ith. 
Honey, I think you can do it," I said.  

"Jody! Don't you call me honey!" shouted Cynthia.  
"Gosh Cynthia, we're best friends! I'm a cat! I lov e you 

dearly! I'd give up everything that I have to save your life! 
What the hell else do I have to do for you?!" I sho uted.  

"Jody, just don't call me honey! I'm not ready for that, 
just yet. I'm still in too much pain and agony to a ccept that 
description of me," said Cynthia.  

As soon as Cynthia and I calmed down, she searched for 
something that could help her smash the wall. I sli thered back 
into the corridor. Four eyes are better than two.  

I noticed that one of the doors looked different. T he words 
MAINTENANCE ROOM were posted on it.  

Cynthia and I entered the maintenance room. Just to  our 
left was a rusty old pipe. Indeed, it was still har der than 
cement.  

Cynthia carried the pipe to the opening in the wall . After 
pausing for a moment, she began to 'pile-drive' the  pipe onto 
the edge of the opening. Bits and pieces of the wal l began to 
crumble and spatter in the air. Apparently, the wal l was old and 
quite dilapidated. Cement particles in the air caus ed Cynthia 
and I to sneeze.  
Thankfully, the foundation of the wall around the h ole collapsed 
relatively quickly. Cynthia and I were intent on ge tting 
through.  

As soon as our opening became as large as a manhole , we 
entered into what looked like a former air traffic control 
center.  
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We saw fully operational advanced computers, everyw here. 
Also, there was a large window which gave us a bird s-eye-view of 
the landing platforms for the spaceships.  

We saw several spaceships stationed on what was onc e a 
tarmac used by the natives of this planet. Now, it belonged to 
the Zorbantans.  

This would be a valuable lesson to the people of ou r earth: 
NEVER ALLOW ALIENS TO CONQUER OUR PLANET! 

Apparently, one of the 'parked' spaceships was in 
operation. No doubt, someone was inside operating t he controls.  

This spaceship was about as large as the USS Enterp rise. It 
was saucer-shaped, gray-colored, and looked menacin g. Just like 
the menacing UFOs that countless humans on our eart h have seen.  

Cynthia and I were awed by the size and beauty of t he 
spaceship. As such, we decided to leave the air tra ffic control 
center, and head straight to the spaceship.  

As we stepped out into the open, we noticed that th e area 
was bland; no buildings or trees, anywhere in sight .  

Suddenly, Cynthia and I heard the rumblings of an 
incredible battle raging on the horizon. The fighti ng was 
intense and unrelenting. Who were the Zorbantans fi ghting? We 
wondered. 

Cynthia and I froze in fear. We didn't know what to  do. 
Then, an opening formed leading into the spaceship.  Actually, it 
looked like a tiny slit before it enlarged.  

Then, a Zorbantan wearing a uniform exited the spac eship. 
He looked like a big shot in the Zorbantan military .  

The Zorbantan approached us with full confidence. 
Meanwhile, Cynthia and I froze like two giant pop s ickles.  

"Greetings, I'm Dr. Denney. Please come with me. It 's too 
dangerous for you to stand out here. The ongoing ba ttle is only 
a few miles away. It'll soon engulf is this area."  

"Will you harm us, if we follow you into your space ship? 
Or, will you try to deceive us? We've seen more tha n enough 
horrors for a woman and a cat, "I said.  

"Please, you must come with me, quickly! Otherwise,  the 
Zorbantans will take you away. I mean you well and no harm. 
Trust me," said Dr. Denney.  

We followed Dr. Denney into the spaceship, terrifie d and 
confused.  

What we saw inside the spaceship was literally out of this 
world! Therein, a complex network of computers, tha t would make 
the crew of the Voyager cry in envy. Really! It was  like Star 
Trek Voyager, plus a thousand years of technology.  

"Gals, this spaceship has touch, telepathic, and au dio 
controls. I can do just about anything that I want to. It only 
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takes an instant. In addition, I can fly this space ship in every 
direction. Even while moving at 'flash speed'. 

In addition, the depths of the oceans are fair game . No 
creature on this planet is safe from the Zorbantans .  

The Zorbantan Federation is very dangerous. You mus t leave 
this planet, immediately! I know that you gals are from another 
dimension, or planet. Somehow, you look out of plac e. 

Furthermore, you don't quite smell like the other h umans 
and animals on this planet  
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    OUR TROJAN HORSES  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
The Zorbantans have already conquered dozens of pla nets. We 

used the 'OUR TROJAN HORSES' to get our ‘feet’ in t he door," 
said Dr. Denney.  

"Please, what do you mean by our Trojan horse? It s ounds 
very cunning, but sophisticated?" I asked.  

"We sent our infants to make first contact with the  
inhabitants of each planet. Our infants look non-th reatening. I 
mean, they almost look like weaklings. They're shor t, skinny, 
hairless, have big black eyes, tiny teeth, and gray  skin.  

We have them make contact with the inhabitants, and  then 
they give them some harmless technology to use.  

As soon as they're fully accepted into society, we increase 
their numbers, dramatically. They're all spies, inf iltrating all 
sectors of the work and defense forces.  

We make sure that none of the infants stay on the p lanet 
for too long. They must always appear small and har mless. We 
replace them before they grow up. Nobody on the pla net notices a 
difference. We've forged fingerprints and personal biographies.  

As soon as the Zorbantan Colonization Council is co nfident 
that we can make our move, they give the command to  begin 
sending military spaceships to the particular plane t. These 
spaceships contain thousands of battle-ready giants ; fully 
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armed, and ready to kill and destroy. Our military spaceships 
are unbeatable. Not to mention, the die-hard warrio rs inside 
them," said Dr. Denney.  

"Dr. Denney, Cynthia and I entered a whirling tunne l to get 
here. Can we do anything to stop this universal con quest?" asked 
Cynthia  

"This is exactly what I want you to do! For this to  happen, 
you must re-enter the whirling tunnel!  

Look, every time you enter the whirling tunnel, you  change 
the entire time line of the universe. I mean, the h istory of the 
entire universe is wiped out. It is then replaced b y another 
history. How much change occurs, is unknown.  

I want you to re-enter the whirling tunnel in hopes  of 
completely erasing the Zorbantans from history. You  will most 
likely alter other histories, too. Rest assured it' ll be well 
worth it. The Zorbantan Federation must be destroye d! Even if I 
have to be erased, also!  

The fighting on the horizon is a civil war! Our rac e is so 
violent we crave war and destruction the way a vamp ire craves 
for blood.  

Soon, this planet will be destroyed. There will be nothing 
left! Please, tell me how and when the whirling tun nel appears?" 
asked Dr. Denney.  

"It appears during severe thunderstorms," I respond ed.  
"You gals are in luck. We get incredible amounts of  rain on 

this planet. Thunderstorms occur whenever it rains.  
Our scientists have 'chemically infested' the entir e area. 

We used chemical and biological warfare methods to help our 
defeat the enemy. Believe me, I was dead against it . However, I 
was also afraid to speak out. There are other voice s of morality 
within the Zorbantan Federation. Unfortunately, all  of the 
voices are mute,” said Dr. Denney.  

Immediately, Cynthia fell onto the floor of the spa ceship 
then began to cry like a baby. She heard that dread ed word 
'chemically' once more.  

After explaining to Dr. Denney what the problem was , he 
immediately apologized to Cynthia then hoisted her up.  

“The Zorbantan Federation is run by a ruthless coun cil. In 
Zorbanta, the council says it all. No protest, deba te, or 
negation ... period.  

Technically, the Zorbantan people are also under 
occupation. We shouldn't be surprised.  

Some of our great scientists have written theories about 
this whirling tunnel phenomenon. Thankfully, they'v e never been 
able to find the whirling tunnel. If you want to go  back in 
time, enter the whirling tunnel backwards. You may be able to go 
back and correct a problem. Be advised, the end res ult may be 
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dangerous to the entire universe. You're dealing wi th the time 
line.  

Now, I must inject you with the BRN-475 serum, to d estroy 
the chemical and biological agents in your bodies. You're lucky 
that the levels have shrunk considerably since the initial 
polluting. However, I don't want to take any chance s. Of course, 
Zorbantans are immune to this atrocious nightmare,"  said Dr. 
Denney.  

Cynthia and I permitted Dr. Denney to inject us wit h the 
BRN-475 serum. He seemed like a trustworthy guy. An yway, he 
could've easily crushed us with his powerful hands,  if he'd 
wanted to. So, there was no reason to believe that he'd 
willingly give us poison.  

Dr. Denney injected a blue jell-like substance into  our 
skin then he asked us to rest on a special couch fo r a few of 
minutes. He wanted to see if we’d have an allergic reaction to 
the BRN-475 serum. Thankfully, we didn't.  

"Dr. Denney, you're an incredible Zorbantan! I wish  there 
were many others like you around!" I exclaimed.  

"Thanks little kitty,” replied Dr. Denney.  
Look, the weather detector indicates that a thunder storm is 

quickly approaching our position. You must re-enter  the whirling 
tunnel as soon as it appears. You'll find your plan et a bit 
different every time you revisit it. Always enter t he whirling 
tunnel with extreme caution, and only after you've determined 
that it is absolutely necessary. Enter it at your o wn risk.  

Cynthia and I embraced Dr. Denney’s right leg. Then , we 
said our goodbyes.  

As we were exiting the spaceship, we glanced back a t Dr. 
Denney then gave him a final goodbye. Dr. Denney’s eyes were 
tearing. Wow! Zorbantans could cry; and a male, at that.  

Cynthia and I searched for the whirling tunnel. Aft er 
spotting it, we ran towards it as fast as we could.  When we go 
close enough, Cynthia and I turned around. By now, the whirling 
tunnel began to pull us into its interior. It was l ike a giant 
magnet.  

"Jody, I'm scared!" exclaimed Cynthia.  
"Jeepers Cynthia, tell me about it later! Please! W e can 

barely maintain our balance. The whirling tunnel's slowly 
sucking us into its interior!" I shouted.  

"Good thing we're entering the whirling tunnel, bac kwards! 
Perhaps there will be good in that!" shouted Cynthi a.  

A short while later, Cynthia and I landed on a brow n sofa 
in her living room. We were happy to be home. We we re also 
apprehensive; not knowing what changes were made in  the new time 
line.  
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Cynthia and I spent the next several months trying to re-
adapt to being 'dimensional travelers'.  

When Cynthia went to the bank to see how much money  she 
had, she got the shock of her life! She was still w ealthy. In 
fact, she was wealthier in this time line, than in the others.  

Economically, Cynthia and I lived a very comfortabl e life. 
Although Cynthia sometimes awoke screaming, she ‘ki nd of’ 
managed to bounce back.  

I kept an eye on Cynthia. I knew that she still had  a dual 
eating disorder. Anorexia and bulimia are very toug h to tackle. 
Either one is tough to cure let alone both of them.  Thankfully, 
the fields of medicine and psychology have come a l ong way  
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 BOBBY WIDMORE 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
As weeks turned into months, Cynthia became more ou tgoing. 

She began to go out late at night ... without me. A t first, I 
felt left out. Then, I realized that something wasn 't quite 
right.  

Cynthia's behavior changed for the worse. It almost  looked 
like she had a mild case of bipolar disorder. Somet imes, she'd 
be in an incredible mood. Then, she'd fall into a d eep 
depression. There were a few times when she behaved  like a 
raging lioness.  

I only confronted Cynthia once about her unusual be havior. 
As expected, she went ballistic on me. So, I decide d to keep my 
mouth shut.  

Then, on a warm July evening, Cynthia dropped a bom bshell 
on me.  

"Jody, I'm officially engaged!'My man' is incredibl e! His 
name's Bobby Whitmore! I've never met a man like hi m before. I 
knew he was 'Mr. Right' as soon as we met. We've be en going out 
for six months now. I wanted to keep it a surprise.  Would you 
give us your blessing?" asked Cynthia.  

"I certainly won't! I don't even know this Bobby fe llow. I 
have to get to know him first. Afterwards, I'll giv e him a 
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conditional blessing, if he passes my personality t est," I 
responded.  

"Jody, you're being a party-pooper! Give me your fr eaking 
blessing! Damn it!" shouted Cynthia.  

I didn't budge a single millimeter. However, Cynthi a did. 
She continued her story, as though she was sure I'd  change my 
mind.  

"When Bobby asked me to marry him, my jaw locked. I  was so 
excited the words YES I WILL couldn't come out of m y mouth.  

Initially, Bobby thought that I'd rejected him. He turned 
around then proceeded to walk away. This caused me to muster up 
all of my energy reserves, in order to speak to him .  

I called Bobby back. As soon as he was close enough  to me, 
I gave him an affirmative response to his question.  Instantly, 
his face lit up like a candle. Afterwards, he got d own on one 
knee, removed the engagement ring from its casing t hen slid it 
onto my finger.  

Tears of joy streamed down my cheeks. I was absolut ely in 
LOVE! I'd finally found my man.  

Tonight, I'm taking Bobby to Beck's Steakhouse. The y've got 
the best steaks in town. At twenty five dollars a p late, I 
freaking demand it!  

Tomorrow, I'll take him out to another restaurant. 
Afterwards, I'll take him to the movies. If he want s more, he'll 
get it. He loves me so much! I'm ready to open up m y heart to 
him. He's the man of my dreams!" exclaimed Cynthia.  

"What else are you willing to open up for him?" I a sked.  
"Jody stopped being a little witch! Wish me well, o r shut 

your freaking trap!" shouted Cynthia.  
Well, that was it for my suspicions. Once again, I shut my 

trap.  
"From now on, I'm doing all of the spending. Bobby told me 

that he's about to strike it big with his investmen ts. He'll 
soon be a millionaire.  

Jody, there's another thing: Bobby's not very fond of 
cats," said Cynthia.  

I couldn't hold back. I had to speak up!  
"Cynthia, I think something is quite unusual here. You're 

telling me that you're taking Bobby out to this-and -that 
restaurant, and maybe a movie, here and there.  

Bobby told you that he's about to strike it big wit h his 
investment? 

No way! I don't buy that! If he's a decent man, he' ll take 
you out on his expense, every single time. He shoul d do this for 
a whole month if necessary.  

Now, please let me see your engagement ring. How mu ch did 
he say he got it for?" I asked.  
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"Here, take a close look at it. Bobby told me he go t it for 
two thousand dollars! Take as many looks as you wan t. I'm 
telling you, it's genuine!" exclaimed Cynthia.  

After careful examination of the ring, I determined  that it 
belonged on a street peddler's table. As soon as I bit the ring, 
it split in half. Indeed, it was a dime store ring.  

"Why did you break my ring? Jody, don't be an envio us cat! 
You're angry because I found Mr. Right, while you'r e still here, 
all alone by yourself. You've got 'love envy'.  
 

Jody, Bobby and I are getting married next Friday. I'm sure 
that I can convince him to tolerate you," said Cynt hia.  

Tolerate me? I'd had enough garbage talk for the da y. I 
turned to my right then walked to the kitchen. Afte r finding an 
isolated corner, I fell over onto my side then clos ed my eyes. I 
awakened at 2:30 A.M. Surprisingly Cynthia was also  in the 
kitchen. She was teary-eyed.  

"Bobby said he can't make it for dinner tonight. Bu t, he 
did say that he'd make it for dinner tomorrow night . I accepted. 

Actually, the change will give me an extra day to p repare a 
nice dinner for the three of us. I'll give him the meal of his 
life," said Cynthia.  

Somehow, I felt that something wasn't quite right w ith what 
Cynthia had told me. Or, maybe she was hiding somet hing from me. 
I decided to dig into the matter.  

"Cynthia, what else do you want to tell me? Don't b e 
afraid. If there's something wrong, just ask for he lp," I said.  

"Nothing is wrong! I mean, it's no big deal. Who sa id that 
I was hiding something?  

Gosh, I can't lie to you. Last night, when I was sp eaking 
to Bobby on my cell phone, I heard the voice of a w oman. She 
sounded like she was flirting with Bobby. No doubt,  she was 
standing next to Bobby," said Cynthia.  

"Where did Bobby call you from?" I asked.  
"He called me from his home," answered Cynthia.  
"A woman, who may have been flirting with Bobby, wa s in his 

home. And, he was speaking to you while she was sta nding next 
him? Does Bobby have a sister?" I asked.  

"Well, maybe he was watching television. Maybe, I j umped 
the gun. I mean, she could've been his cat," said C ynthia.  

"I take it he's a lone child. Also, his parents hav e passed 
away. Therefore, the woman he was with was not bloo d kin. Do you 
agree?" I asked.  

"Gosh Jody, you're a very intelligent cat!" exclaim ed 
Cynthia.  

Cynthia,” no I’m absolutely certain that something’ s 
terribly wrong here," I said.  
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"Jody, you're acting like a snotty-little-bitch; in serting 
evil thoughts and suspicions into my mind," said Cy nthia.  

Cynthia broke my heart. After all we'd been through , how 
could she have called me a snotty little bitch? She  was madly in 
love with none other than 'Mr. Wrong'. She was goin g to get 
hurt, for the umpteenth time.  

I leaped onto Cynthia's chest then gently pawed her  left 
cheek, several times. My pawing put a semi-smile on  her face. 
She still looked like she was pissed at me.  

I braced myself for the rendezvous with Bobby. As f ar as I 
was concerned, he was a cheating-thug. Out to bambo ozle Cynthia 
of her money. I'd have to stay on the alert, not to  allow the 
creep to harm my best friend in the whole world.  

The next day, Bobby called Cynthia to confirm their  dinner 
date. While speaking to Bobby on her cell phone, Cy nthia's face 
lit-up like a candle. I'd never seen her this way. But, it was a 
false happiness.  

I needed a break. So, I went to my bedroom and cras hed out 
for several hours. Upon awakening, I pondered about  my options 
were. I had to protect my best friend in the whole world. 

Unfortunately, I couldn't come up with a 
solid/comprehensive game plan.  

Bobby came by the following day at 7:00 P.M. I'm ce rtain 
that Cynthia would've performed cartwheels on broke n glass, just 
to please him.  

Bobby Whitmore was tall, handsome, and athletic. He  looked 
like a movie star. Gosh, if he'd been a cat, I woul d've fallen 
for him.  

Before I knew it, Bobby held Cynthia's hand, and th en 
kissed it. Afterwards, he told her that he loved he r more than 
anyone else in the whole world. No doubt, he wasn't  including 
her money in that statement.  

Bobby was feeding Cynthia a load of crap. The quive ring in 
his voice indicated that he was being deceitful. In  fact, I 
sensed hatred, deceit, and envy, underneath his ski n. He was a 
serpent, indeed.  

Bobby glared at me, with an extreme wickedness and 
ferocity. It was like he was warning me to not to e nter his home 
turf. I didn't like that!  

"Cynthia, dinner smells really nice! I can't wait u ntil we 
eat. Please, keep your cat away from us during meal time. I want 
us to have some 'alone time'. Humans must eat with other humans. 
There's no room for little kitties on the dinner ta ble. Besides, 
I don't want your kitty to watch us make love," sai d Bobby.  

"Wait a minute! Didn't we agree to wait until we go t 
married? You're backtracking. You'd never pressure me into doing 
something against my will. Right?" asked Cynthia.  
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Bobby grinned, then gently kissed Cynthia's thumb. He threw 
her one sweet line after another until Cynthia was infatuated 
with him. 

I knew exactly what Bobby wanted. He wanted exactly  what a 
lion does from a lioness: food, sex, and progeny. A nd may I add, 
not necessarily in that order.  

I could see the rage in Bobby's eyes. He was probab ly like 
Jeff. I'd have to be on yellow alert at all times. Not quite on 
red alert, but close.  

"Fine, let's go to my bedroom. I want you to see my  
beautiful wedding dress. I'm sure you'll love it. I f you'd feel 
uncomfortable with Jody around, I'll ask her to sta y out of my 
bedroom," said Cynthia.  

"Jody, come here! I want you to stay clear of my be droom! I 
don't care what you do just stay away from my freak ing bedroom! 
You can only enter only after I give you permission  to. For now, 
my room's an off-limits-zone!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Please, Cynthia. We're best friends. I sense that 
something terribly wrong is about to happen to you, " I said.  

I leaped onto Cynthia's chest, hung on tightly then  told 
her that Bobby seemed like a very dangerous person.  Also, I 
requested that she allow me unfettered access into her bedroom. 
I'd stay crouched down in a neutral corner.  

"Jody, I don't want you in my bedroom! Bobby's my m an! 
Don't be a snoopy little harlot! Stay put! In the k itchen! 
Otherwise, there'll be big trouble!" shouted Cynthi a.  

I went to the kitchen, all dazed and bummed-out. I lowered 
my head and placed my tail between my legs. Tears s treamed down 
my face. I felt so awful!  

Cynthia and Bobby entered the bedroom. After I hear d the 
door close, I slithered towards Cynthia's bedroom, as quietly as 
possible.  

I cropped up my ears, pressed the side of my head a gainst 
the door then tuned into the conversation at hand. I wasn't 
trying to be a suspicious cat. I was only looking o ut for my 
best friend in the whole world. I was ready for com bat, if 
necessary.  

"Cynthia, I want you to wear your wedding dress. Bu t first, 
you must change in front of me. I mean, could you s trip down, so 
you can put on your wedding dress? Also, I demand t o see what my 
wife-to-be really looks like. I'm not asking for th e world. I'm 
only asking for something that I will eventually co nquer, I mean 
... have as soon as we're married," said Bobby.  

Cynthia's pulse rose dramatically. It sounded like she was 
sprinting a hundred yard dash. As soon as Cynthia b egan to 
undress, Bobby's breathing became more pronounced. He sounded 
like a horny gorilla.  
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"Stop, I want you to stay frozen in that position, half 
naked and beautiful. You don't mind if I 'download'  your 
beautiful body? Do you? Come here, Ellen," said Bob by.  

"Ellen? Who the freaking hell is Ellen? No, I don't  want 
you to 'download' any part of my body. Put your dam n ‘gadget’ 
away! We made a deal; no funny stuff until after th e wedding!" 
shouted Cynthia.  

"Look, I'm your freaking BOSS! I demand that you di srobe! 
Do you think that I'm just a little boy? I've got ' lion-like' 
desires. Do as I say ... or else!" shouted Bobby.  

I placed myself on red alert. With my ears cropped up, 
canines showing, and claws extended nothing could'v e stopped me 
from protecting Cynthia.  

"Please, what are you doing? Don't touch me like th at! I 
want you to back off!" shouted Cynthia.  

Although Cynthia was capable of defending herself, she 
didn't put up a fight. Maybe, she loved Bobby so mu ch she 
couldn't get herself to knee him in the groin.  

Now, a physical assault was in progress. Upon matur ity, it 
would transform into a sexual assault.  

I pounced on the door, causing it to open wide. I w as now 
in a position to see everything that was going on.  

MMMPHHH...... MMMPHHH......MMMPHHH!" mumbled Cynthi a.  
Bobby's hand was firmly pressed on Cynthia's mouth.  She 

couldn't speak, and was barely able to breathe. Wit h one quick 
stroke, Bobby threw Cynthia onto her bed then force fully covered 
her mouth again. At that moment, I understood that I'd have to 
be Cynthia's protector for life. She couldn't live alone. 

Another "Jeff-like-character' would soon come along  and 
give her the same old line: ROSES ARE RED, VIOLETS ARE BLUE, IF 
YOU DO EXACTLY AS I SAY, I'LL KINDA LOVE YOU!  

As soon as Bobby released his hand from Cynthia's m outh, 
she began to hyper ventilate and cry; like a little  girl. No 
doubt, she was regressing to an earlier time in her  troubled 
life.  

Immediately, I leaped onto the table lamp beside Cy nthia's 
bed. Then, I hissed, bared my canines, extended my claws, arched 
my back, and stared-down Bobby. I made it clear tha t I was ready 
for combat, if need be.  

Bobby backed off from Cynthia then he stood up. He too, was 
ready for combat.  

Meanwhile, Cynthia stood up then proceeded to put h er 
clothes on. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. 

Expectedly, Cynthia began to shiver. I could actual ly see 
her goose bumps. They were huge.  
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"Listen, you little harlot! I'm a very tough guy! I f you 
try to mess with me, it'll be your last moment in t his world! 
Back off ... now!" shouted Bobby.  

In a show of outright hostility, Bobby brandished a  
switchblade. The blade was menacing and a good six inches long. 
The blade shined as Bobby turned it against the ove rhead light. 
Indeed, Bobby held the switchblade like a professio nal. 

I figured Bobby was a hit man back in his prime. No w he was 
relegating himself to sweet-talking a rich and desp erate woman.  

"Jody, please go away! What's happening here is non e of 
your damn business! Bobby's a really nice guy!" sho uted Cynthia.  

My adrenaline level shot up to the sky. I was 'pump ed' and 
pissed off. Nothing in this world could've stopped me.  

For the moment, I ignored what Cynthia said to me. I didn't 
have any time to waste. There were more important m atters at 
hand.  

I decided to scare Bobby off, in order to avert a m assacre. 
In a physical confrontation, there'd be much bloods hed.  

Cynthia hadn't moved on. Apparently, the gang-rape had 
distorted her ability to find or properly define wh o Mr. Right 
is. 

Cats are good at measuring another person's pain. C ynthia 
was full of it.  

"Jody, this is my man! I know for a fact that you'r e 
jealous! Keep it to yourself! Tough cookies! I want  you out of 
my house ... now!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Cynthia, I'm only trying to protect you from this monster! 
Please, ask your little harlot-kitty to leave! I wa nt us to be 
happily married, without this little bimbo in our m idst!" said 
Bobby.  

"Jody, I need a nice man like Bobby. Why can't you 
understand that? Bobby's here to stay! You are out! " shouted 
Cynthia.  

After hearing Cynthia's menacing words for the seco nd time, 
Bobby became more fearsome. He re-brandished his sw itchblade, 
this time jabbing it in my direction. 

Bobby circled Cynthia's bed then headed straight fo r me. I 
positioned myself for an attacking leap then hissed  at him.  

Then, Bobby withdrew three steps, paused and contin ued his 
approach. When he got to within a foot of me, he ra ised his 
switchblade over his head to achieve maximum moment um for a 
serious downward plunge.  

But, before Bobby could send his switchblade down f or the 
kill, I hissed at him like a mountain lion. Bobby w as so 
startled, he dropped his switchblade. Instantly, I leaped onto 
Bobby's chest. The momentum of the leap caused him to fall 
backwards onto the carpet.  
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Without any delay, I bit and scratched Bobby's righ t hand. 
I wanted to neutralize it, at least for the time be ing.  

Afterwards, I gave Bobby several smacks across the face 
then I leaped off of his tanned/muscular body. To b e on the safe 
side, I glanced back at him. It was still possible for Bobby to 
have launched a surprise counter strike against me.  

Cynthia tried to comfort Bobby with sweet words, to  no 
avail. Bobby slowly got up, pushed Cynthia onto her  bed then 
glared at both of us. 

I realized that there was no way out of the situati on, 
except through a knockout. I was fighting for two i ndividuals. 
Even if I had to beat Bobby to a pulp, it was worth  protecting 
Cynthia.  

As soon as Bobby picked up his switchblade, I posit ioned 
myself for an incredible onslaught. To my utter sho ck, Bobby 
tossed the switchblade onto the carpet. 

Afterwards, Bobby smirked at me then pulled out an article 
from his pocket. It was encased in leather. I waite d patiently 
to see what it was.  

It was a carpet cutter! Carpet cutters are much mor e 
'fearsome' and 'terrifying' than any knife. Carpet cutters are 
designed to cut through strong fibers. What would o ne of those 
gizmos do to feline flesh? I wondered.  

"Kitty, you're dead meat! You're will now taste the  
strength of a fully-grown man. I shall tenderize yo u, like a 
slab of steak. Then, I shall shred you into pieces.  

After I’m finished with you, I'll resume what I was  doing 
before you interrupted me!" shouted Bobby.  

I leaped onto Bobby's chest then launched an incred ible 
series of combination punches. I can't tell you how  many times I 
smacked him across his face and body. Not to mentio n, the bites 
and scratches that I'd inflicted upon him. I'll jus t say 'it was 
many'.  

After finishing my assault, I noticed something qui te 
unusual. Bobby was on his back, stiff as a board. A pparently, 
he'd stopped breathing. 

In addition, much blood was scattered on his body a nd the 
carpet. To my utter surprise, I'd scored a permanen t knockout.  

I re-checked Bobby for signs of life. There weren't  any. 
Bobby was dead! I'd inadvertently killed a human be ing. I was 
shocked beyond belief. I didn't want to kill Bobby Widmore! 

Cynthia called 911. I couldn't believe what she tol d the 
dispatcher: POLICE! I WANNA REPORT A MURDER at 2080  DENVER 
BOULEVARD! A CAT NAMED JODY WILSON JUST MURDERED THE MAN THAT I 
WAS GONNA MARRY! MY FIANCE'! PLEASE, ARREST THIS HA RLOT BEFORE 
SHE KILLS ANYONE ELSE! OH, I'M CYNTHIA CORBETT!"  

I could hear the dispatcher on the other end of the  line.  
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"Right now, are you safe? Is Jody Wilson near you?"  asked 
the dispatcher.  

"She's right here! I'm terrified of her! Please, do n't let 
her attack me!" shouted Cynthia.  

Cynthia turned her cell phone off, and then tossed it onto 
her bed. She began to weep like a little child. I h ad to get 
some sense into her. Otherwise, both of us would be  screwed.  

"Cynthia, honey ... I was only trying to protect yo u. I 
risked my life in order to shield you from harm," I  said.  
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   THE FUGITIVE CAT  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
My explanation was worthless. I took one last look at 

Cynthia then quickly ran to the kitchen. I snatched  two beef 
jerky pouches that were on the kitchen table then l eaped onto 
the kitchen counter. 

After ripping the plastic covering off of both beef  jerky I 
'gorged' them as quickly as I could. Afterwards, I gently turned 
on the faucet then licked off as much water as I co uld.  

Right before I was about to leave Cynthia's mini-ma nsion, I 
had a sudden change of plans. I leaped onto the kit chen floor 
then ran to the fridge.  

I ended up having my fill of 2 percent milk. I unde rstood 
that I was now on the streets.  

I leaped through an opening through the kitchen win dow, 
landing onto the grass. I was now a fugitive cat. E ven my own 
kindred would now turn me in for a reward. Not to m ention, what 
my natural enemies would do to me.  

I ran across the street into a neighbor's yard then  I hid 
behind a large hedge. I wanted to get a birds' eye view of what 
was happening.  

Lucky for me, the night was still young. Indeed, da rkness 
is often a cat's best protector, from humans.  
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I decided that elevation would give me an even bett er view 
of what was happening. Thankfully, there was a larg e tree 
located about twenty feet to my right.  

I scaled it, all the way up into a beautifully buil t tree 
house. Now, I had the perfect cover and vantage poi nt.  

I crouched down then partially closed my eyes. Feli nes have 
a 'reflector' on each eye. This is the result of ou r incredible 
night vision. Any human with normal vision can see a cat's 
reflectors at night.  

As soon as I was firmly entrenched inside the tree house, 
sirens began to blast the entire neighborhood. Four  patrol cars 
and an ambulance were sent to the scene of the so-c alled -crime.  

I'd lost all hope of getting back with Cynthia. 
Furthermore, it was apparent that Cynthia, my best friend, would 
never 'accept' what really happened to her. I saw w hat happened! 
That Bobby creep tried to attack Cynthia. In more t han one way, 
I must say. 

No doubt, Cynthia was mentally unstable. She'd had more 
than her share of abuse.  

The police were about to hear a terrible story abou t a 
murderous cat. A cat named Jody Wilson, who's from Missouri. 

Afterwards, they'd put out an APB on me. Also, a ha ndsome 
bounty would be placed on my head; dead or alive. M y not being a 
human would make it all the more satisfying for ani mal haters. 
Believe me, there are plenty of them around.  

As soon as the patrol cars and the ambulance were p arked in 
front of Cynthia's mini-mansion, Cynthia dashed out  of her home, 
with clothes that were wrinkled and bloody. Her hai r was 
disheveled, and tears were streaming down her cheek s. Worst of 
all, she was intent on blaming me for Bobby's death .  

As soon as Cynthia was near the police and paramedi cs, she 
collapsed onto the sidewalk.  

Instantly, the paramedics attended to Cynthia, whil e 
several police officers entered her mini-mansion. T heir guns 
were drawn, and it looked like they were intent on shooting to 
kill.  

After the paramedics had attended to Cynthia, a pol icewoman 
approached her.  

"Cynthia, I'm Officer Laura Gentry. Rest assured yo ur home 
is being thoroughly searched. Furthermore, we're go ing to put 
out an APB out on the 'murderous cat'. Do you have any relatives 
whom we can call?"  

Cynthia was pissed off as hell! She gave Officer Ge ntry a 
very intense answer.  

"Please, arrest that little harlot! That Jody Wilso n slit! 
She's a danger to the community! In fact, she's a d anger to the 
entire country! This country will be a much better place without 
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her! Jody Wilson's tough, intelligent, mobile, and extremely 
cunning.  

That little harlot murdered the love of my life! I want you 
to catch that little harlot, then to place her insi de a 
dilapidated shelter. Please, put that little cougar  on death 
row!" shouted Cynthia.  

Cynthia broke down and cried. Officer Gentry gave C ynthia a 
woman's embrace. Then, she placed the palm of her l eft hand on 
Cynthia's shoulder. It was a despicable sight. Cynt hia's crying 
and sniffling made her statement appear more accura te and 
intense.  

The paramedics tried to convince Cynthia that she s hould be 
taken to the hospital for observation. Cynthia look ed like she'd 
been in a giant brawl. Understandably, the paramedi cs wanted to 
ensure that Cynthia had not sustained any internal injuries.  

Cynthia refused to be taken to the hospital. She in sisted 
on going to a motel for a few nights. As a result, the 
paramedics left the scene a short while later. Appa rently, 
Cynthia had no broken bones.  

At 6:00 A.M., the coast became clear. Everyone had left the 
scene. Yellow police tape was placed on the perimet er of 
Cynthia's mini-mansion. Also, a sign reading: DO NO T ENTER BY 
ORDER OF THE POLICE was posted on Cynthia's front d oor. 
Officially, it was a crime scene.  

I slowly crept out of my tree house then cautiously  
descended onto the lawn. Then, I ran across the str eet until I 
reached Cynthia's back door. I scanned the area the n leaped onto 
the kitchen window panel. I forcefully yanked the w indow open 
then leaped onto the kitchen floor.  

I was 'devastatingly hungry', thirsty, and anxious.  I had 
to eat, drink then sit around until I could think o f an 
effective game plan. My whole life had been turned upside down.  

I went to the fridge, opened it then took everythin g that I 
needed.  

I carried a carton of milk to a neutral corner. The n, I 
'jabbed' two holes into the side of the carton. Thi s caused milk 
to sputter out of the carton. I quickly took advant age of the 
situation, licking every single drop that I possibl y could.  

After having my fill of milk, I dragged a bag of AC ME cat 
food to the same neutral corner. I ate my fill then  returned to 
the spot where I'd placed the bottle of cold water.  Once again, 
I dragged the bottle to the neutral corner then jab bed two holes 
into it. I had my fill.  

Thankfully, I was able to remove a large slab of st eak from 
the fridge. I had to get that bloody flesh!  
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I began to drool like a dog. Instantly, I ripped of f the 
foil wrap then dragged the plastic container encasi ng the steak 
to the same neutral corner.  

I gorged on the steak, like a Bengal tiger. What an  awesome 
feeling! I'd consumed a meal that would've filled t he stomach of 
a Bengal tiger.  

I decided to sleep for several hours. I was hoping that a 
solution to my problems would appear in a dream.  

A few hours later, I was awakened by the sound of a  mouse 
running nearby. I was relieved that he wasn't a gia nt sewer rat 
who was bent on killing a cat.  

After getting up, I walked to the kitchen closet. T hen, I 
opened the door entered it in search of more food t o eat. I 
understood that I had to exit Cynthia's mini-mansio n, soon. 

As a calculated measure, I decided to leave fully s atiated. 
Thereafter, good meals were likely to be difficult to come by.  

After taking notice of a large bag of ACME cat food . I 
leaped onto the shelf, pulled down the bag then rip ped it open 
with my incredible teeth claws.  

I pulled apart the rips, so I could shove my head i nside 
the bag. I ended up re-stuffing myself with tasty f ood. The food 
pellets dropped into my stomach ever so beautifully . They went 
straight down, really fast, and without any let-up.  With each 
pellet that dropped to my stomach, I felt an 'explo sion' of 
satisfaction.  

I exited the closet then looked up at the kitchen c lock. It 
was 9:30 A.M. Sooner or later I'd have to leave the  area. 

The police crime scene unit workers and detectives would no 
doubt return for another sweep of Cynthia's mini-ma nsion.  

I strolled to the living room then leaped onto a br own sofa 
that was beside the coffee table. After ensuring my self that the 
coast was clear, I positioned myself for a flying l eap. But 
first, I took one last look at the interior of Cynt hia's home. 
It was sad to know that I'd never see it again.  

After taking my last look I leaped out of an open w indow. 
As soon as I landed on the lawn, a patrol car sudde nly appeared 
at the end of the block. I quickly scaled a tree th at was only a 
few feet from me, then waited anxiously for the pat rol car to 
leave the area.  

Luckily, the fat police officer driving the patrol car was 
eating a jelly donut. His eyes were preoccupied wit h the jelly 
donut and other traffic. Otherwise, I would've been  a dead 
goose.  

The sun's rays began to come down on me with a sick ening 
vengeance. In other words, it was hot and humid. It  was now 
10:00 A.M.; too late to stay around. I had to leave  the city for 
good. Indeed, I was a fugitive cat. 
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Maybe, things would turn out much better in the end ; like 
the television show: The Fugitive.  

I walked for thirty minutes; not knowing exactly wh ere I 
was going. As soon as I got to Belmont Boulevard, I  took a 
right.  

While walking on Belmont Boulevard, I noticed an el derly 
woman peering through her window. She was eying me.  I cropped up 
my ears, to find out what her problem was. Apparent ly, it wasn't 
she who had the problem, it was I!  

"Police, I see Jody Wilson! The cat that killed Cyn thia 
Corbett's man! She looks tough, creepy, and a bit a pprehensive. 
She's walking by my house! 

Oh, I live at 1801 Belmont Boulevard. Yes, she's al one. One 
more thing: please, catch that little tart and hang  her by her 
tail until she dies twice!" shouted the elderly wom an.  

I was devastated! Another person had called me a li ttle 
harlot. No doubt, the word got around. In this time  line, I was 
labeled a 'little harlot'. What had I done? Nothing !  

Part of me wanted to leap through that old hen's li ving 
room window then scare her brains out! I opted for inaction. I 
was innocent. As such it would've been counterprodu ctive to harm 
anyone who was old, ugly, feeble minded, female, an d had nothing 
to do but watch people and animals walk by her hous e.  

I took off, like a cheetah on a chase! I ran for fo urteen 
blocks, before gradually slowing down to a walking pace. I 
stopped near The Addison Secondary School. I was te mpted to 
sneak inside, and just roam around for a while. Sch ool was off 
that day. In effect, I would've had the entire scho ol to myself. 
I decided not to do anything rash.  

As long as I was in this time line, I had to think about my 
actions before performing them. Mind you, I was sti ll on the 
same earth. Maybe, the police were expecting me to hit the 
Addison Secondary School. Either way, I had to be c areful.  

I took shade and rest under a large tree. The tree became 
my temporary canopy. This time, I stayed on the gro und. I didn't 
feel like scaling any more trees. I had to wait unt il dark.  

As soon as the sun set, I decided to walk through 
residential areas, in order to stay clear of heavy traffic. 
Being a wanted cat, I'd certainly be noticed. I ent ered Weston 
Street.  

After walking for roughly ten minutes, I received a nother 
shocker. This time, it was at 1865 Weston Street. A n elderly man 
came rushing out of his house brandishing a sawed-o ff shotgun. 
He snarled then pointed his shotgun at me.  

"Hey, I saw sketch on television! I also heard abou t you on 
the radio! Kitty, you're even on the freaking World  Wide Web! 
You're a wanted killer!  
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Kitty, I won't shoot you between the ears. Nor will  I call 
the police. I'm a down-to-earth guy who doesn't wan t any trouble 
with anyone. I just want to be left alone! Now, get  off my 
freaking property!  

Kitty, you best not stay here! Just don't stay here ! Live 
as a fugitive cat, rather than do hard time, or be killed in a 
slimy animal shelter. Hell, hardly anyone in the hu man community 
will take pity on you. They'll love to see you get the ax on 
television.  

Kitty, the police are diligently searching for you.  With a 
ten thousand dollar reward for you capture, (dead o r alive), you 
'best' be careful!" shouted the old man.  

I knew the old man's advice didn't come from his he art. My 
incredible feline intuition alerted me to this very  important 
fact.  

Judging from his accent, he wasn't like me. He had a fading 
southern twang. I figured he’d moved to California many years 
earlier. 

Where's the southern hospitality at? I asked myself .  
"Thanks for the good advice. I guess I'll have to l eave 

town. I now understand that the cops will be on me like flies on 
a pile of shit. I'll go east, first stopping in New  Mexico for a 
good breather.  

Grandpa, please don't tell anyone that you saw me,"  I said.  
I wasn't quite ready for the shock of re-entering t he 

whirling tunnel. There'd be no telling what type of  earth I'd be 
catapulted into.  

I ended up running for several blocks then slowing down to 
a walking pace. I had to be certain that the old ma n couldn't 
see me anymore. I'd had more than enough problems w ith 'peeping 
Toms' and other unfriendly 'residents'.  

I scanned the entire area, before entering Junction  106 
East. Here I was, in my own country, unable to live  the American 
dream.  

I walked on the shoulder of Junction 106 East. I cr opped up 
my ears, to ensure that there were no tragic surpri ses. Also, I 
kept a steady eye on each house that I passed.  

After walking for several miles, I came across a ne ws 
broadcast emanating from an old house on my right. I tuned into 
what was being said.  

As expected, there was an APB out for me. The telev ision 
anchor indicated that the 'fugitive cat' was said t o be heading 
towards New Mexico. The old man had deceived me. Ri ght to my 
beautiful face!  

Thankfully, it was nighttime. Unfortunately, I had several 
close calls with speeding drivers, drunks, and just  plain 'Ole 
cat haters.  
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I continued my walk until I noticed an abandoned on  my 
right. It looked like it hadn't been occupied for s everal years. 
Most of the paint on the house was chipped off. Muc h dirt was 
pasted on the house and surrounding area. Most of t he grass was 
dead. Luckily, my feline night vision aided me in s eeing what 
was necessary.  

Immediately, I sensed the presence of rats, countle ss bugs, 
and three nesting birds.  

Indeed, I had to hide from the world, and get a bre ather. 
If the house rats tried to mess with me, a terrible  fight would 
ensue. I certainly wasn't in the mood to be pushed around by 
creepy rats.  

I cautiously approached the abandoned house, scanni ng the 
area as I walked. 

Meanwhile, I noticed the clouds beginning to engulf ing the 
sky. I could hear 'trembling' and 'thunder' approac hing at top 
speed. This time, I’d stay indoors. I was too tired  and 
perplexed to re-enter the whirling tunnel.  

I leaped onto the porch, watching my step along the  way. 
Sometimes, abandoned homes have feces, urine, broke n glass, and 
wood splinters, strewn across the premises. I admit  there was a 
slight stench in the area. However, I wasn't in a p osition to be 
picky.  

I entered the abandoned house through the pet door.  
Immediately, I took notice of antiquated articles s cattered in 
the living room. Although some of the articles part ially covered 
in white bed sheets, others were bare. There was du st 
everywhere. Come to think of it, the entire house w as dusty. I 
wondered why anyone would leave so many valuable ar ticles 
behind. Property is money!  

Thankfully, there was no glass in sight. I began my  walk to 
the kitchen, in search of something usable, or eata ble.  

In order to get to the kitchen, I had to walk throu gh a 
dark, dusty, spooky hallway. On my way to the kitch en, I passed 
several rooms. One of the rooms contained a skeleto n on a 
rusted-out old bed.  

The rooms were numbered. The skeleton was in room n umber 3. 
I figured that the rooms had once been rented out. The place 
looked like it’d once been a motel.  

The sight of the skeleton gave me the jitters. At t hat 
moment, I decided to leave. As soon as I turned aro und, I heard 
the treading of two rats. They were coming towards me. I leaped 
into room number nine.  

The rats were now walking through the long corridor . Gosh, 
they were getting closer and closer to 'my room'. W ith nowhere 
to go, I leaped onto a dusty desk, then braced myse lf for the 
fight of my life.  
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The rats' breathing became more 'pronounced' and au dible. 
Cats and rats have always been natural enemies. As I pondered 
about what to do, one of the rats peered into my ro om. After 
spotting me, he motioned the other rat come. He arr ived in a 
jiffy.  

Now, I was face-to-face with two large rats! They w ere 
built like raccoons. I carefully checked them out t hen waited 
anxiously.  

"Hey kitty, are you Jody Wilson? I mean, you sure a s hell 
look like the artist's sketch we saw on one of the countless 
WANTED POSTERS that are scattered throughout the st ate," said 
one of the rats.  

"What if I am Jody Wilson? Would that make cause yo u to 
become my staunch enemies?" I asked.  

"Look, we don't need any money. Rats like us can ge t by 
anywhere in North America, except in Alberta, Canad a. Besides, 
if we say anything to the cops, they'll bust us, to o.  

I'm Spencer Ratty, and this is my wife, Sharon Ratt y. 
Sharon’s maiden name is Rodentsky. 

We've known each other since we were 'junior rats',  
learning how to snatch food from establishments, wi thout getting 
caught. We're a happily married couple.  

Sharon and I want you to be our friend. We want to help 
you. We're also fugitives. Sharon and I 'snatched' surplus foods 
from homes in this city for roughly two years. 

At first, we only took what we needed. Sadly, our ‘ almost 
end’ came when we decided to go 'BIG TIMES'. We wan ted to be 
like our heroes who live deep down in the sewers of  big cities. 

Actually, city rats that live in big cities like Mo ntreal, 
Toronto, Vancouver, Los Angeles, New York and Chica go, are 
respected by non-city/non-sewer rats.  

City rats are usually the toughest, meanest, and be st 'food 
snatchers' in 'our community'. Amongst them, sewer rats are of 
the highest rank and grade. Within the rat communit y, living in 
the sewer for three months or more, is a sign of ho nor, dignity, 
and self-respect.  

As time passed, Sharon and I became so cock-sure of  
ourselves we hit Harold's Supermarket for ten strai ght days. We 
thought we'd had it made. We made the fatal mistake  of taking 
too much food, from the same place, in a short peri od of time.  

Mayor Ellington, the entire city council, and the o wner of 
Harold's Supermarket, had had enough of our snatchi ng. In fact, 
the people of California were also fed up with us. They 
understood that the 'snatchers' were rats.  

Unbelievably, the FBI and the CBI (California Burea u of 
Investigation) was requested to aid in my apprehens ion. Not to 
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mention, the local police, and numerous citizens' v igilante 
groups.  

The peoples' rage warranted special action. Immedia te 
action, that is.  

One thing led to another, until Sharon and I found 
ourselves fleeing a California State Trooper. Lucki ly, we 
crossed several train tracks, right before a long c argo train 
came by. Our pursuer had to wait a very long time b efore he 
could resume his chase. By then, we were long gone.  

Thereafter, we resorted to low-key snatching. We si mply had 
no choice in the matter.  

Sharon and I were born in California. Although this  is our 
home, and we're content living in this abandoned ho use, we'll 
have to leave soon. It's only a matter of time befo re the 
authorities discover our hideout.  

When it's time to leave, Sharon and I will leap ont o an 
east-bound train. I've got relatives in New York. N ew York's a 
beautiful city with countless skyscrapers, dark all eys, and like 
countless other big cities, many hideouts for rats.  

Kitty, we're not asking for sympathy. We snatch foo d 
because we enjoy eating. Gnawing food on the premis es is often 
too dangerous. We take what we want, then leave. Wh at's wrong 
with that?" asked Spencer.  

"You're absolutely right! I mean, most humans think  that 
rats are ugly. Cats, on the other hand, are conside red very 
cute, cuddly, and nice to be around. However, this hasn't curbed 
the terrible 'feline catastrophes' from recurring o ver and over 
again. Sure, there are many cats living it up in hu man 
households. Unfortunately, many cats have suffered at the hands 
of some humans.  

My big cat brethren have stories that are similar t o yours 
regarding the end result. Just a few centuries ago,  lions were 
everywhere in Africa. When the 'super hunters' firs t arrived, 
Africa was a 'Paradise of Animals'.  

Billions of animals, predator and prey, were scatte red 
throughout the continent. Unfortunately, even lions  aren't 
bullet proof. Even a mediocre hunter, like the late  Teddy 
Roosevelt, shot and killed his share of 'wild anima ls'.  

Tiger species have been exterminated, or decimated by sport 
hunting, trade in 'body parts', and use for enterta inment (zoos, 
roadside menageries, circuses)," I said.  

I couldn't help it. I just broke down and cried. I couldn't 
continue with the feline catastrophes story.  

"Rats don't owe humanity anything. We have many rel atives 
who are 'incarcerated' at the ACME Lab in Franklin,  California. 
Virtually none of them will get out alive. The 'fed s' don't 
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offer lab rats any protection, whatsoever. Birds an d mice are in 
the same boat.  

Thankfully, Sharon and I have taken up residence in  this 
abandoned house. Contrary to popular belief, most r ats aren't 
treacherous, mean-spirited, tough, back-stabbing, s ickly, ugly, 
pompous, untrustworthy, dishonest, and extremely da ngerous. 
We're not! Just leave us freaking alone!  

Rats have been there to see, hear, taste, and smell , the 
horrific human wars. We're usually there to eat-up the countless 
cadavers strewn on the battlefields, and in the cit ies, towns, 
and villages. Not to mention, the areas in between.  

From what I know heard, World War 1 was a 'battlefi eld 
smorgasbord'. World War 2, on the other hand, was a  
'comprehensive smorgasbord'. Stalingrad and Leningr ad were 
terrifying, however. In famine conditions, rats can  eat humans, 
and/or humans can eat rats. It all depends on the s ituation.  

The inhabitants of Leningrad ate all of the 'normal  food 
animals'. They were forced to move onto horses, dog s, cats, 
birds, rats, and 'whatever else'. It's understandab le. They were 
in a state of incredible starvation. Famines in the  colder 
regions tend to bring about cannibalism more often than in the 
warmer regions.  

Humans in a state of extreme famine will eat rodent s, even 
'ugly rats', as a second to last resort. Human fles h is the last 
resort. It all depends on the circumstances," said Spencer.  

"That's all yucky stuff! Please, let's change the s ubject. 
Or else, I'm out of here, for good!" I exclaimed.  

"I apologize for being so graphic. I was only tryin g to 
educate you about a few of the horrors that have oc curred on 
this planet," said Spencer.  

"Your apology is accepted," I said.  
"Would you like to have supper with us? Spencer and  I are 

going to pull off one more snatch. We will hit Haro ld's 
Supermarket, again. Nobody will suspect that we cou ld ever 
regain the audacity to pull another job," said Shar on.  

At Harold's Supermarket, we'll do most of the physi cal 
labor. You can be our lookout. Even proud rats must  admit that 
cats have incredible senses. 

However, we've got the smarts when it comes to surv iving in 
putrid environments. Sharon and I can teach you how  to be self-
sufficient. You'll be able to snatch food from all sorts of 
establishments," said Spencer.  

"Jeepers, you guys sound like real mobsters; especi ally 
you, Spencer. Were you ever a 'rat boss'?" I asked.  

"I can't answer that question because I don't like to boast 
about my accomplishments," replied Spencer.  
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"Rats are flexible and resilient. We're able to end ure 
incredible hardships. I repeat, hardships, not just  one 
hardship. 

Do you know how long we've been living in this hemi sphere? 
Well, just think of Columbus and Cortes. Rats and r oaches were 
on their ships. As soon as 'we' landed ashore, the entire 
hemisphere was ours for the taking. 

However, recently rats have had some minor problems  in 
Alberta, Canada. Albertan officials, along with 'th eir 
citizenry', have no tolerance for rats. They've got  an 
incredible program for keeping 'our kind' at bay," said Sharon.  

After our long chat, we decided to go to sleep. Foo d and 
water could wait until later. A few winks never hur t anyone.  

As I closed my beautiful eyes, it really dawned on me that 
I was a fugitive cat. It was only a matter of time before the 
cops would find me. 

There was probably a cop out there who'd make it hi s/her 
life's ambition to catch me; dead or alive. Like th e show The 
Fugitive.  

I was the cat who killed a human. There’d be no mer cy upon 
me in any human court of law. 

That’s why I was ready to use deadly force against anyone 
who tried to take me in. A cat has a right to defen d 
him/herself.  

After awakening, we went to Harold's Supermarket th en hit 
it really hard! It was fun and somewhat spooky. We had a feast, 
without any interruptions, whatsoever.  

After we came back to the abandoned house, I convin ced my 
new 'rat friends' to move on. We said our goodbyes inside the 
abandoned house then I left.  

Although I'd originally intended to stay in the aba ndoned 
house for a few weeks, Spencer and Sharon were too thug-like for 
me. I suspected that one day, they'd turn against m e. Perhaps, 
while I was sound asleep. Maybe, they'd eat me. Yik es!  

The moment I exited the abandoned house, a Californ ia State 
Trooper (CST) zoomed his vehicle nearby. Instantly,  I leaped 
back into the abandoned house then stayed put until  the coast 
was clear. Unfortunately, I was dead wrong.  

As soon as I crept out of the abandoned house the m aniacal 
CST pulled into the driveway, rolled down his windo w, then 
stared in my direction. I think he suspected that t here were 
fugitives in the abandoned house.  

I froze like a Popsicle then fell onto my side. I g uess I 
was out for a while. I came to at 6:30 A.M.  

The sun began to engulf the area with its brightnes s, rays, 
and outright heat. Shockingly, the CST had returned  for another 
sweep. He parked his vehicle in front of the abando ned house 
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then ate his breakfast, while sweat was dripping do wn his 
armpits. Indeed, it was a disgusting sight.  

After the CST drove off, I decided to scram; this t ime for 
good. Luckily, I had much food, water, and milk res erves in my 
system. 

For some unknown reason, Sharon and Spencer weren't  around. 
I think that they took my advice and moved on.  

Before leaving, I took one last look at the interio r of the 
abandoned house. Although I was saddened to leave, it was 
something that had to be done.  

I walked on Junction 106 East for over two hours. I  endured 
several taunts and a catapulted broken beer bottle.  

At 9:00 A.M., I reached Danes City limits; populati on 
seventy thousand and growing. I decided to enter th e city, find 
a good resting place, then wait until dark.  

I entered Danes City nervous wreck. Not to mention,  hungry, 
tired, and dying of thirst.  

Suddenly, I felt a very sharp pain in my bones. Eve n my 
spine was hurting. Also, I began to feel incredible  mental 
strain. As long as I was in California, my senses w ere on yellow 
alert. That's not a good way to live.  

While strolling through Danes City I spotted a larg e middle 
class neighborhood. The sight was medicine for my s ore eyes. I 
walked to the closest house.  

Thankfully, the sprinkler was on. I dove into an av alanche 
of water. I licked much water then washed off all t he dirt and 
stinky stuff from my beautiful body.  

Somehow, entering the whirling tunnel had changed m y 
biochemistry and personality. I wasn't complaining about the 
rush of water. I loved it!  

While I was 'enjoying' my free shower, a skinny, gr ay-
haired man, exited the front door of his house. For  some reason, 
he was holding a piece of paper in his left hand.  

I leaped out of the gush of water then ran towards the 
skinny man. I stopped within a three feet of him. T hen, I waited 
patiently.  

The skinny man turned the piece of paper around the n shoved 
it in my face. It was a wanted poster! I was the in dividual who 
was wanted. Worse yet, the poster read: 

WANTED; JODY WILSON FOR THE MURDER OF BOBBY 'CUTIE- PIE' 
WIDMORE. WILSON IS FROM MISSOURI. SHE’S EXTREMELY D ANGEROUS, 
TREACHEROUS, AND DISHONEST. SHE'LL STAB YOU IN THE BACK AFTER 
SHE GETS WHAT SHE WANTS FROM YOU. THERE IS A ONE HU NDRED 
THOUSAND DOLLAR REWARD FOR INFORMATION LEADING TO THE ARREST AND 
CONVICTION OF THIS LITTLE HARLOT. ABSOLUTELY NO QUE STIONS ASKED!  

"Hey! You're the fugitive cat! I mean ... you're Jo dy 
Wilson! There's a gargantuan reward for your captur e. Dead or 
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Alive! Personally, I couldn't care less if I turn y ou in dead or 
alive. I need the cash! Besides, I'm the kind of hu man who 
totally despises, hates, and is disgusted by cats! I've got two 
Mastiffs who always obey my commands. They're in th e shed.  

Rufus! Bongo! Come and get' it! It's Jody Wilson ti me! 
She's the cat who killed Bobby Whitmore!" yelled th e skinny man.  

As soon as the skinny man gave the command, both Ma stiffs 
exited the shed. They snarled then growled at me. T heir eyes 
were fixated on their target ... me! Ugly saliva wa s dangling 
from their mouths. If it was any thicker, I would'v e called it 
pizza cheese.  

I stared them down. Then, in a show of incredible b ravery 
and fortitude, I took several steps towards them. I nitially, 
they were taken aback. Then, they approached me.  

I had to land multiple combinations on the two ‘kil ler 
dogs’. I had to be lightning-fast in my assault. In cluding the 
skinny man, it was three against one. 

I charged both dogs then leaped onto the alpha dog.  I 
struck him across the face repeatedly. 

Shockingly, he went down like a ton of bricks. Afte rwards, 
I attacked the second dog. He also went down like a  ton of 
bricks.  

I was proud of myself. I'd become an incredible fig hter. In 
fact, I'd just beaten up two males of a traditional ly more 
powerful species.  

I approached the skinny man. Pitiful man; he 'peed'  and 
'pooped' in his overalls.  

Afterwards, he got knock-kneed then his knees buckl ed. 
Finally, he fell onto his lawn. Part of me wanted t o beat him 
senseless.  

I leaped onto the skinny man's chest then hissed. L ucky for 
him, I didn't follow-up with a barrage of punches. The last 
thing that I needed was an assault charge, in addit ion to the 
murder charge.  

"Look, I'm just a cute little kitty! I don't want t o hurt 
you. You started an offensive maneuver against me. Self-defense 
is a cat's natural right," I said.  

The skinny man turned blue, then croaked. Although I was 
saddened by his death, I was also relieved that the  police 
weren't going to be involved. Could anyone have bla med me? 

I waited attentively until my two canine adversarie s 
regained consciousness. Immediately, I smacked each  dog across 
his face. Just in case. Both dogs went down, this t ime for the 
permanent count.  

I'd inadvertently killed a human, and his two dogs.  If the 
police had been called to the scene, and they'd fou nd me there, 
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I would've been shot on the spot. Anyway, no court of law would 
have mercy on me.  

After pondering about my predicament, I took off li ke a 
stallion. I ran east for five miles. Cars were pass ing me 
without taking notice. This time, I was just anothe r cat running 
on the shoulder of Junction 106 East.  

After running for five miles, I was forced to slow down to 
a walking pace. 

You see, running cats are noticed by drivers more s o than 
walking cats. The last thing that I wanted to be wa s noticed by 
numerous drivers.  

As I was beginning to catch my breath, a blue van p ulled up 
beside me. The driver kept his van parallel to me. Naturally, I 
became anxious. As far as I knew, he could've been a serial 
killer, or an undercover VCO.  

Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep!  
The driver of the van blasted his horn with full fo rce. I 

certainly didn't know why. I was lucky I wasn't a h uman child. 
If so, I would've been terrified.  

As shocking as this may sound, I went ahead and tri ed to 
befriend the driver of the van. I was too desperate  to be picky 
about my rides. 

However, I kept my guard up just in case. Incredibl e cats, 
like me, have the street smarts to survive.  
As soon as the driver of the van rolled down his wi ndow, he 
asked me the question that I wanted to hear.  

"Kitty, are you going to Kansas? If you are, I'll g ive you 
a free ride. Don't worry I'm not one of those seria l killers who 
keeps cadavers inside his van. I've never killed, r aped, or 
mutilated anyone. Rest assured I'm a good man."  

Instantly, I had reservations about the driver. He appeared 
to be concealing something from me. I took a good w hiff.  

I 'scented' the presence of a child between the age s of 
four and six. 

I pictured her as having been brutally raped and mu rdered 
in the back of the van. I was also certain that my presence near 
a mysoped (child killer) would be disastrous for an y future 
defense I could ever have. 

No judge, jury, or prosecuting attorney, would show  me any 
mercy. You see, I had my own problems to deal with.  Maybe, this 
creep would finger me for the brutal slaying of the  little 
girl/s.  

As I was planning to turn and run, I felt a sudden rush of 
guilt. How could I allow a monster to continue in h is ways, 
without even slowing him down?  

I asked the driver to pull over into the shoulder o f the 
road. Luckily, he obliged me.  
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As soon as the driver turned off the ignition, I le aped 
into the van, onto the passenger's seat next to him . Before 
launching a massive assault on the driver, I carefu lly studied 
the interior of the van.  

Surprisingly, there was no cadaver. However, I did see a 
physician's kit, two white trench coats, a package of surgical 
masks, and three rolls of gauze. My feline intuitio n was dead 
wrong!  

I felt awful about suspecting that the driver, whom  I 
didn't even know, was a mysoped/rapist. 

In fact, the driver was a Samaritan and a physician . Most 
physicians are well-off. This 'chump' was my new me al ticket. I 
mean, this sweet man was my meal ticket.  

I rolled over onto my back then played cute-pie. 
Afterwards, I righted myself then sat next to my ne w friend.  

"Kitty, you probably 'scented' death emanating from  the 
inside of my van. Rest assured. Here's my physician 's 
identification card. I'm a surgeon at The Hindenbur g General 
Hospital. 

Hindenburg is two hundred miles west of Wichita, Ka nsas. 
The instruments I have in my surgical kit were stol en from 

our hospital. One of our janitors took them along, when he moved 
to California. You see, he liked to play surgeon. H e used our 
surgical instruments to slice up innocent dogs and cats in his 
neighborhood. 

When he got sick of slicing up cats and dogs, he st arted 
slicing up humans. That's when the big boys made it  their number 
one goal to capture the 'killer janitor'.  

The beast's name was Karl Karaganda. Unfortunately,  he 
committed suicide while awaiting trial. We'll never  know how 
many living beings he’d murdered. Dead victims can' t testify; at 
least not in this world. As for the relatives of th e victims, 
they'll be forced to live a life of extreme pain an d agony.  

I recently placed a little girl in the back of my v an. 
She'd been shot in the stomach. The 'shooter' was i n the process 
of holding up a candy store. Things went from bad t o worse. 
Thankfully, I was in the candy store.  

The little girl had to be taken to the hospital, 
immediately. I had no time to wait for an ambulance . I took it 
upon myself to drive her to the nearest hospital  

I'm telling you this story because of the expressio n on 
your face. Not now, but when I first offered to giv e you a ride. 
Being a cat, you knew that a bleeding little girl h ad been in my 
van. Rest assured you're in good hands.  

Now, you're probably wondering why I have these ins truments 
in my possession. 
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Kitty, please don't lose any respect for me. I brib ed a 
member of the Los Angeles Police Department to give  me the 
surgical kit and instruments. You see, this woman w orked in the 
evidence room. I gave her two thousand dollars for the surgical 
kit and instruments.  

Kitty, Karl Propaganda was dead. Furthermore, he wa s acting 
alone. It's not like these surgical instruments wer e needed by 
anyone. Besides, I drove all the way to California to retrieve 
these surgical instruments. 

These surgical instruments will be returned to The 
Hindenburg General Hospital Surgical Supplies Room, " said the 
surgeon.  

"But, like, umm ... how will you 'integrate' these surgical 
instruments into The Hindenburg General Hospital?" I asked.  

"Let me backtrack. I also bribed a hospital technic ian who 
works in The Hindenburg General Hospital surgical s upplies room. 
He was the department supervisor. I wanted to make sure that 
everything went just fine.  

Is there's anything else that needs to be clarified ?" asked 
the physician.  

"No, I'm assured. I'm the kind of cat who likes to give a 
person the benefit of the doubt, when it's warrante d. I'm 
usually careful around humans, especially strangers . No offense 
intended but the worst people are the evil humans. However, many 
humans are kind hearted," I said.  

"Now, let me formally introduce myself: I'm Dr. Mic hael Von 
Hauser. You can call me Mike, when we're alone.  

I've been a general surgeon for over twenty five ye ars. I 
enjoy operating on people, especially when everythi ng goes well. 
Seeing a patient improve is enough to make my day.  

When I was in premed, I did much volunteer work in 
hospitals. I loved it very much. Originally, I'd in tended to be 
a medical examiner. I changed my mind after my uncl e Stanley 
died in a car accident. 

The paramedics took him to The Hindenburg General H ospital 
Emergency Room. I happened to be in the emergency r oom doing 
volunteer work at the time. 

I followed the paramedics as far as I was allowed t o. 
Roughly two hours into the surgery, my uncle died. He was too 
badly injured to have had a chance of surviving.  

Apparently, my uncle was driving while groggy.  
I think the surgeon and medical staff knew that my uncle 

was at death's door. Thankfully, they gave it all t hey had. 
Believe me it's very important to have medical staf f that are 
hard-working and care about their patients.  

Kitty, the ride to Hindenburg, Kansas will be quite  long. I 
never exceed the speed limit, no matter what the ci rcumstances.  
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Mike drove his van for several hours, before enteri ng a 
rest stop in Arizona. It was nighttime, calm, and t he sky was 
sparkled with twinkling stars. I wanted to ask Mike  to find a 
good motel. 

But, I was a bit shy. I mean, we'd just met only ho urs 
earlier. I had enough decency and tact to keep my m outh shut 
about this issue. After all, Mike was the one who w as paying the 
entire tab.  

"I’ll buy some food for us. Please stay put for a f ew 
minutes. I've purchased food items from this grocer y store 
before. Don't worry, they sell cat food.  

Gosh, I almost forgot. What's your name?" asked Mik e.  
"My name is Jody Wilson."  
Mike exited his van after our formal introduction. I stayed 

put until Mike returned with 'our' food. He returne d carrying 
two grocery bags. Instantly, I began to slobber lik e a hungry 
lion.  

Mike and I ate like princes. Everything that I'd ev er 
dreamed of eating was right before my beautiful eye s. It began 
to look like Mike was my ticket to riches. Free roo m and board, 
comprehensive veterinary medical care, play areas, love, baths, 
vacations, white picket fence, mansion, bottled wat er, and 
overall security.  

After finishing our meal, Mike resumed his drive ba ck to 
Kansas. A couple of hours later, I began to notice that Mike was 
blinking more frequently, and closing his eyes long er. He was 
groggy. I couldn't allow him to drive in this condi tion. Not on 
the highway! So, I gave him some good advice.  

"Mike, it's very dangerous to drive while groggy (D WG). 
Many people around the world die every year because  they fall 
asleep behind the wheel. Not to mention the countle ss animals 
who are bulldozed and flattened by road kill. 

Please pull over, so we can get some safe shut-eye, " I 
said.  

"Jody, you're an incredible cat! I appreciate your concern 
for me," said Mike.  

As a fugitive cat, I'd need a secure hiding place. Why not 
with a surgeon? I mean, a cat has a right to look a fter 
him/herself, right?  

Mike exited the highway, in search of a decent mote l. Now, 
we were both groggy. The more Mike drove, the more likely an 
accident would occur.  

Thankfully, it didn't take long for Mike to find a decent 
motel. A sign up ahead read: BLUE SKY MOTEL: ABSOLU TELY NO 
ANIMALS ALLOWED! ESPECIALLY CATS!  
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As Mike entered the motel premises, I instinctively  hid 
under my seat. I certainly didn't want any motel wo rker to see 
me.  

Somehow, I felt like the owner intended to use the 'F' word 
after the 'NO' word. I knew how to play the game. N o pooping or 
peeing on the premises. Also, I won’t claw any of t he furniture 
or fixtures.  

Mike paid for a week's stay. As soon as Mike return ed from 
the Motel Office, I slithered into his duffel bag t hen gave him 
a grin. We were on our way to room number 26. Livin g on the 
second floor would be a lot safer than living on th e ground 
floor.  

Mike and I slept for several hours, awakening early  in the 
morning. We were hungry and thirsty. Mike decided t o go out to 
get some food. I re-slithered into his duffel bag. 

Knowing that the maid would be cleaning the room sh ortly 
afterwards, I didn't want to be inside our motel ro om.  

Mike and I ate at Pancake Island. We had pancakes, eggs, 
milk, juice, toast, jam, margarine, and coffee. It was a meal 
that I could never forget.  

Things went fine for the entire week. We checked ou t of the 
Blue Sky Motel at 11:00 A.M., Kansas bound.  

As soon as we entered the highway, Mike turned on t he 
radio, adjusting the tuner to KDSA FM 1000. We were  now in 
northeastern Arizona. Mike was taking the scenic ro ute back to 
Kansas. Otherwise, we would've reached Colorado by then.  

KDSA's a soft music station calmed me down consider ably. 
For several hours, Mike and I stayed silent. With a  long drive, 
soft music, and exhaustion, what could we have said ? 

Mike continued driving until we reached eastern Col orado. 
He exited the highway then headed for the nearest t own.  

Napping, Colorado was a somewhat sleepy town. It wa s 
exactly what we needed.  

Mike and I slept like babies, until we were abruptl y 
awakened by a policeman. He gave Mike a stern warni ng then 
advised us to 'move on'.  

Mike did just that. He turned on the ignition then drove 
his van out of Napping city limits.  

Somehow, I felt like Mike was hiding something from  me. I 
suspected that it was a dark secret.  

Because of my gut feeling, I changed my mind about staying 
with Mike. Now, I planned to stay with him for only  a week. 
Afterwards, I'd have to continue my trek. Of course , under no 
circumstances would I tell Mike where I really plan ned on going.  

Suddenly, a shocker just about made me defecate in my seat. 
I took notice of a freaking roadblock just ahead. I n an instant, 
my pulse and blood pressure shot up through the clo uds! I could 
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see some of the participants clearly. Others were m ore or less 
silhouettes. Lucky for me, I had feline vision.  

As we got closer to the roadblock, I was certain th at it 
wasn't a 'drunk driver check'. Seven of the Colorad o State 
Troopers (CSTs) were holding their firearms in thei r hands. 

Furthermore, the expression on their faces indicate d that 
they were searching for a very dangerous fugitive, like a cat?  

It looked like I was about to be taken in by CSTs. Indeed, 
they had a composite sketch of me.  

"Mike if they see me in this van, you may be arrest ed for 
aiding and abetting, or maybe as an accomplice to m urder. Who 
knows? Maybe you’ll be charged with multiple counts .  

Mike! They may ask you a dozen sensitive questions!  Please 
be alert and ready to lie, if need be!" I exclaimed .  

"Jody, you're absolutely right. Quickly, hide under neath 
your seat. Don't move, sneeze, scratch, or bite any thing, 
especially me!" ordered Mike.  

Mike slowly inched his van towards the roadblock. B y now, 
there were only six vehicles in front of us.  

I had a gut feeling that something was seriously wr ong. I 
was hoping that 'my gut feeling' was unfounded. Oth erwise, a 
fight or flight response would be called for. Until  then, 
patience was my only virtue.  

When Mike's turn came, he stopped his van then wait ed 
attentively. For a few seconds, there was nothing b ut dead 
silence. Then, a fat CST circled Mike's van. 

Although I couldn't see him, I sure-as-hell felt hi s flabby 
feet pounding onto the gravel. I wondered why he'd circled the 
van.  

Then, another CST approached Mike's van. This guy p ounded 
Mike with aggressive questions, one-after-another, without any 
let-up.  

After six aggressive questions, the CST began to ea se up.  
"Sir, give me your driver's license and registratio n. It's 
imperative that you don't make any sudden moves. 

Furthermore, if your cell phone rings, turn the dam n thing 
off! In fact, turn it off, right now! Also, remove your keys 
from the ignition!" commanded the CST.  

"State Trooper, I promise ... I'm a good physician, " 
replied Mike.  

"You're a physician? Dr. Michael Von Hauser? I'll t ell you 
what's going on here.  

Dr. Von Hauser, we're searching for a 'ferocious' s erial 
killer. She's already brutally murdered eight peopl e in 
California, beginning with her best friend's man. 
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Thereafter, she left a trail of blood, sweat, and t ears. 
We've received numerous calls from concerned citize ns claiming 
that they saw Jody Wilson enter a van," said the CS T.  

"Is that so?" asked Mike.  
"That little harlot should be hanged by her ugly ta il. 

Then, she should be skinned alive and left unattend ed to. 
Finally, she should be beaten to death. Hardly anyo ne in this 
country will shed a tear," said another CST.  

"We believe that Jody Wilson's going back to Missou ri. We 
must capture her before she decides to hurt anyone else. 

In fact, she's a threat to our entire country. But then, 
she may decide to go up to Canada and wreak havoc u pon our 
'northern neighbors'.  

By the way, I'm Kansas State Trooper McNabb. My dau ghter 
and I are taking a mini-vacation here in Colorado. Although I'm 
officially off-duty, and not a law man in Colorado,  Governor 
Tally has given me special permission to work with the Colorado 
Authorities in capturing Jody Wilson. 

Governor Tally heard about what'd happened to my da ughter. 
That's probably why he gave me permission to help f ind that 
little jezebel, Jody Wilson.  

My daughter and I recently had a run-in with Jody W ilson. 
She needs to be captured, pronto!"  

"Come on, daddy! Let's find that little harlot! She  harmed 
me once, never again! I don't want that little harl ot to kill 
any more HUMANS! I don't want her to steal anyone's  food, 
either!" shouted Agnes.  

What?! I felt like tearing the van apart from the i nside 
out, then destroying that little geek. Her only fri end in the 
whole world was her father. What a joke!  

I bit the bullet. There was no use in dragging Mike  into my 
personal vendettas. Also, any move on my part would 've caused an 
incredible stir. It would guarantee my immediate ar rest.  

I don't want Jody Wilson to attack me, or anyone el se. I 
just want to get back home in one piece," said Mike .  

Agnes approached Mike's van. She had mustard, onion , 
garlic, mayo, chips, cookies, and pop, on her breat h. No doubt, 
she'd just finished eating a large meal. 

I think that she may have had mild suspicions about  my 
presence in the van. She thought that the scent of food on her 
person would drive me up the wall. 

"I was victimized by that little cougar! She snatch ed my 
food, from my beautiful hands then brutally mauled me. I'm still 
having nightmares about the incident! 

If you see her, tell her that I hope she rots in he ll!" 
shouted Agnes.  
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Mike paused for a moment, said goodbye then drove o ff. I 
was now certain that if the authorities ever got th eir hands on 
me, they'd burn me at the stake. Like many of my an cestors.  

Mike drove for two hours without saying a word. I d idn't 
know what to make of it. Mike knew that I was the ' little 
harlot' the police searching for.  

When Mike broke his silence, I braced myself for a possible 
verbal confrontation; worse yet, an expulsion from his van. 

Would Mike believe my version of what'd really happ ened? I 
wondered.  

"Jody, I kept my mouth shut about you because I hea rd a 
one-sided story. I can't presume you're guilt witho ut knowing 
the facts. Isn’t that right? 

I think deep down inside, you're a good cat. You wo uldn't 
kill a human being without a justifiable reason. I just can't 
believe that you'd kill a human being in cold blood .  

I will drive you back to Missouri. In all honesty, I don't 
think the authorities are expecting you to return t o your home 
state. I think they were just trying to appear 'com prehensive' 
in their search for you. It may have been a strateg y; to confuse 
you about where they're searching. 

One thing's for certain: you can't stay here, or ev er go 
back to the southwest," said Mike.  

I placed my forelegs on Mike's right thigh then gri nned at 
him. He glanced at me then sent me a sweet smile. A ll seemed 
good.  

"Listen, I'll pull over into the next rest stop. Yo u and I 
should take a long talk. We can clear our heads. Af terwards, 
I'll take you to Missouri.  

I brushed the side of my head against Mike's right bicep, 
indicating that I was in full agreement. I had to t ell him more 
about myself. After all, he'd treated me so well. I  mean, he 
didn't snitch on me.  

Mike turned right at the first exit then drove stra ight to 
a rest stop. Thankfully, it only took a few minutes  to get 
there.  

Mike entered the rest stop then parked his van in a  far off 
corner. As soon as we exited the van, I pointed my paw in the 
direction of a mini-park roughly fifty yards away f rom our 
position.  

Mike and I walked to the park, scanned the area the n 
entered it. We sat on a nearby bench, then I opened -up.  

I narrated my whole life's story to Mike, beginning  with my 
birth to the present. I didn't leave anything impor tant out. 

It took me three hours to finish the job. Mike inte rrupted 
me a few times, for clarification purposes. Aside f rom that, he 
was all ears.  
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"Jody, I think there’s something 'fishy' about your  life. I 
think you're a very special cat. I also think that you’re 
destined to enter other timelines and dimensions Ma ybe, some of 
your close friends are like you. I mean it!  

Mike asked me to follow him back to his van, so we could 
talk freely.  

"Jody, I think that the whirling tunnel will always  be part 
of your life. Unless the whirling tunnel is somehow  destroyed or 
vanishes when after you change the timeline. 

It almost sounds like the whirling tunnel seeks you ! I 
can’t believe that your intimate friends are part o f your life 
by chance. 

Just look back at your life. I'm sure you can find a thing 
or two that supports what I'm saying," said Mike.  

"But, I remember back when I was a little kitty. My  mommy 
and I were inside a cage in a filthy puppy mill. Da mn it! I'm 
from Missouri. I'm an American cat! My siblings wer e snatched 
from our cage! I remember this perfectly well!" I s houted.  

"Wait! Did you actually see your siblings 'get snat ched' 
from the cage? Do you remember what your mother loo ked like? Did 
you ever see your father?" asked Mike.  

"No, as you're well-aware, cats don't open their ey es 
immediately after birth. Naturally, I was blind at the time the 
incident occurred," I responded.  

"No, you weren't blind. You were most likely blindf olded, 
or maybe you had something pasted in your eyes,” sa id Mike.  

I was shocked! Mike was right. I never quite rememb ered the 
things that supposedly happened to me. I only remem ber what my 
supposed mother had told me. The memories of my mot her were 
inserted into my mind. 

“However, this doesn’t negate the horrific ordeal t hat your 
sweet and loving mother had to endure. There are to o many 
bunchers around! I hate those damn bastards! They c an’t 
understand the love that’s between a human and an a nimal! 

Jody, I know that you’ve heard of the Amber alert. Now, I 
think that there should be a Mandy alert. 

A Mandy alert can be the animal equivalent of the A mber 
alert. However, I would limit its use to dogs and c ats. 

Because there are a large number of companion anima l thefts 
each year, I would place the Mandy alert primarily on a national 
website. Other outlets can also be used,” said Mike . 

“Mike, you are a genius, and I love you very much! I think 
that a Mandy alert is long overdue. 

"Getting back to my life’s story, what about my bar fing 
episodes, and my exhaustion after strenuous activit y?” I asked.  
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"Of course you barfed. You're made out of flesh. Ju st 
because you are a timeline/inter dimensional travel er does not 
make you an iron cat.  

Also, I do believe that you did hard time in a stin king 
puppy mill. But, don’t let that bum you out. You ha dn’t 
committed any crime/s that justified your being the re.  

Regarding the whirling tunnel, every single time th at you 
enter it, something in the universe time line will change. Be it 
small, medium, or large. Or, there could be countle ss changes. 
This is an absolute fact.  

Mike insisted on examining me. Although he wasn't a  
veterinarian, he did have a medical degree.  

We arrived at Mike's mansion deep into the night. W e were 
exhausted. I couldn't take my beautiful eyes off of  Mike's 
mansion. 

It was very large, white, sparkling, and had a well -trimmed 
lawn, with a three car garage. Best of all there wa s a white 
picket fence outlining the perimeter of the front l awn.  

Incredibly, there was a gazebo in a far corner of t he lawn. 
This was the mansion that all cats dream of living in.  

Mike parked his van inside his garage, turned off t he 
ignition, then sat silent for a minute.  

Afterwards, Mike turned to face me then extended hi s hand 
in friendship. I raised my right foreleg then place d it on the 
palm of his hand.  

After our hand-paw shake I play-bit Mike’s neck. My  actions 
caused Mike to laugh. I wished that all humans were  like him.  

Sometimes, when a cat play-bites a human, the respo nse is 
outright aggression. I could never quite understand  this 
peculiar/violent behavior of humans.  

After our play-biting routine, Mike petted me betwe en the 
ears, then on my side. I in turn, rubbed his bicep with the side 
of my head.  

After Mike and I exited the van, he escorted me to a large 
tree located next to his garage.  

Although I couldn't understand why Mike wanted me t o go 
there, he was paying for all of my expenses. So, I went along 
with it.  

Mike motioned me to stay put, while he entered his mansion. 
He kept me waiting for fifteen minutes. For a brief  moment, I 
contemplated leaving. Thankfully, I decided to stay  put.  

Mike and a very attractive woman exited the mansion . He'd 
changed into casual wear; a blue pocket T-shirt, je ans, and 
black leather shoes. The attractive woman was weari ng a 
beautiful brown dress. Back in her prime, she could 've had any 
man in the whole world. I'm glad that she chose Mik e.  
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As Mike and the attractive woman approached the tre e, I 
detected an abnormality in Mike's pulse; his heart was beating 
irregularly. In addition, his face appeared pale an d gaunt. 
Sweat was dripping from his forehead at an alarming  rate.  

I sensed that Mike was about to have a heart attack . I 
leaped towards Mike, in order to warn him of the on coming 
horror.  

Unfortunately, as soon as I opened my mouth to spea k, Mike 
fell onto the lawn. His heart and blood circulation  had stopped. 
Mike was dead! There was nothing we could do for Mi ke. 

I'd lost another dear friend. Perhaps, Mike could n ever be 
replaced. I'd have to wait and see.  

What followed was a depressing spectacle. I'd never  forget 
it! Never!  

"Mike, please don't die on me! I think I kind of lo ve you! 
I need you to be with me! I'm sorry for being an un faithful 
wife! I'm sorry I married you for your money! I'm s orry I was 
impregnated by another man! I'm sorry for brutally killing our 
parrot! I'm sorry for being such an insensitive bit ch! Please, 
honey, don't die on me!" shouted Mike's widow.  

After Mike's widow opened-up, she ran around the la wn, like 
a wild chicken. 

A short while later she finally came to her senses.  After 
pulling out her cell phone, she called 911. But, wi th all the 
depression and tension in the air, I couldn't get m yself to tell 
her that Mike had passed away.  

A short while later I heard the faint sound of an a mbulance 
siren. Then the dreaded sounds; sirens emanating fr om two patrol 
cars. 

Yikes, it was time to scram! I slowly crept away, n ever to 
be seen by Mike's widow again.  

As I was creeping away, I heard another act of trea chery. 
Mike's widow told the police that 'Jody Wilson' had  scared her 
husband to death. I figured she'd had a life insura nce policy on 
her husband. I ended up with another murder charge on my 'rap 
sheet'.  

In addition to becoming a more desperate fugitive, I was 
now homeless, again. However, I did learn one impor tant lesson: 
anyone could turn against me, even total strangers.  To them, I 
was a large gold bullion bar.  

Because there was a bounty on my head, the best per son to 
trust was Jody Wilson. Just about everyone else was  a potential 
back stabber.  

I continued my walk through Kansas without incident . I 
snatched food, water, and milk, from here and there . Thankfully, 
on three separate occasions, I was given free food by a few good 
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Samaritans. I wished there were more of them in the  human 
community.  

Not all was good, however. I was burning off too mu ch 
energy from all the moving and worrying. I needed t o consume 
larger quantities of solids and liquids. I entered Missouri slim 
and slightly gaunt.  

I also developed red eyes. The kind a human gets du ring jet 
lag, or after a big night of partying. I took notic e of my eyes 
'serendipitously' while strolling past a shop windo w.  

Although the earth had changed from the time that I  was a 
resident at Camp Puppy Mill, I was sure that it was  still there. 
I had to return and help the inmates!  

I trekked towards the dreaded puppy mill, with the intent 
on causing some major changes. Somebody had to be p unished 
severely.  

I recalled that the puppy mill was somewhere in 
northwestern Missouri. I walked north for an hour, then due east 
for several hours.  

As I walked through Missouri, I got 'flash memories ' from 
particular places. The terrain, homes, trees, and o verall scent 
of the area, was giving me goose bumps.  

As soon as I entered a dirt road off Junction 21 No rth, I 
knew that the puppy mill was a short distance away.  

I scanned the area then sprinted to the puppy mill,  like a 
cheetah. A mile later, I slowed down to a walking p ace. I wasn’t 
a 'SUPERCAT'. What a bummer!  

As soon as I began to hear the faint cries of dogs and 
cats, excitement engulfed my senses.  

Indeed, I could now smell the stench and sickness e manating 
from Camp Puppy Mill. My adrenaline level shot thro ugh the 
clouds. Also, an incredible quantity of blood rushe d to my 
muscles.  

I entered the forested area that hid the puppy mill  from 
society. Instead of charging my target, I decided t o have 
something to eat, first. My morals wouldn't be test ed in this 
dreaded puppy mill. 

Taking food from this hell-hole was my absolute rig ht and 
duty! After what I'd endured here? Yes! I deserved countless 
free meals.  

I walked through a treaded path, which cut through the 
forested area like a scalpel. Now, I could also sme ll traces of 
cocaine, crack, heroin, and dope, scattered around the path. No 
doubt, the puppy mill was only one enterprise for ' the 
Administrator'. The other was a drug processing and  smuggling 
ring.  

As soon as I was within spitting distance of the pe rimeter 
fence, the stench of fecal matter, urine, infection , blood, 
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disinfectant, and rotting flesh, almost overtook me . I turned 
back then briefly walked away. I almost puked my br ains out. 

The 'vomit scent' brought back bitter memories. So bitter, 
I had to hide behind a tree so I could cry my brain s out.  

I cried for fifteen minutes, before recuperating. I  had a 
very important mission to accomplish.  

I scaled a large tree that 'canopied' into the pupp y mill. 
I saw the incredible pain on the faces of many dogs  and a few 
cats that were being punished by a PMW. Indeed, I e xpected to 
see much more.  

Going through the whirling tunnel had altered the 
appearance of the puppy mill. It was now considerab ly larger and 
a lot smellier.  

As I was planning my entry into the puppy mill, I t ook 
notice of a 'fatso' security guard eating a jelly d onut. She was 
sitting inside the security booth of the main gate.  She was 
holding her jelly donut in one hand, and a mug of c offee in the 
other. I could also see a carton of 'goodies' on a round table 
beside her. I needed to eat, but not a one hundred percent junk 
food meal.  

I leaped into the puppy mill premises, landing next  to the 
security booth. If the security guard had stuck her  head out of 
the window and looked down, she would've seen me.  

Many of the puppy mill animals took notice of me. T hey 
began to shout in joy. Instantly, I leaped onto the  roof of the 
security booth then squatted down.  

The raucous caused the security guard to exit her b ooth 
then scan the area. After seeing nothing, she took several steps 
towards the rowdy animals. 

Then she pulled out a canister of mace. After point ing the 
canister in the general direction of the rowdiest o f the 
animals, they shut their mouths, instantly.  

After the raucous died down, I waited patiently for  thirty 
minutes. My first priority was to feed myself.  

The security guard exited her booth then walked to the main 
office building. No doubt, she had to relieve herse lf. As soon 
as she was out of sight, I leaped onto the ground t hen quickly 
entered the security booth. There, I found a beauti ful fridge 
waiting to be opened.  

Suddenly, I froze like a pop sickle, unable to move  any of 
my muscles. The shock of seeing a free-for-all buff et was too 
much for me.  

After recovering from the shock, I crept towards th e 
fridge. Then, I slowly opened the fridge door. I co uldn't 
believe my eyes! There must've been a ton of food i nside!  

I took out everything that I needed, even a slice o f apple 
pie. I wasn't about to let any good food slip by me .  
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I enjoyed every single morsel and drop that entered  my 
body, especially the two jelly donuts that I had fo r dessert.  

After finishing my meal, I resumed my mission. But,  I had 
to tell the puppy mill animals not to make a raucou s while I was 
preparing for their escape.  

I ran towards a group of caged animals that were pl aced in 
front of Shed C. I told them what they needed to kn ow.  

"Please, listen to me! I don't want you to alert an y of the 
PMWs of my presence. I'm here to get you out! But, you must be 
patient with me. I must remove the threat then you can all be 
free!  

As I was explaining my strategy to the puppy mill a nimals, 
four PMWs exited the main office building. 

A skinny, ugly man who was wearing a navy blue suit  
appeared to be in charge. He was walking like a pro ud peacock. 
The other men followed him like puppies.  

"Hey, I need to sell that dummy cat over there to o ne of my 
special clients; someone who'll pay a hundred bucks  for her. 
She's a prize purebred!  

On the 'official market', I could easily get a thou sand 
bucks for her.  

Listen, I've got money coming out of my ass. I can retire 
soon. But, I need to go to Asia first. I can make a  good 
killing. 

I want to purchase many exotic animals. I'll sell t hem to 
my special clients. Afterwards, I'll retire up in C anada," said 
the man in charge.  

"Mr. Administrator, you are one hell of a guy! I lo ve you 
because you’re so freaking cool,” said a PMW.  

“Tubs thanks a lot for the ‘reality statement’. 
In these parts, I've got a 'secret pal' who tips me  off 

every time the authorities prepare for a sting oper ation against 
me.  

Look, I absolutely love my country. I'm giving my f ellow 
citizens an opportunity to purchase companion anima ls at an 
incredible discount.  

Damn it! I'm not a freaking 'animal pimp'! I hate i t when 
people call me that!" shouted the Administrator.  

"Yes, Mr. Administrator. Whatever you say is always  
correct. Also, anything that we say that contradict s what you 
say is always wrong.  

We'll have to get rid of these puppy mill creatures  in the 
near future.  

Maybe, we should have a super sale? Like fifty perc ent off 
for three consecutive days. The rest of the animals  can be 
poisoned, burned, then scattered throughout the for ested area," 
said Tubs.  



    

    

408 

 

"Tubs, you're close to being my favorite bunker. Yo u're 
right. I want you guys to sell off as many of the p uppy mill 
animals as you can, before I return from my trip to  Asia.  

I'm leaving tomorrow evening, and I'll be back in t hree 
weeks. Once again, I want this place to be empty an d devoid of 
all animal life.  

If any animal puts up a fight or becomes too defian t, use 
physical force to repulse him/her. Lethal force, if  need be. 

You guys know where the firearms are. Right?" asked  the 
Administrator.  

"Yes, we certainly do," answered Tubs.  
I had a change of heart. Although my primary intent  was to 

liberate all of the puppy mill animals, I decided t o play it 
safe. I was a wanted cat. If I destroyed the puppy mill, beat-up 
several workers, then allowed the animals to escape , the 
authorities would make it their number one priority  to capture 
me, dead or alive, with even more tenacity.  

Even the scumbag Administrator was 'less wanted' th an I 
was.  

As I was beginning to leave the puppy mill, I yet h ad 
another change of heart. 

However, my new game plan called for one 'offensive  action' 
against the puppy mill. Then, I'd be on my way.  

I cautiously approached Shed G. After ensuring that  the 
coast was clear, I slowly entered the shed. I figur ed that one 
escaped animal from this hell-hole was a loss to th e 
Administrator. Good enough for me!  
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'PRETTY BOY' RATOS  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Instantly, I got the shock of my life! In a cage th at was 

located in a neutral corner was a rat feasting on a  canine 
carcass.  

The rat had somehow squeezed his body through the c age 
bars. He looked like he was really enjoying himself . Too much 
for his own good. 

You see, he'd eaten so much 'carcass flesh' squeezi ng out 
through the cage bars was now impossible, unless he  was helped 
by a beautiful kitty.  

I slowly approached the rat, making sure not to app ear 
overly aggressive, or angry. I only wanted to conve rse with him.    
Although I'd never accepted the idea of a rat chomp ing down on a 
dog, I had important things to say.  

As soon as I was within spitting distance of the ca ge, I 
began to converse with the rat.  

"You must be very hungry in order to risk your life  by 
eating that dog. If a PMW were to enter this shed, it'll be 
curtains for you.  

Indeed, rats can eat almost anything. This is one o f the 
main reasons why your species has survived through countless 
horrific ordeals. 
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Rats are almost as resilient as roaches. In fact, s ome cats 
believe that rats are actually 'fleshy roaches'.  

Just a few words of advice: don't plan on moving up  to 
Alberta, Canada. The Provincial Government of Alber ta has done 
an incredible job of 'controlling' its rat populati on.  

I don't want you to eat too much. You may end up lo oking 
like a snake that’d swallowed a cow. You'll be bulg ing all over. 
In addition, you’ll be too big to run away from the  PMWs. 

Even now, you're too big to squeeze through the cag e bars. 
Don't worry, I'll help you.  

I shall liberate at least one animal from this stin king 
Camp. This puppy mill should be erased, permanently ! It's an 
insult to the concept of mercy and compassion. No a nimal should 
serve time in this place.  

Any animal who serves time in this puppy mill will have 
lifelong scars; physical and mental. Now, 'Mr. Rat' , please tell 
me your story," I requested.  

"My name is Pretty-Boy Ramos. In the rat world, I'm  a 
pretty boy. I'm not ashamed of being so good lookin g. Actually, 
it's an asset. After all, who wants to be ugly?  

Listen the rat empire is enormous. Wherever there's  food, 
rats and roaches are there. Rats and roaches were t here when 
Columbus and Cortes landed on the shores of this he misphere. 

Rats and roaches slithered off the ships with the h umans, 
animals, and cargo. As soon we landed ashore, the e ntire 
hemisphere was ours. In essence, we became permanen t residents.  

Thereafter, we proceeded to colonize this hemispher e, as 
our forefathers and foremothers had colonized other  parts of the 
world. 

Nobody can defeat us! We're still around in Alberta , but 
fewer in numbers. That is, compared to the recent p ast. You see, 
we're waiting. One day, we shall return to Alberta in full 
force!"  

"You really think so?" I asked.  
"Come on, kitty! We're just taking a breather. As s oon as 

an opportunity arises, we'll return," said Pretty-B oy.  
"By the way, I'm Jody Wilson. I apologize for inter rupting 

your meal. I would like to get to know you. Where a re you from?" 
I asked.  

"I'm from New York. I'm a big city rat. Don't forge t that. 
From the moment that I was born other rats sensed t hat I was 
special. Also, they could see that I was good looki ng.  

You know the story. I lived a rough-and-tumble life  on the 
tough streets of New York; competing with internal and external 
enemies. Not knowing when or where my next meal was  going to 
come from, or if I was going to be knocked off by a  rat 
exterminator. 
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Exterminators are of our worst enemies. Rats hate t heir 
guts! They enter our 'hood' in order to kill us off . Other kinds 
of exterminators destroy roaches. If roaches go, we 'll fill the 
vacuum.  

To put it into perspective, rat exterminators are t he 
equivalent of your VCOs. No stray animal should eve r trust, or 
befriend a VCO. 

VCOs are paid to capture and/or kill animals. It de pends on 
the jurisdiction, the species of the animal/s, and the general 
circumstances. In some regions, animals may be spay ed or 
neutered. But don't count on it.  

During my prime, I hit many grocery stores, superma rkets, 
hotels, motels, homes, and malls. Although malls we re my 
favorite targets, security's a bit tight therein.  

Whenever I spotted a nice place, I'd sneak inside t hen wait 
for the right moment. Usually, I had to wait until after hours.  

Unfortunately, as time passed, I became more ambiti ous, 
pompous, and overconfident. I began to 'hit' establ ishments 
during working hours. I'd wait until the chef wasn' t looking, 
before making my move.  

In the beginning, I was batting a thousand. Unfortu nately, 
as time passed, the authorities and business owners  became aware 
of my activities. 

In fact, NYPD, FBI, and the NYBI (New York Bureau o f 
Investigation), developed composite sketches of me.  

Jeepers, they posted my composite sketches on their  
official websites and in U.S. Post Offices across t he country. 
Not to mention, the countless window shops, telepho ne poles, and 
whatever else.  

It took two whole years for the governors of the fi fty 
states to place a reward for my capture: DEAD OR AL IVE. 
Absolutely no questions asked.  

The 'dreaded day' occurred on a cold Tuesday mornin g, in 
early January. I entered a Greek restaurant from th e back door, 
thinking about my free meal. What was I going to ea t? I 
wondered.  

As soon as I entered Victor's Gyros House, I leaped  onto 
the nearest counter then snatched a large slice of Greek-style 
pizza.  

I ended up hiding underneath a large table. Nearby,  a pudgy 
chef was preparing a gigantic bowl of Greek Salad.  

By some strange coincidence, the pudgy chef acciden tally 
dropped a utensil onto the floor. As he leaned over  to pick up 
the utensil, he took 'immediate notice' of my prese nce. We 
locked eyes for a few seconds. 
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To make matters worse, a large slab of pizza cheese  was 
dangling from the side of my mouth. Furthermore, I was chewing 
on a large swath of pizza.  

The chef went ballistic! I still can't understand w hy he 
cursed me, my ancestors, and my entire species. I s tood there 
with a mouthful of food, clutched between my powerf ul incisors 
and jaws. While he was cursing me, I was chomping d own on tasty 
pizza.  

"You freaking bastard! How dare you come into my ki tchen 
then help yourself to my delicious food! I curse yo u! You and 
your entire freaking family! You! I know that you'r e like me! 
You're from the 'Greek Isles'! How dare you insult our Greek 
heritage and culture!" shouted the pudgy chef.  

Without warning, the pudgy chef reached for a hatch et, then 
began to swing it at me. I hauled-ass! The pudgy ch ef chased me, 
like an enraged rhino.  

The pudgy chef chased me through the busy streets o f 
downtown New York. I ran like hell, trying my best evade him. 

Meanwhile, the pudgy chef continued his pursuit. I was so 
terrified, I ended-up running in a zigzag pattern, like an 
antelope evading a predator.  

Shockingly, after running for five full blocks, the  chef 
began to call on fellow New Yorkers to chase me dow n. He 
informed him that I was the 'real McCoy'. That was the nickname 
the FBI had given me.  

Instantly, every John, Dick, Harry, and Sally, join ed in 
the pursuit. I found myself being chased down by a large swarm 
of humans. I guess they'd had their own problems wi th rats. 

We've got a terrible reputation in the human commun ity; in 
case you didn't notice. To them, we look ugly, scar y, and 
cunning. Well, they look the same to us.  

I ended up running a total of twenty five blocks, b efore 
ditching the swarm of humans. I ended up taking she lter inside 
an abandoned building that smelled as sweet as a se wer. It 
already had residents inside; animals only. Their ‘ scents’ were 
quite noticeable.  

I spent several days inside the abandoned building,  making 
sure to evade the other residents. I was demoted to  eating 
measly scraps, and licking droplets of water, from leaky pipes. 
The water was 'infested' with rust.  

Soon, my appetite grew exponentially. I was alone, tired, 
confused, and wanted to leave New York. In fact, I had to leave 
the east coast.  

It wasn't like I didn't love my home town. Jody, I was born 
in New York! In addition to my being wanted by the local, state, 
and federal authorities, Officer Carey became a big  thorn in my 
side.  
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Officer Carey was a cop on the beat who had a 'snoo py 
personality'. He knew what was going on in the enti re downtown 
district of New York. His number one mission in lif e was to 
capture me: DEAD OR ALIVE.  

Officer Carey was the typical old time cop on the b eat. He 
had a pot belly, and carried a big gun, mace, and a  night stick. 
I'd seen him use his night stick on humans and rats .  

By late January, I became incredibly desperate for some 
real food and drink. My hunger became quite unbeara ble. 

Venturing out of the abandoned building became an 
unbearable necessity. Deep down, I knew that the ga me was over. 
It was only a matter of time before I had to leave New York. 

I started creeping through the countless New York 
alleyways, in search of something to eat and drink.  Luckily, I 
chose a Saturday night to make my biggest move. 

The neighborhood was swarming with humans. There wa s much 
partying and eating. With the dining came much food  tossing. 
Areas near the dumpsters were full of goodies. Howe ver, I still 
wanted to eat fresh foods.  

While creeping through one specific alley, I took n otice of 
puke on the ground. Puke is something that I could never eat. I 
walked around it then wished that I was never hungr y enough to 
eat it, or anything similar to it, for that matter.  

As I continued my search for food, a sudden jolt hi t my 
olfactory senses. I 'scented' vanilla cake emanatin g from 
Stanley Harper’s Steakhouse. 

Although Harper’s is famous for its steaks, that va nilla 
cake was driving me nuts!  

I planned on having steak, fries, salad, and a drin k. Then, 
I'd have a gigantic slice of vanilla cake for desse rt.  

Jody, I love my steak medium, with lots of ketchup.  
Absolutely, no steak sauce!  

I crept into the alley behind Harper’s Steakhouse, 
searching for a way inside. Although there was plen ty of 
'garbage food' nearby, I completely ignored it. Bac k in those 
days, I only ate uppity foods, if the circumstances  permitted. 
Only when I had no other choice in the matter, did I resort to 
lowering my standards.  

Thankfully, the kitchen door was slightly ajar. As I 
approached it, my heartbeat began to flutter. If I' d been a dog, 
the foam and drool in my mouth would've dangled to the ground.  

Taking advantage of the moment, I entered through t he 
opening then headed straight to my food source. I f elt like a 
grizzly bear following a scent. 

After carefully scanning the kitchen, I zoomed-in o n a slab 
of steak that had been placed on a large white plat e. I couldn't 
have cared less about who'd ordered the steak. Now,  it was mine! 
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The two chefs and the assistant in the kitchen were  very busy 
preparing the orders.  

I quickly scaled the food counter. Then, with calcu lated 
precision, I bit into my steak, one bite after anot her. It was 
so nice!  

Unfortunately, I made the fatal mistake of taking m y eyes 
off the kitchen staff. Once again, I'd become too p ompous and 
too overconfident for my own good. I should have kn own better.  

Shockingly, my arch nemesis Officer Carey entered t he 
kitchen. Apparently, he'd been tipped off about my presence.  

I knew who'd tipped off Officer Carey. It was that creep 
Vincent 'The Snitch' Rodentsky. 

Rodentsky was a no-good, nothing! He'd tried to tak e over 
my turf on five separate occasions. I beat him sens eless each 
time. Now, he had a very strong ally.  

"Ratos, freeze, don't freaking move! Or try anythin g 
stupid! If you do, I'll kill you where you stand!" shouted 
Officer Carey.  

After I froze, Officer Carey gave me a boring lectu re about 
the horror and sin of terrorizing the citizens of N ew York. He'd 
made it clear to me that I was finished. I wasn't g oing to be an 
incredible rat anymore.  

Then, I moved. After wolfing down what was left of my 
steak, I leaped onto the kitchen floor. 

Afterwards, I cautiously approached Officer Carey. As soon 
as I got to within an inch of the tips of his shoes , I stopped 
dead in my tracks. After looking up at him straight  in the face, 
I waited patiently for a response.  

Officer Carey's face turned red, then chalky white.  He was 
shocked at my audacity and boldness. He couldn't qu ite 
understand why I was a proud rat. The food that I'd  snatched was 
'mine' for the eating. Didn't he know that I was on e of New 
York's proudest rats?  

Officer Carey began to jab his finger in my head. T hen, he 
systematically insulted me.  

"You, you're an insult to this country! You're an i nsult to 
New York! You're an insult ... period!  

You're a two-bit sewer rat, who's got no real frien ds! 
You're finished!" shouted Officer Carey.  

That was the last straw. I was just about to launch  an 
attack against Officer Carey, when a mean-spirited German 
shepherd entered the kitchen. 

Like other 'sell-outs', he was a no-good sell-out. NYPD 
made this dog think that he was a VIP of some sort.  

Some retired police dogs spend the rest of their li ves in 
utter disgrace and boredom. One retired police dog in Alaska was 
holed-up inside a pen. A concrete pen ... indefinit ely.  
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The 'sell-out' snarled at me then looked up at Offi cer 
Carey for reassurance. Indeed, it was a despicable sight.  

A short while later three police officers entered t he 
kitchen. One of the police officers was carrying wr itten orders 
from Mayor Hank Richards. The orders were for me: L EAVE THE EAST 
COAST, OR YOU'LL BE EXECUTED! IMMEDIATELY!  

Officer Carey grinned then gave 'his buddies' thumb s up. 
Then, he waved me over to the double doors leading out of the 
kitchen. 

I left the kitchen, a sad and lonely rat. I couldn' t 
understand the mayor’s spastic reaction. For me, it  meant a one 
way trip to the Midwest.  

Jody, I was utterly shocked! After all, I was born in this 
country! Forced transfer was an act of cruelty.  

As soon as I exited Harper’s Steakhouse it started to rain 
heavily. Then, it 'metamorphosed' into a terrible t hunderstorm. 
I had to keep moving.  

As soon as I was out of New York City limits, I ran  to 
Reinhold’s Gas Station. Because the thunderstorm wa s so 
horrific, many of the stores and businesses closed early. Hardly 
anyone was out driving. That's very surprising, con sidering what 
part of the country I was in.  

I entered the premises of Reinhold’s Gas Station th en hid 
behind a dumpster for close to an hour. I decided t o do one last 
job, for 'goodbye-New York's Sake'. 

Jody, I'd burned off countless calories from my lon g walk. 
I needed nourishment!  

I cautiously crept around 'the establishment', look ing for 
a way in. Luckily there was a hole in the snack sho p window. It 
looked like someone had thrown a big rock into the window.  

As soon as I entered the snack shop, I searched for  food. 
Thankfully, I found strips of beef jerky, chips, ju ice, milk, 
pop, water bottles, and pastries on numerous shelve s and in the 
glass fridge. Naturally, I pigged out until I was c ompletely 
satiated.  

After finishing my extravagant meal I glanced at a brown 
clock on the wall. It was 7:30 P.M.  

Surprisingly, it was still pouring outside. In effe ct, I 
had to stay inside Reinhold’s Gas Station snack sho p until the 
sky cleared. Regardless, I had to keep an eye out f or cops, and 
'Mr. Reynolds'.  

I goofed around till 9:00 P.M. Then, I closed my ey es. 
Believe me, I slept like a baby.  

I was awakened at midnight by a night terror! The n ight 
terror caused me to run around like a terrified mou se. I was 
screaming my head off! Luckily, I came to my senses .  



    

    

416 

 

In my night terror, Officer Carey, who was the mons ter, was 
chasing me around New York City. Thank GOD, he only  got to 
within a foot of me. That's when I awakened.  

After eating my second meal, I exited Reinhold’s Ga s 
Station. I wasn't taking any chances. If I'd been s een by an 
officer of the law, every available FBI agent, alon g with state 
and local officers, would've converged upon me, lik e flies on a 
pile of dung.  

I continued my trek for several miles, before spott ing a 
nice 24-hour restaurant. I crept towards it then hi d behind a 
large tree adjacent to the restaurant parking lot. 

After waiting for twenty five minutes, a man drivin g a blue 
Pontiac pulled into a parking space just a few feet  away from 
me. It was my golden opportunity!  

As soon as the driver exited his Pontiac, I leaped inside 
the narrow opening in one of the windows. Although it was still 
raining, the intensity had diminished considerably.  

Luckily, the blue Pontiac had Missouri license plat es. It 
was my lucky day. The Midwest was far enough from N ew York to 
give me a needed rest.  

The driver returned to his blue Pontiac thirty minu tes 
later, satiated and smelling like burgers, fries, i ce cream, 
pop, and beer. What drove me crazy was that he brou ght back 
extra food with him.  

After entering his vehicle, the driver reached over  to the 
back of the Pontiac, then opened his mini-fridge. T hen, he put a 
tuna sandwich, carton of milk, bag of chips, pop bo ttle, and 
several fruits inside the mini-fridge. Afterwards, he closed the 
door. Indeed, the driver was saving his food for a rainy day.  

Unfortunately, the driver re-opened his mini-fridge  then 
removed a 'hazardous substance' from his mini-fridg e. He'd 
removed a large bottle of beer.  

If the driver had been sober, he would've taken not ice of 
me. The driver ended up guzzling one beer after ano ther. 

Although he kind of swerved his Pontiac a few times , I was 
too famished to stop him.  

I slithered towards the mini-fridge then slowly ope ned its 
door. I proceeded to remove what I wanted to consum e. Thank 
goodness, there was more than enough food to satisf y my hunger.  

This game went on for two days, until we finally ar rived at 
'my final destination'. Luckily, it happened right after I 
chomped down on my last morsel.  

As soon as the driver rolled down his window, I sni ck a 
quick peek to determine exactly where we were. I go t the shock 
of my life! The sign in front of the security gate summed it all 
up: WELCOME TO CAMP PUPPY MILL.  

There was another shocker to come.  
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"Mr. Administrator, welcome back to Camp Puppy Mill ," said 
the security guard.  

Instantly, I placed myself on red alert! If the 
Administrator had found out that I was inside his c ar, I 
would've been hanged! On the spot! 

Jody, the scent of death had encased itself around Camp 
Puppy Mill. Many animals therein had already died; others would 
die later. I didn't want to be one of those poor cr eatures.  

The Administrator exited his Pontiac, then 'command ed' a 
PMW to carefully drive ‘the vehicle’ to the camp ga rage. 

A short while later I found myself inside the puppy  mill 
garage. I slithered out of the Pontiac then cautiou sly exited 
the garage. There were two mechanics nearby, stripp ing a 
Mercedes. Thankfully, they didn’t take notice of me .  

Jody, my first week at Camp Puppy Mill was extremel y 
difficult. I didn't feel at home. I was still a cit y rat at 
heart.  

Jody, I had to sneak inside the 'slop kitchen', sna tch some 
food then scram. I had to do this whenever I felt h ungry and/or 
thirsty. The food was 'below par' even for a tough city rat. The 
slop kitchen contained food that was to be given to  the puppy 
mill animals.  

The good food was padlocked inside the executive ki tchen. 
The executive kitchen was protected by four surveil lance 
cameras. Also, a stern warning that was written on a big sign in 
front of the porch: ANY ANIMAL CAUGHT INSIDE THE EX ECUTIVE 
KITCHEN WILL BE BEATEN TO DEATH! ESPECIALLY, IF IT' S YOU!  

I dared not sneak inside the executive kitchen for many 
weeks. Then, I broke! I couldn't eat slop anymore. 

It took me several days of diligent thinking to for m a game 
plan for entering the executive kitchen. I believed  that the 
stern warning on the sign was true and would be enf orced, 
without exception. 

Indeed, the Administrator would've set a terrifying  example 
to the other animals in the puppy mill. In addition , I wasn't an 
official resident of the facility. Pleading for mer cy would only 
cause more pain and suffering. I'd seen acts of cru elty and 
guffaws go hand in hand. The PMWs would enjoy watch ing a city 
rat being tortured. Jeepers, they'd probably eat po pcorn while 
watching the spectacle. I mean, I'd be like the bla ck cat that 
was named Nigger.  

The water given to puppy mill animals had tiny crea tures 
floating in it. The Administrator never gave a damn  about any of 
the puppy mill animals.  

Just look at the sorry spectacles in this puppy mil l. 
They're so out of it. The stench alone tells a mill ion stories. 
Even a tough city rat has his limits.  
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HUMANS DON'T UNDERSTAND WHAT IT'S LIKE TO BE AN ANI MAL, 
UNDER HUMAN DOMINATION! 

Jody, we're both animals. It's easy for you to know  where 
I'm coming from," said Pretty-Boy . 

I ended up telling Pretty-Boy my life's story, too.  I 
opened-up to a city rat.  

"Jody, I want you to leave this hell-hole, immediat ely! As 
soon as a storm approaches, enter the whirling tunn el, then 
leave! I'm dead serious! I know that every time you  enter the 
whirling tunnel, the time line will change.  

Jody you are an extremely beautiful cat. And, I thi nk that 
deep down inside, you have a beautiful heart. 

As such, I think that you should go back in time an d try to 
correct some of the errors that you know about. Thi nk about the 
terrible event/s that changed Cynthia Corbett's lif e, forever. 
Of course, you must enter the whirling tunnel backw ards, and 
think really hard about the past. Remember, you’re going back in 
time.  

Thinking about the gang-rape very hard will most li kely 
help you get back to that time period, and to that general 
location. Then, you can help save Cynthia, Corey, a nd even Jeff. 
Maybe, the next time around, Jeff will be a sweet g uy. Maybe, he 
and Cynthia will tie the knot.  

Cynthia Corbett's an incredible woman. You mustn't let her 
get away from you.  

Jody, Cynthia's calling you a 'little harlot' was o nly a 
response to incredible physical and psychological p ain, and 
turmoil. I'm sure she didn't mean it from the botto m of her 
heart.  

We don't know how Cynthia really feels about her or deal. 
There are certain secrets that are too painful to b e told to 
others. That's the painful truth of life. 

I think deep down inside Cynthia Corbett is a kind- hearted 
person. She perceived you as hurting her, and decei ving her; 
just like those creeps who 'did her' back in colleg e.  

You and Cynthia have an ‘electrical bond’. You gals  belong 
together, always.  

Jody, I must finish off this carcass. Oh, regarding  the 
executive kitchen, I never built up enough courage to enter it.  

As soon as I finish my meal, I'll enter the foreste d area. 
Then, I'll try to develop a game plan to live elsew here. I've 
had a change of heart; I plan to go out west.  

Jody, I’d like to give you a stern warning: last we ek, the 
Administrator had a motion detector and several new  'hidden 
cameras' installed on the Perimeter fence of the pu ppy mill. The 
Administrator probably saw you enter 'his territory '.  
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No doubt, the Administrator knows about the reward for your 
capture. He'll want to apprehend you at the best po ssible 
moment. He and his associates are forming a game pl an for this 
occasion.  

Jody, I'm glad that we're friends. Under other 
circumstances we'd probably be at each other's thro ats. In fact, 
some elderly rats refer to cats as backstabbing car nivores, who 
never say thank you after they've gotten what they can off of 
another person.  

But, if we (rats and cats) ever united, life would be much 
easier. There'd be much more food to go around, and  we'd be one 
step closer to dominating this world. Now, wouldn't  that be 
nice?" asked Pretty-Boy.  

"Jeepers, that sure as hell would!" I exclaimed.  
I took a very long look at the emaciated animals in  our 

shed. They were so pathetic-looking. Also, they wer e disgusted 
by Pretty-Boy's eating of the canine carcass.  

Well, Pretty-Boy ended up consuming most of the car cass. As 
a result, Pretty-Boy was too bloated to fit through  the cage 
bars.  

For a brief moment, I forgot about Pretty-Boy's blo ating.  
Pretty-Boy, let's go to the water fountain located near the 

Administrator's office. I'm very thirsty! Please, l et's go. 
Remember, we must be careful. The drinking fountain  is for 

human use only," I said.  
As soon as Pretty-Boy tried to squeeze through the cage 

bars, it became apparent to us that he was simply t oo 'inflated' 
to squeeze through.  

We decided to join forces. We used all of our stren gth to 
slowly pull apart two cage bars, bending each one a way from the 
other. Afterwards, I motioned Pretty-Boy to exit th rough the 
opening.  

Thankfully, Pretty-Boy was able to leave the cage w ithout 
scraping his body against either cage bar.  

"We shall stroll through this puppy mill, without m aking a 
sound. Warning: beware of sell-outs! They're placed  in strategic 
areas.  

Also, if the incarcerated animals are excited by ou r 
presence, pandemonium will ensue. Then, you can kis s our fresh 
water goodbye," said Pretty-Boy.  

Pretty-Boy gave me a piggy-back ride, on the condit ion that 
if we we're spotted, I had to immediately leap off of his back, 
then each of us would flee the area. I agreed.  

Pretty-Boy carried me to the water fountain. Pretty -Boy 
knew exactly where each of the cameras was located.  Therefore, 
he walked zigzag, in the path of the blind spots.  



    

    

420 

 

Sadly, Pretty-Boy and I knew that we’d have to go o ur own 
separate ways. H 

He'd convinced me to prevent the gang-rape of Cynth ia. She 
was too precious to lose. My urge to pounce on the evil 
Administrator, and his lieutenants, would have to b e thwarted. 
There would be not physical confrontations.  

Anyhow, Pretty-Boy and I had our fill of fresh, coo l water. 
I'd never tasted anything so nice before.  

Luckily, the canine sentries were sleeping on the j ob. 
Also, a technician was servicing the motion detecto rs. I had to 
leave soon!  

We said our goodbyes, cried, then parted ways. It w as truly 
a very depressing scene. Deep down inside, I knew t hat things 
had to be that way. Pretty-Boy was from one earth, while I was 
from another.  

My insides were almost drowning in water. Perhaps I  drank 
two liter's worth. No wonder, I felt like a snake t hat'd just 
swallowed a zebra calf.  

I was able to walk out of the puppy mill without be ing 
noticed. The security guard at the Main Gate was so und asleep.  

Thankfully, water goes down the system really fast.  Unlike 
food which takes considerably more time.  
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   ON THE RUN  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
As soon as I reached the forested area, I urinated until my 

bladder was completely emptied. 
Meanwhile, a Doberman sentry had already taken noti ce of me 

leaving Camp Puppy Mill. First, he shouted terrible  obscenities 
at me. Then, he sounded the alarm. Before I realize d what was 
happening, a siren went off. It sounded like a bomb  drill.  

For the moment, I couldn't move. I was urinating on  a tree. 
As soon as my bladder had been emptied, I entered e ver so deeper 
into the forested area. It wasn't enough. 

Two Bloodhounds, a Terrier, and that dreaded Doberm an, were 
let loose. Their orders were to bring me back to th e 
Administrator, alive, but mauled.  

I became extremely anxious and apprehensive. Even m y 
muscles began to twitch. 

As I continued running ever so deeply into the fore sted 
area, I began to pant heavily. For a second, I thou ght that my 
pursuers were going to catch me.  

Why was I so tired? Maybe, it was because I was und er 
extraordinary stress.  

A short while later I lost consciousness. Fortunate ly, it 
began to rain. The rain obliterated my tracks and m y scent.  
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Upon awakening, I puked my brains out. The utter an xiety, 
shock, fear, and intense chase, was too much for me .  

I understood how terribly difficult it would be for  an 
animal to escape Camp Puppy Mill. I escaped out of sheer luck. 

If I'd been captured, lynching would've been the en d 
result. Just like many of my ancestors.  

The extreme anger and rage I felt for the PMWs was never 
going to fade away. As such, I decided to knock one  head in; the 
Administrator's.  

I retraced my steps back into the puppy mill then h eaded 
straight to the Administrator's residence. It took me about ten 
minutes to arrive at his porch.  

After determining that the Administrator was alone,  I 
scanned the puppy mill grounds then leaped through a window 
opening. 

I landed inside the Administrator's living room. Th e blue 
carpet I was treading on was very soft and beautifu l.  

The Administrator was in the television room. I cre pt 
towards him until I reached the entrance of the tel evision room.  
The Administrator was seated on his reclining chair , eating a 
full-course meal: salmon, fries, pop, garden salad,  and dessert.  

I leaped onto the Administrator's neck then proceed ed to 
take him down. The Administrator fell onto the blue  carpet. For 
a few seconds, there was nothing but absolute silen ce. I 
released my grip on the Administrator's neck then r olled him 
over onto his back.  

Standing on his sternum, I cursed him, mercilessly.  In 
turn, the Administrator snarled at me. Then, he tol d me that his 
'friends' in the underworld knew exactly how to tak e care of a 
little kitty. I took his statement as a direct thre at.  

After thinking about my options, I decided to 'hamb urger 
eyes' the Administrator. ‘Hamburger eye/s is an old  boxing term 
that refers to a puffy-black eye caused by being pu nched.  

After beating up the Administrator, I dashed out of  his 
residence then exited Camp Puppy Mill, heading stra ight to the 
forested area.  

I decided to cut through the forested area, without  any 
delay. It took a good twenty minutes for me to get to the 
perimeter of Junction 47 East.  

Upon entering Junction 47 East, I trekked on the sh oulder 
of the road. 

Honestly, I was hoping that a Samaritan would come to my 
rescue. However, if there was any trouble, I'd leap  to my right, 
then escape. The last thing I needed was to bring m ore attention 
unto myself. Any fighting incurred would do just th at.  
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I continued walking for an hour, until a driver of a huge 
semi pulled over into the shoulder of the road, fif ty feet ahead 
of me. 

I slowed down then approached the semi with extreme  
caution. I wanted to believe that the driver of the  semi was a 
Samaritan  

"Hey kitty, do you happen to need a ride to Kentuck y?" the 
driver asked.  

I was utterly exhausted. I couldn't say no. I even had to 
strain myself just to get into the semi. Luckily, m y tenacity 
paid off. Kentucky, here we come!  

"Kitty, you look like you’ve been recently chased b y a pack 
of hyenas. By golly, you're shivering. Don't be afr aid, kitty. 

I'm going to remove a breakfast bar from my glove 
compartment," said the driver.  

"Please, 'Billy-Bob', or whatever your name is! Put  your 
semi into drive then move on!" I exclaimed.  

"All right, kitty. Whatever you say," responded the  driver.  
The driver did as I asked him to do.  
"I appreciate your southern hospitality," I said.  
"I'm Chuck Granger. I'm from Funstone, Alabama. For  now, 

I'm heading to Stormville, Kentucky. This is my las t haul. You 
see, I just turned sixty five. Well, I’ve got to re tire.  

Folks in Stormville are friendly to humans. I don't  think 
they'll take too kindly to a stray cat, like you. F amily cats 
are another matter, altogether.  

After I make this haul, I'll drive back to my sweet  home of 
Alabama. I must retire in the Deep South. You see, I'm a closet 
Confederate."  

"I've seen open Confederates before, but not too ma ny 
closet ones. Jeepers, I've seen them all!" I exclai med.  

At 9:00 P.M., Chuck exited Junction 47 East then en tered a 
dirt road. Fifteen minutes later, we reached Stormv ille, 
Kentucky; POPULATION FIVE THOUSAND.  

Chuck entered Rawlings Street then pulled over near  the 
curb. He turned off the ignition then opened his ic ebox. He 
removed a carton of milk then poured its contents i nto a large 
green bowl. 

After placing bowl beside me, he motioned me to dri nk up a 
storm. I did just that.  

Meanwhile, Chuck pulled out a cold-cut sandwich, or ange 
juice, and several fruits. He placed the food on hi s thighs, and 
the orange juice in a bottle rack.  

Chuck ate his meal and drank his orange juice, with  a grin 
on his face. Chuck enjoyed my company; at least for  the time 
being.  
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After Chuck burped, I leaped onto his right thigh t hen 
gently pawed his face. After each pawing, I glanced  over at the 
ice box, signifying that I needed more nourishment.  Chuck, being 
a kind-hearted man, instantly got the message.  

Chuck re-opened the ice box then reached deep insid e, in 
order to remove a roast beef sandwich, chips, and s ome candy. I 
ate all three with delight.  

After I finished my meal, Chuck turned on the ignit ion then 
continued his drive through Stormville.  

After clearing the food particles from my mouth, I thanked 
Chuck for being such a kind human. He, in turn, tha nked me for 
being a well-behaved passenger.  

"Chuck, you've been so kind to me. I thank you from  the 
bottom of my heart. Please, when you finish your as signment, go 
back to Alabama and enjoy your retirement.  

But don't forget the name Jody Wilson," I said.  
"Jody, I'll neither forget you, nor your beautiful name. 

I've got three cats at home. Unfortunately, they pa le in 
comparison to you. Jeepers, you're a 'goody cat'," said Chuck.  

A short while later, Chuck pulled over into a deser ted 
area, then slept. I did likewise.  

Upon awakening, we said our goodbyes then I exited the 
semi. I fell into a temporary state of depression. It was so 
painful leaving Chuck, I couldn't even glance back at him. I 
wanted to forget him; once and for all.  

Being a fugitive will make it hard to make trustwor thy 
friends. A bounty can turn a family member or a fri end into a 
snitch. Hell, I’d probably turn into a snitch, if t he 
circumstances were a bit different.  

I continued my walk with a scorching sun hitting me  like a 
ton of bricks. Maybe, I suspected that the sun had a personal 
vendetta against me. 

Maybe, it was punishing me for my ill-deeds. Either  way, I 
had to find cover.  

Thankfully, I spotted a large tree located on an 
extravagant piece of real estate. Indeed, the owner s were 
millionaires. I had no time to ponder about the mor ality of 
shading under 'their tree'. I just went ahead and d id it.  

I was so 'bummed-out' and depressed, it seemed like  the 
only thing to do was sleep. Furthermore, the scorch ing sun was 
something I did not want to take notice of.  

I closed eyes, falling into a deep sleep, consistin g of one 
dream after another. For the time being, I was free  from the 
troubles of this world. Often times, good dreams ar e hard to 
come by.  
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As they say, all good things must come to an end. I  was 
awakened by the chatting of a large contingent of h umans. Yikes! 
They were converging upon my resting place.  

Worse yet, I knew at least two of them! And, they w eren't 
friendly, either. 

The worst thing that could've happened to me did ha ppen. My 
two worst enemies in the whole world were right the re, before my 
very own eyes.  

"Look, daddy! There's that little cougar again. Thi s time 
we'll do it right! I don't want that little cougar to get away. 
I want her behind bars, in shackles. For the rest o f her 
miserable, cougar-life!  

Daddy, let’s send her to a run-down, dingy, stinky shelter. 
A shelter that has the death penalty!  Indeed, a pl ace where the 
workers are cruel and uncaring to the animals in th eir care. 

Daddy, this shelter must be overpopulated, understa ffed, 
dirty, and located in a dilapidated, high-crime, ne ighborhood.  

After that little cougar has been tormented enough,  she'll 
be put to sleep. Daddy, I'd really like it if thing s worked out 
that way," said Agnes.  

Before I knew it, one hundred officers of the law d escended 
upon me. How the hell did they find me? Was it Chuc k? I 
wondered.  

Agnes put some bubble gum into her mouth then blew a big 
bubble. Afterwards, she grinned at me. Thankfully, the bubble 
became so large, it burst in her face.  

I couldn't help but 'guffaw' my brains out. Well, t hat was 
a fatal error!  

Agnes charged my tree, like a bull charges a mortal  enemy. 
Shockingly, she pulled out a large kitchen knife fr om her 
panties then brandished it in my face. 

If that wasn’t enough, Agnes started ranting about how evil 
I was.  

Although, she was next to my tree, her tree scaling  
abilities were pathetic.  

Afterwards, the 'entire group' charged me like biso n on the 
run. Three officers removed their firearms from the ir holsters. 
In response, I fled!  

I leaped onto the grass, did a U-turn then hauled a ss! I 
kept on running and running, without any let-up.  

Indeed, it was a close call. Bullets zoomed by me l ike hail 
from the sky. I was incredibly lucky not to have be en shot. 
Otherwise, I would've been a dead goose.  

I kept glancing back to see where my pursuers were.  Those 
creeps called-in for backup. Sirens were going off in all 
directions. Thankfully, there were no Bloodhounds i n the area. 
Bloodhounds would've sniffed me out.  



    

    

426 

 

After running a full twenty blocks, it appeared as though I 
was finally in the clear. Instantly, I slowed down to a walking 
pace. Panting my brains out, I had to find a good h iding place. 
Honestly, if I had to run another block or two, I w ould've puked 
my brains out. Really!  

Thankfully, I spotted a tiny opening underneath a h ouse. As 
soon as I was within a few inches of the opening, I  squeezed my 
beautiful body through it.  

I found myself in a large basement that contained a  fridge 
and a faucet. I dashed to the fridge, yanked open t he door, then 
tossed 'my food' and 'my liquids' onto the floor.  

After engulfing my meal, I poked several holes into  a 
carton of 2 percent milk. Then, I consumed the cont ents, 
entirely.  

Lastly, I jabbed several holes into a plastic water  bottle. 
Thankfully, I was able to finish off the contents. 

Afterwards, I turned over onto my side, and played cat 
games with an imaginary friend. I looked like a min iature lion 
that’d just eaten a large slab of meat.  

I stayed put for many hours, eating and drinking to  the 
point of satiation. 

As soon as I was sure that it was safe to exit the 
basement, I did just that.  

Shockingly, three shots were fired at me! I ran lef t, then 
right, then, in a semi-circle. I was confused!  

Before my beautiful eyes were hundreds of national 
guardsmen and officers of the law. Somehow, I’d los t 
consciousness for a few seconds. I awakened in a st ate of utter 
daze. Also, my eyes were glazed. Luckily, my senses  returned to 
normal a short while later.  

To my utter shock, four FBI agents charged me. They  looked 
like crazy bulls. Instantly, I mustered up all of m y strength 
then leaped onto the roof of the house.  

As soon as my paws landed on the roof, I ran to the  other 
side. After scanning the area, I leaped onto the la wn. Now, I 
found myself in the back yard of the house.  

With absolutely no time to waste, I fled the area, but not 
before more officers arrived at the scene. That's n ot all that 
arrived, however. A terrible storm hit the entire a rea like a 
ton of bricks. The clouds were dark and terrifying.  I could 
sense that other animals in the area knew that some thing 
terrible was about to happen.  
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CORRECTING A TRAGEDY? 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
A few seconds later, the whirling tunnel made its 

appearance. 
This time around, I thought very intently of the pa st. I 

wanted to go back and do one good deed: PREVENT THE  GANG-RAPE OF 
CYNTHIA CORBETT. 

I understood that by doing this, the entire time li ne of 
the universe would change. Perhaps, the whirling tu nnel would be 
obliterated. Anyway, I had to take the chance. 

Although I was very disappointed with Cynthia for c alling 
me a little cougar, she was right about one thing: I 'couldn't 
understand or feel' how she felt like. After what s he'd been 
through, I owed her another chance. I was ready to do anything 
in order to prevent the dreaded act from ever happe ning.  

As I locked in on the whirling tunnel, shots were f ired at 
me. The authorities hadn't given up their pursuit. Glancing 
back, I noticed that they were quickly approaching me. There was 
no time to waste!  

I ran to the whirling tunnel as fast as I could. As  soon as 
I got close enough, I quickly did a one hundred and  eighty 
degree turn. 
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In effect, I'd entered the whirling tunnel backward s, and 
thinking about a specific time frame. I was hoping for a bulls-
eye.  

I landed in the middle of a suburb of a small city.  I could 
see buildings on the horizon. Which city, I certain ly didn't 
know.  

It was a nice morning, with a beautiful blue sky, a nd a 
mild breeze. Thankfully, the humidity was low.  

There weren't many people walking around. It was pr obably 
Sunday morning. Many people were sleeping off their  hangovers, 
or eating brunch.  

I walked to the downtown core. There were no sky sc rapers; 
only small-sized buildings. 

Scanning the area, I judged the city had a populati on of 
roughly a seventy thousand inhabitants.  

A short while later I spotted a city sign. I could barely 
see two of the letters on the sign. The excitement gave me a 
temporary burst of energy. Like a caffeine high. Li ke caffeine, 
my burst of energy didn't last long.  

As soon as I was able to read the sign, I almost co llapsed. 
It was a shocker! The sign read: WELCOME TO GRAMSON .  

I continued walking until I reached Second Avenue. A large 
digital clock nearby indicated that the time was 9: 30 A.M. Also 
indicated was the date: December 29, 2005.  

Cynthia was gang-raped in 2004, and about the same day. 
Considering the time line was slightly altered, I b ecame 
anxious. I was still hoping for a bulls-eye.  

I'd gone back to the past. I knew that I'd have to get down 
to business fast. Cynthia had to be saved!  

Thankfully, I was no longer a fugitive. I was now a  normal 
everyday cat. But, how was I to prevent Cynthia fro m being gang-
raped? I wondered.  

After a brief moment of intense concentration, I no ticed an 
elderly woman walking alone on the other side of Se cond Avenue.  

Taking advantage of the opportunity, I ran across t he 
street then made my inquiry.  

"Madam, please tell me where Gramson State College' s dorms 
are located?" I asked.  

"Honey, Gramson’s not a state college. We don't hav e 
'states' in Canada. We have 'provinces' and 'territ ories'. 
Gramson is a university. 

The dorms begin at 1200 Guthrie Street. The fratern ities 
and sororities are located a bit further down the s treet.  

Be careful! I graduated from Gramson 60 years ago. Even 
back then, the students were party animals, especia lly the 
jocks. 
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Sometimes, they can get a bit violent. A cat should  always 
be careful around Gramson’s jocks."  

I was utterly shocked! Now, I was in Canada! Finall y, I got 
to go up north!  

After thanking the elderly woman, I began my earnes t walk 
to my target.  

After walking for five minutes I spotted the sign t hat I 
was searching for: WELCOME TO GRAMSON UNIVERSITY.  

The main entrance to Gramson was guarded by a lone security 
guard. He didn't appear to be too interested in his  job. To be 
honest, he was swatting flies. I figured he was the re for show 
only. As such, I casually walked by the security bo oth then 
headed to the housing section.  

The Gramson University Administration Building was just 
ahead, at the apex of a steep incline. I walked up the incline, 
until I reached the apex.  

I anxiously waited for help. Thankfully, it arrived  in a 
jiffy. Three students walked by me. I hesitated the n I called 
out to them.  

"Girls, do you know a beautiful young woman named C ynthia 
Corbett? She's a very good friend of mine. I need t o see her! 
Pronto! Please, it's a matter of life and death!" I  exclaimed.  

"Oh-my-gosh, Cynthia went to a fraternity party loc ated at 
1350 Guthrie Street. They're starting early. 

Guthrie Street's over there," said one of the girls .  
"Thanks a lot!" I exclaimed.  
Gosh, I was famished! With a possible fight to the death 

coming up, I had to be well nourished beforehand.  
As soon as I took my first step, one of the girls s poke 

some sweet words to me.  
"Kitty, you look like you're hungry and thirsty. Re st 

assured there's plenty of food at the fraternity pa rty. Just go 
there and eat up a storm. 

Remember to be careful around the evil ones. Thankf ully, 
most of our party animals like cats," said the girl .  

Another girl asked me a very silly question. I hadn ’t 
needed directions she would’ve felt the wrath of a cat.  

I'm just wondering do cats drink beer?" asked anoth er girl.  
"Cats drink milk, water, and sometimes pop!" I resp onded.  
I continued my trek in utter disarray. Some humans are so 

ignorant, it irritates me!  
That thought didn't last too long, because I had mo re 

urgent matters at hand. I'd gone back to the past t o correct a 
terrible wrong. Was it worth it? I mean, what else had changed 
in the time line? I wondered.  

For a moment, I had some doubts about the matter. L uckily, 
I shook it off and continued with my important miss ion.  
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As soon as I was within spitting distance of the fr aternity 
house lawn, I scanned the area for hostiles. 

The fraternity brothers and sorority sisters were h aving a 
gigantic barbecue on the front lawn. I took notice of pop, beer, 
wine coolers, juice, and hard liquor scattered on t ables and in 
the hands of some of the students.  

I could feel my blood pressure rise, and my pulse i ncrease. 
Also, I began to drool like a hungry lion. Much tas ty food was 
nearby. Unfortunately, I had to take the 'legitimat e' path 
towards its acquisition.  

Upon entering the lawn I glanced up at the sky, the n down 
again. I hadn't done that in a while.  

Somehow, things appeared a bit different. The peopl e on the 
lawn spoke English with a different dialect/accent.  

I had to investigate into this matter before procee ding any 
further. So, I zoomed in on a lone fraternity broth er.  

"Excuse me sir, I'm from out of town. You see, my o wners 
and I have been driving for several days now. 

Their van is parked a few blocks away. What part of  North 
America are we in?" I asked.  

"Gosh, you guys must've been driving really fast!  
Kitty, we're in Quebec, Canada. As far as I know, t here's 

only one Gramson; it's in Quebec," said the fratern ity brother.  
I thanked the fraternity brother for his help then resumed 

my walk through the lawn to the front door. 
I took notice of fresh slabs of hamburger on a tabl e 

nearby, causing me to cautiously approach the table . 
A fraternity brother wearing a Montreal, Canada cap  was 

flame broiling hamburger patties. There were twelve  of them 
right there before my beautiful eyes. In addition, there were at 
least fifty frozen hamburger patties just waiting t o be flame 
broiled. 

Didn't ‘they’ understand that kitties need their me at? As 
for the hamburger guy, even he began to smell tasty . His hands 
were smothered in gooey blood.  

I meowed several times before he took notice of me.  Then, I 
rolled onto my back, thereby exposing my belly. I'm  happy to 
say, it worked. The 'hamburger guy' put a hamburger  patty on a 
paper plate then placed it underneath the table. Af terwards, he 
motioned me to the hamburger patty.  

I ran to my food then gorged on its contents. The h amburger 
guy told me to wait a minute for seconds.  

A minute later, the hamburger guy placed another pa tty on 
the paper plate. Then, he placed a bowl of milk and  a bowl of 
water beside me. 
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Naturally, I ate the hamburger patty then licked ev ery 
single drop of milk in the bowl. Although I was exp ecting 
thirds, the milk filled me to the rim.  

As I was about to leave, the hamburger guy placed a  bowl of 
water beside my forepaws. Understandably I 'consume d' every last 
drop.  

Jeepers, guy! I thank you from the bottom of my pre tty 
heart for the incredible meal that you handed me! I t is what I 
needed and wanted most; meat, milk, and water," I s aid.  

"Don't be too fast at thanking me. There are string s 
attached to this favor. I'll get back to you later, " said the 
hamburger guy.  

There was no way in hell I was going to allow him o r anyone 
else, to make me a 'fraternity cat mascot'! I walke d away from 
the hamburger guy without drawing any suspicion.  

I cautiously entered the fraternity house, searchin g for 
Cynthia. The place was packed with party animals. I  must say 
animals in the human sense, not in the animal sense . 

Three couples were making out, oblivious to their 
surroundings. A forth couple was making love on a b rown sofa, in 
the game room.  

A few feet ahead were a congregation of five young women 
standing at the edge of the living room. 

One of them, a red-haired, green eyed beauty, eyed me. She 
smiled then motioned me to come. I obliged her. Aft er all, who 
was I to be picky?  

I approached the five young women cautiously. When you're a 
cat, you must be careful in this type of situation.  Humans can 
often be unpredictable and nasty; like a domesticat ed wolf/dog 
hybrid, in the house. 

A human can be cuddly one minute, but a monster the  next. 
In the latter case a cat may be unceremoniously pun ched or 
kicked.  

"Hey kitty ... do you belong to anyone? I mean, are  you 
being taken care of? I'm not trying to insult you. I just want 
to know.  

Our sorority's in desperate need of a kitty mascot.  Our 
chapter's the only one in Canada that doesn't have a kitty. 
We're the laughing stalk of Canadian chapters.  

Kitty, on my woman's honor, we'll make you one of o ur own. 
We'll give you much love, good food, clean accommod ations, and 
veterinary care," said the redhead.  

"How would you like it if my cat friends and I want ed to 
use you as a ‘human mascot’?" I don't think you'd l ike that! I 
don't mind being someone's companion animal, or 'fa mily pet,' 
but a mascot, no freaking way! 
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Cook me in a frying pan, but don't make me a freaki ng 
mascot! I know what my big cat brethren mascots mus t endure. You 
make it sound like you're not trying to insult me. No, you're 
doing much worse. 

Listen ' Madam Rouge', you're degrading me! You're ignoring 
my inherent right to self-respect and dignity. I ta ke insult to 
your question!" I shouted.  

Thereafter, I quieted down considerably. I was in t he 
fraternity house for one purpose: TO PREVENT A TRAG EDY! 

I walked away from the young women in utter disgust . I 
could hear the redhead sobbing. I didn’t take pity on her. She 
had to feel the painful truth.  

I continued my stroll on the ground floor. Then, I spotted 
a group of seven young men and women. I decided to approach 
them. Somehow, they seemed like a friendly bunch.  

As soon as they took notice of me, an ugly blond am ongst 
them waved me over. Indeed, they were my next infor mation booth. 
I had to save Cynthia!  

"Please, I'm looking for Cynthia Corbett. Do you kn ow where 
she is?" I asked.  

"Yes, I saw her about ten minutes ago. She went ups tairs 
with Jeff and several of his buddies. Actually, the y 'carried' 
her upstairs. She was zonked out.  

Jeff's a very caring guy. He didn't want anyone to harm 
Cynthia. He made sure that she got upstairs in one piece. And 
also, he's really cute," said the ugly blond.  

After thanking the ugly blond for the valuable info rmation, 
I scaled the staircase, one floor up.  

Upon reaching the second floor, I scanned the area intently 
then cropped my ears. I understood that room number  26 was the 
place to go.  

I became extremely jittery and anxious. I felt like  I was 
about to blow up from the inside out.  

Suddenly, I saw a cat exiting one of the fraternity  rooms. 
He looked like he was searching for someone. There was something 
peculiar about him.  

Eureka! He was the real 'McCoy'. It was Corey James on! 
Incredible as it may sound 'I' was repeating histor y all over 
again. Not precisely, but close enough. I was aware  that Corey 
couldn't be part of the rescue plan. He'd already f ailed once. 

For this problem, there'd be no second chance. Neve r again! 
Cynthia wasn't to be 'gang-anything', by anyone! Pu re and 
simple!  

I approached Corey directly, and with earnest. As s oon as I 
was close enough, I rubbed the side of my head agai nst his head. 
Then, I rubbed my side against his side.  
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Corey seemed to welcome my presence. He knew that J eff and 
his buddies were up to no good. Cats are very intel ligent 
beings.  

"Corey, I appreciate your presence. But I must tell  you 
that something terrible is about to happen in room number 26. 
Someone therein may be harmed, mercilessly! Unless I can stop 
it!  

"Just making sure: are you Corey Jameson?" I asked.  
"Yes, I sure am."  
After making a formally introduction and fully expl aining 

to Corey the entire story, he reluctantly walked aw ay. I'd made 
it clear to him that he'd failed the first time aro und, and was 
severely injured in the process.  

For any chance of a victory, the time line had to b e 
altered, again. I'd assumed that there were no more  chances. A 
loss in my attempted rescue would not only alter th e time line, 
but it would also permanently end my friendship wit h Cynthia. 
Once and for all!  

As soon as Corey walked away, I dashed to room numb er 26. 
Luckily, the door was slightly ajar. So, I slithere d through the 
opening, as stealthily as a jaguar. Inside the room  I had a 
birds-eye view of what was going on.  

This time, things were going to turn out for the be tter. 
There was to be no gang-rape. Over my dead body, if  necessary!  

Hovering over a semi-conscious Cynthia were six 'ho rny 
lions'. They weren't in the mood for any kind of a rejection 
from their prey.  

Indeed, Cynthia was young and very beautiful. The s cent of 
alcohol and drugs was in the air. As expected, Cynt hia had been 
drugged. Animals call this drug the 'capitulation d rug'. Even a 
lion 'capitulates' after being 'overwhelmed' by thi s drug.  

I approached the offenders then hissed at them. The y were 
so preoccupied with Cynthia's body, I was duly igno red. I may as 
well have hissed at a wall.  

"Hey, stop what you're doing! I mean it! You can't harm 
Cynthia! Attacking Cynthia, especially while she's unconscious, 
means that you creeps are nothing but a bunch of di rty cowards!  

Guys, behave like real men! Walk away, and don't ev er try 
this again!  

Which one of you guys slipped Cynthia the 'capitula tion 
drug'? Just tell me! You seriously can't be afraid of a lone 
cat!" I shouted.  

"Kitty, I did it! Too bad, you can't stop me. I'm J eff. I'm 
Jeff 'Carnivore' Borland. I'm the 'stud' on campus.  I always get 
my girl, whether she wants me or not. As for my wal king away 
from Cynthia ... dream on kitty!  
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Cynthia Corbett was trying to ruin my perfect batti ng 
average. 

That harlot-tease refused my legitimate advances! I 've got 
to correct her behavior. I want her to be my specia l little 
kitty. I know for certain that deep down inside, Cy nthia wants 
me. She wants me really badly! Look at her. She's n ot even 
putting up a fight. She's waiting for my advances."  

I cautiously approached Jeff then gave him a final warning. 
I waited for a reply. 

Unfortunately, Jeff snarled at me. Indeed, there wa s no 
sorrow or guilt in his heart. The other offenders w ere gawking 
at Cynthia.  

"I command each and every one of you to end this 
monstrosity! Please leave this room, immediately! T his is your 
final warning! No excuses! I mean it!" I shouted.  

The offenders grinned at me. Then, they began to di srobe.  
A physical confrontation was imminent. The offender s needed 

to be physically 'cat-handled'.  
I waited until the offenders were naked. This was a  

calculated move on my part. 
In a naked state, each of the offenders would be mo re 

vulnerable. I wasn't about to pull any punches; low  blows, 
scratching, and biting, were acceptable.  

Jeff was the alpha gang-rapist. I could tell that h e was 
very aroused, because his cannon had been erect. As  soon as he 
turned to face Cynthia, I began my Blitzkrieg attac k.  

I leaped onto Jeff's neck then began a massive bite -
scratch, bite-scratch, routine. This lasted for a w hole minute. 

While I was preoccupied attacking Jeff, another off ender 
grabbed me by the scruff of the neck. After danglin g me in mid-
air, he brutally tossed me into a nearby waste bask et.  

The force of the landing hurt me terribly! Luckily,  I 
managed to pull myself out of the waste basket. 

Meanwhile, Jeff was getting ready to 'enter' Cynthi a. I 
couldn't allow that to happen. 

Unfortunately, I had other problems at hand. Yet an other 
offender tried to kick me in the face. Luckily, it was only a 
glancing kick. 

I feigned then leaped onto the offender’s knee. I b it the 
flesh as hard as I could then leaped onto the carpe t.  

The offender was now bleeding profusely. Mind you, I didn't 
use my most formidable attack. That would be perfor med on Jeff. 
I wanted to surprise him.  

The offender pressed the palm of his hand against t he wound 
then swore at me. Instantly, I leaped onto his face  then pounced 
on it with full ferocity.  
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Although I was punched twice, I still managed to ne utralize 
one of the offenders. Unfortunately, there was much  more trouble 
to come.  

Another offender brandished a switchblade at me. I quickly 
scanned the bedroom for a formidable weapon.  

Eureka! I found it!  
I leaped onto a table then violently hurled a large  table 

lamp at the offender. I pushed it so hard, the cord  ripped 
apart. Thankfully, the table lamp went flying into the face of 
the offender.  

Also, the light bulb shattered in the offender's fa ce, 
neutralizing him, immediately.  

Meanwhile, Jeff had pulled out a 'ferocious-looking ' 
hunting knife. I understood that our fight may be t o the death.  

I opted for a strike-retreat, strike-retreat game p lan. 
Jeff's hunting knife was most useful on a stationar y object. 
That's not what I was.  

As soon as I leaped towards Jeff, he caught me with  a 
tomahawk strike to the side of my head. I was now b leeding from 
the head. The blood was dribbling down my face. Thi s caused a 
significant reduction in my field of vision. 

Luckily Jeff’s hunting knife only went skin deep. 
Otherwise, I would've literally been a dead goose.  

I quickly wiped my face on the wall, removing the b lood 
away from my field of vision. Luckily, the bleeding  had stopped.  

I decided that my next attack would have to be extr emely 
vicious. There was to be absolutely no mercy upon J eff, or any 
part of his body.  

Jeff and I squared off in the center of the room, n ot 
knowing what was going to happen next. 

Meanwhile, Cynthia had regained some of her composu re. In 
this time line, Jeff and his buddies didn't give Cy nthia the 
full dosage of the capitulation drug. 

Although there was a vile of the drug on the bed, J eff 
couldn't get to it. He was too preoccupied with his  problem at 
hand; me.  

Jeff cautiously approached me with the hunting knif e held 
above his head. While my attention was on the hunti ng knife, 
Jeff kicked me in the face.  

The force of the kick caused me to flip into the ai r. For a 
brief moment, I was defenseless. Jeff could've easi ly killed me. 
Thankfully, help was on its way.  

Thankfully, Corey entered the room. He leaped onto Jeff's 
back then bit him with full ferocity. Marvelously, Corey looked 
like a lion taking down a zebra.  



    

    

436 

 

The ferocity of Corey's sneak attack caused Jeff to  drop 
his hunting knife. Now, he had two cats, and a reco vering young 
woman to fight. Also, he was unarmed.  

Meanwhile, his buddies were nowhere to be seen. The y showed 
their true faces; chickens.  

Cynthia lethargically got out of bed then stood bes ide her 
two protectors.  

Without his hunting knife, Jeff was just another wi mp. The 
three of us were now head-to-head against Jeff.  

Jeff flashed his palms at us, indicating that he'd had 
enough. In response, Corey and I held our position.  We wanted 
Jeff to leave the room, without further incident. 

With three witnesses to an attempted rape, the law would 
certainly be on our side.  

As soon as Jeff exited the room, we leaped onto the  bed 
then rested. 

Cynthia closed her eyes then fell asleep. She still  had too 
much of the capitulation drug in her system. In oth er words, she 
needed more time for a sufficient recovery.  

When Cynthia came to, Corey and I asked her to rela x while 
we checked her pulse and breathing. 

As soon as I was certain that the creeps wouldn’t r eturn to 
the room, I explained to Cynthia and Corey the enti re whirling 
tunnel story. 

This time I gave them a step-by-step analysis. Surp risingly 
both Cynthia and Corey regained their memories of l iving in the 
other time line. After all, we were connected to ea ch other.  

"Cynthia, you're the most incredible woman in the w hole 
world! I'm so happy that Jody and I were able to co me to your 
rescue. 

We love you so much! As soon as the smoke clears, w e can 
plan to be a happy North American family; like the Cleavers.  

Having lived through yet another time line has made  me come 
to the conclusion that we're from a long-gone dimen sion, or 
another planet. We're extra-terrestrial beings. Our  DNA may 
differ from any species on earth. For some reason, we don't know 
where we're from. Why? That's the million dollar qu estion.  

We must always respect each other. There aren’t too  many of 
our kind around," said Corey.  

Cynthia steadily regained her composure. Shortly 
afterwards, the shock of the event hit her like a t on of bricks.  

Cynthia fell into a state of shock, then disbelief.  
Afterwards, she cried like a little girl. In the en d, she 
demanded revenge!  

"Now, we must call the police! On Monday, I'll spea k to Dr. 
Stephen Lance, Dean of Students at Gramson!" said C ynthia.  
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We left the 'rape room' then headed for the kitchen . As 
soon as we got to the end of the hall, Corey and I noticed that 
Cynthia was naked! In all the confusion, Corey and I forgot to 
dress her.  

A short while later Cynthia was fully dressed and w alking 
down the hallway with us. She was a bit jittery and  all shook-up 
about the incident. That's understandable.  

Our walk to the kitchen was long and stressful. Cyn thia had 
the jittery jumps. 

Although Corey and I insisted that Cynthia call the  police, 
she declined. Cynthia wanted to confront Jeff befor e calling the 
police.  

The kitchen was all lit up, containing over a dozen  Gramson 
students drinking or eating. Jeff was amongst them.  In fact, he 
was the only guy there. He was sweet-talking a virg in-looking 
Gramson girl.  

We figured that Jeff had to score big, before leavi ng the 
party. He had that type of personality. 

Apparently, the beating he got wasn't enough to cha nge his 
behavior. Jeff was still the same creep as before. Maybe he’d 
become worse.  

When Jeff took notice of us, he snarled, then turne d back 
to face the Gramson girl. In an act of utter disgus t, he kissed 
her on the cheek. Then, the ultimate shocker: they left the 
kitchen together, holding hands.  

The three of us were in pissed off. We decided not to say 
anything. Calling the police was the best and safes t action. If 
you don't believe me, ask any police officer in Nor th America.  

Cynthia had lost her cell phone that night. So, she  asked a 
'heavily obese' woman to call the police.  

The obese woman had tears in her eyes. That's proba bly why 
Cynthia asked her. No doubt, the obese woman had be en hurt by 
someone that night. My feline intuition and instinc t alerted me 
that Jeff was the perpetrator.  

As soon as the obese woman pulled out her cell phon e to 
call the police, the other women in the kitchen ord ered her to 
turn her cell phone off. They appeared to be angry.  

"Lois, if an alleged rape, or so-called rape, is re ported 
in one of our 'houses', it'll be a disaster for eve ry single 
fraternity and sorority on campus! We'll be deprive d of having 
all-nighters on campus! 

Turn your freaking cell phone off!" shouted a cute 
cheerleader.  

Afterwards, the cute cheerleader re-directed her ag gression 
at Cynthia.  

"I heard that you drank your brains out then pulled  your 
thighs apart. It was done while you were in bed, on  your back, 
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with thirty naked jocks hovering over you like vult ures. 
Certainly women like you are 'slime a dozen'.  

Cynthia, when a girl flirts with a guy, she must be  in 
control at all times. Otherwise, she may end up swa llowing more 
than she can chew. I mean, she may end up ‘done’ an d with a 
reputation … like you!  

Cynthia, accept your losses and forget what suppose dly 
happened to you. Please, don't ruin it for us!" sho uted the 
cheerleader.  

Cynthia took five steps towards the cheerleader the n threw 
a barrage of punches at her. 

It seemed like all of Cynthia's anger, frustration,  
confusion, depression, apprehension, and hatred wer e somehow 
injected into her punches.  

The cheerleader went down for the long count, resul ting in 
the other women fading away into a far corner of th e kitchen. 
Somehow, Cynthia seemed too 'instinctive' in her re sponse.  

Cynthia finished off her counter-assault with a ver bal 
reprimand.  

"Ellen, in addition to being creepy Jeff's sister, you're 
also a first class harlot! I don't need your freaki ng permission 
to call the police! The police are here to protect and serve … 
us!  

Ellen, you certainly can't understand what it feels  like to 
be gang-raped. In fact, it's impossible to rape som eone like 
you. You always say YES, to every man who asks for it!" 
Sometimes you say yes, before the question is even asked!" 
shouted Cynthia.  

Lois stood beside us in mind and body. She agreed w ith 
everything that Cynthia had said. Apparently, Jeff' s sister was 
a real bitch.  

Lois, on the other hand, was a beautiful princess. Why 
can't humans see fat women as beautiful? Cats can.  

"Cynthia, I know what kind of a person Jeff really is. He   
pulled ‘that stunt’ on me back in high school. 

Now, I can't be expected to sit here and do nothing . Just 
look at me. I’ve gained a hundred pounds of blubber . All because 
of what Jeff did to me in high school!  

You see, Jeff had the audacity to tell the women in  the 
kitchen that he'd just conquered Cynthia Corbett; y ou. Sadly, I 
was the only woman who sympathized with you. I thin k the other 
women had envy in their hearts. 

Cynthia, you're the smartest and most beautiful gir l on 
campus. Even I'm envious of you. In a good way, tha t is," said 
Lois.  

Lois handed her cell phone to Cynthia. I must say, this was 
probably the most important call that she'd ever ma de.  
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"Police, please send someone over to 1350 Guthrie S treet. 
We're in the fraternity house near the Edward Wilco x Library.  

There was an attempted gang-rape on me, a Gramson S tate 
College student. It happened in room number 26.  

Please, send someone over, immediately! Fast, too!"  
exclaimed Cynthia.  

"What's your name?" asked the dispatcher.  
"I'm Cynthia Corbett! Damn it! Just send someone ov er!" 

shouted Cynthia.  
"When did this alleged incident happen, again?" ask ed the 

dispatcher.  
"A freaking short while ago! Please just send someo ne 

over!" shouted Cynthia.  
Are you absolutely certain that it was an attempted  gang-

rape? Maybe, it was an attempted train, or somethin g of that 
nature," said the dispatcher.  

"Look, don't go trying to blame me for the attack! Please, 
just do your job!" shouted Cynthia.  

"Listen, ‘Miss’ Corbett, did you say 'yes' even onc e? Did 
you try to struggle, or put up a good fight? Where there any 
witnesses to this 'alleged gang-rape'? You also sai d that it was 
attempted. How far did they go?" asked the dispatch er.  

"Damn it! Grandma you old freaking hen! I'm the fre aking 
victim! I wasn't freaking 'trained'! I was almost b rutally 
freaking gang-raped! If you don't send someone here , 
immediately, I'll sue the crap out of the entire fr eaking 
Gramson Police Department! I'll sue the mayor! I'll  sue Premier 
Henderson! I'll sue Prime Minister Gatsby! 

Now, do your freaking job!" shouted Cynthia.  
"Consider the police on their way.  
Wait ... don't hang up on me! Are you in any kind o f danger 

at the present moment? Do you know where the allege d assailants 
are?" asked the dispatcher.  

"No, I don't exactly know where the 'alleged assail ants' 
are! Thankfully, I'm with three trustworthy friends .  

Most of the party animals have already left the fra ternity 
house. It's late, even by their standard," responde d Cynthia.  

In a flash, three patrol cars arrived at the scene.  With 
sirens and flashing lights everywhere, we felt reas sured. 

The police have an aura of strength and authority. It 
looked like Jeff, and his creepy friends were finis hed; 
rightfully so!  

We exited the fraternity house from the front door.  After 
eying the police officers, we approached them direc tly.  

I also had the jitters. I understood that there wer e to be 
many questions to come. We would certainly be drill ed by the 
police.  
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Cynthia and Lois started crying. Both women had a s imilar 
history of abuse. I think they'd had enough! You se e, Corey and 
I loved Cynthia as though she was our blood kin. 

Sure, Cynthia and I had gotten into a skirmish or t wo, but, 
we never stopped loving each other. I think this is  true: A CAT 
IS A VICTIM’S BEST FRIEND. 

Finally, we felt like justice was within our reach.  
"Officers my name is Lois Carport. This is Cynthia Corbett, 

and these two cutie pies are Corey Jameson, and Jod y Wilson.  
Cynthia Corbett demands to file a criminal complain t 

against six Gramson students. I demand to file a cr iminal 
complaint for another gang-rape that occurred two y ears ago. One 
of the assailants, a Jeff Borland, was also involve d in the 
attempted gang-rape of Cynthia.  

You see, I was brutally gang-raped. The dreaded inc ident 
happened while I was a student at Gramson High. 

After seeing how brave and steadfast Cynthia and he r 
friends are, I have now become courageous enough to  follow 
through with my official complaint, and a long tria l. If need 
be.”  

Suddenly, two of the offenders slithered out from b ehind a 
van that was parked across the street. 

Both offenders had tears in their eyes, and a 'pupp y dog' 
expression. 

Within a minute, the police had gotten two full con fessions 
to the attempted gang-rape. 

Both offenders asked for a good plea bargain agreem ent, if 
they'd come clean about Jeff. Yes, Jeff was the bos s, 
conspirator, and alpha rapist.  

Sadly, within their confession was a sign of their inherent 
evil. They didn't seem to understand why they were in trouble. 
It was like they were looking out for themselves an d then 
stabbed their former boss in the back.  

"Officer, we're sorry if we hurt anyone's feelings.  Come 
on, we were just having fun. It was a big party. It 's not like 
we were all strangers to each other. We've been fri ends with 
Jeff for over fifteen years. We’re also very close to Cynthia. 
She's kind of our friend," said an offender.  

Before the police officer could respond, Cynthia ju mped 
into the conversation.  

"Too late, you will soon be long-term residents of the 
penitentiary! You two jerks will be marked as rapis ts. That 
means you'll become little harlots for the other in mates. I 
can't wait till that happens!  

You'll ‘understand’ what it feels like to be utterl y used. 
Used like an inanimate object, an automaton. You gu ys are 
pretty-boys just waiting to be mounted," said Cynth ia.  
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I thought that Cynthia went overboard, a bit. She d idn't 
have to torment those guys. After all, they were go ing to the 
slammer.  

As soon as a policewoman read the 'suspects' their rights, 
both of them fled the scene. As shocking as it may sound, they 
really did flee!  

I think what spooked them was Cynthia's dire predic tion. 
She should’ve kept her mouth shut.  

Immediately, police officers gave chase, while anot her 
called for backup. There were another four police o fficers 
inside the fraternity house searching for Jeff.  

The composites of both fugitives would be posted 
everywhere. Sooner or later, the police would find out their 
real identities then offer a handsome reward for an y information 
leading to their arrest and conviction.  

Regardless, Jeff was the alpha rapist. He deserved the most 
severe punishment. His buddies were ‘following orde rs’. They 
hardly had a mind of their own.  

Soon, there was pandemonium! Several more patrol ca rs 
arrived at the scene.  

I braced myself for more questions and an all-night  crime 
scene investigation. No doubt, it was worth it. 

Two female detectives arrived at the scene. One of them 
approached us, while the other entered the fraterni ty house.  

"Guys, I'm Detective Meg Hayes. I need to ask you a  few 
important questions.  

What room did the 'alleged incident' happen in?"  
"It wasn't a freaking alleged incident! I was about  to be 

freaking gang-raped! Please, don't make a mockery o f my pain and 
suffering!  

Cynthia couldn't tell Officer Hayes about the time line or 
being gang-raped there.  

It happened in room number 26!" shouted Cynthia.  
"Cynthia, please don't shout. I apologize for using  the 

phrase 'alleged incident'. All suspects are presume d innocent 
until proven guilty. Our justice system must be fai r. We can't 
convict every suspect, without due process," said D etective 
Hayes.  

Cynthia fell onto the ground, curled up into a ball  then 
began another one of her horrendous crying sprees. 

She began to shiver, almost to the point of going i nto 
convulsions.  

We comforted Cynthia then waited until she improved .  
As soon as Cynthia was ready, we entered the frater nity 

house then headed to room number 26.  
Upon entering the 'rape room', we began to answer O fficer 

Hayes questions. She spoke softly, and slowly.  
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After the questioning process ended, Officer Hayes asked 
Cynthia if she wanted to go to the emergency room o f the Gramson 
General Hospital.  

Cynthia answered in the negative.  
While exiting the fraternity house, we felt a sigh of 

relief. 
Finally, Jeff was finished! 


