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The Cat Who Went North
 
 
I started to worry about the cold after we crossed the border between from North Carolina and Virginia. “I don’t know about you, Pilar,” I said to my cat, who sat comfortably in her carrier on the front seat next to me, “but I’m starting to feel a chill.”
We were both Conchs, natives of Key West, Florida, where the coldest it ever got was in the low forties for a few days in January or February. It was only mid-November, and the weather guy on the radio said it was sixty-two degrees in Richmond, and heading down.
“I’m not sure about this,” I said to Pilar. Since she had adopted me three years before, I had developed the habit of thinking out loud, and addressing my thoughts to Pilar, a red, gold and black Abyssinian with a soft purr, a loud growl, and a strong personality. 
Pilar was a descendant of the cats that had lived with Ernest Hemingway at his house in Key West. The woman who sold Pilar to me had explained that to be a Hemingway a cat had to have at least one extra toe on one paw, and the cats were priced accordingly – an extra charge for each extra toe.
By the time we got back to my apartment, I’d decided to name her Pilar, after Hemingway’s boat, and after the heroine of For Whom The Bell Tolls. She had liked the name, and accepted it.
“What do you think, Pilar? Should we turn around and head back to Key West? After all, this is only a job. Do I really want to work and live in Philadelphia?”
Pilar mewed.
“Well, it is a good job.” After years of struggle, working at every hotel position from bellhop to dining room waiter to front desk clerk, I had settled in as the marketing director for a property on the island that was part of a national chain. I’d done a good job, and eventually been offered a promotion, as director of marketing for a much larger hotel in the chain in Philadelphia. I was going to be making real money, for the first time in my life, and I thought it would be exciting to leave Key West, where I was born and raised, to live in a big, fascinating city like Philadelphia.
But as I drove farther north, and the weather got colder, I was starting to have my doubts. “There’s an exit up ahead,” I said to Pilar. “I could turn around and start heading south again. We could make it to Georgia by dark.”
Pilar was silent. “You’re not being much help. Tell you what. If you don’t say anything, I’ll turn around. If you think I should keep going, then say something.”
I turned to look at Pilar, curled up in a corner of her carrier. She yawned, and rolled onto her side. “What was that?” I asked. “Was that a yes or a no?”
Pilar went to sleep. “I guess I keep going.”
***
My furniture was waiting for us when we arrived in Philadelphia, in an apartment not far from the hotel. As soon as I let Pilar out of her carrier, she prowled every corner, sniffing and investigating everything. Cats are naturally very curious, and Abyssinians, who are among the most intelligent of cats, are also one of the nosiest breeds. Pilar was a prime example.
She loved to poke around in my things. She had a habit of getting into half-open drawers, nudging open cupboard doors with her nose, even digging the dirt out of my potted plants. Before I leave for more than just a day at work, I make sure the apartment is cat-proof. That means keeping as much as possible away from Pilar’s prying paws. 
On the morning of my first day at work, I bundled up in a t-shirt, a blue oxford-cloth button down shirt over that, a sweater and a cream-colored linen sports jacket, and set out for work.
The first thing I learned about living in a cold climate was that I had all the wrong clothes. In Key West, I wore a tie to work, and long pants, but most of the time I lived in shorts, t-shirts, and deck shoes without socks. Everything in my closet was cotton or linen, and I didn’t even own an overcoat.
But things were different in Philadelphia. Even with all my layers, I was still cold that first day when a beautiful green-eyed blonde stuck her head in my office door.
“I’m Lisa Audubon, director of food and beverage,” she said. “Welcome.”
She had a southern accent that knocked my socks off. Down in Key West, we may be south of the Mason-Dixon line, but we’re south of everything else, too. Most of the Floridians I grew up with talked more like they were from New York than from New Orleans.
I stood up to shake her hand. “Ryan Yates.”
“Bet you’re cold,” Lisa said.
“How’d you know?” I rubbed my hands together.
“I moved here last year from Atlanta,” she said. “Took me weeks to feel warm again.”
“Don’t tell me that! This is just my first day.”
“I can help. After work, I’m going to take you to a great store. As long as you’ve got a credit card that you haven’t charged to the limit, they can put you into some warm clothes.”
“That would be terrific.” I also thought it would be terrific to get a chance to check out that golden hair, those green eyes, and that sweet as sugar accent.
“I’m finished at six,” she said. “How about you?”
“Six is good.” I thought of Pilar. “But I have to check in on my cat. I need to make sure she’s adjusting.”
“I don’t like cats,” Lisa said. “I tell you what. The store’s not too far from here. If I give you the address, can you meet me there at say, six-thirty?”
We agreed. At six o’clock I bundled myself up as well as I could and drove home to check on Pilar. She was curled up on the bed, most of her body hidden away under a pillow. I turned up the thermostat a few degrees.
“I’m going out again,” I called to her from the kitchen, where I put some dinner in her bowl and changed her water. “I’m coming back with lots of warm clothes.”
Pilar said nothing.
Lisa was great. She helped me pick out wool pants, a lined overcoat, and gloves, then held up a green loden-cloth blazer with brown leather buttons. “This jacket is a good color for you. The leather matches your hair, and the green makes your eyes look darker.”
I looked in the mirror. My eyes were hazel, a watery greenish brown that I’d never found very flattering. But sure enough, when I wore that jacket they looked darker.
We walked around the store, pillaging department after department. I got a scarf, a couple of sweaters, another wool blazer and some long-sleeved shirts, and by the time I was done my credit card was warm to the touch. “Can I buy you dinner?” I asked. “To say thanks for the help?”
“Sure,” Lisa said, and I loved the way her smooth voice caressed that single word. I had to come to Philadelphia to find a southern girl, I thought.
By the time we’d had dinner and I got home, it was already late. Pilar rocketed around the living room a few times, and when she finally stopped and came up to me, she mewed, accusing me of abandonment. She walked around me once, sniffed, and then shot down the hall.
“What’s the matter?” I asked. I followed her into the bedroom, and I couldn’t coax her into my lap until I had removed the clothes that smelled like Lisa and put on my old familiar sweats. 
“You’re going to have to get used to me coming home with all different smells on me, Pilar. It’s no big deal.”
She reached out one claw and scratched my leg through the cotton sweatpants. “Ow! That hurt, Pilar!”
She purred and rolled onto her side.
***
I settled into my job, but whenever a cold front swept into Philadelphia, I caught the sniffles. Pilar had adjusted to the new apartment, finding sunny places to sleep during the day, cuddling up with me at night. Lisa was busy with a whole series of conferences and winter weddings, so I didn’t get a chance to see her much during the day. When we did meet up, she was usually so busy all she had time to do was give me a quick pointer on life a cold climate.
“The secret to a healthy winter is a good cashmere scarf,” she said one day, when she stopped by my office between appointments. “You keep your neck warm, you keep away the germs.”
“I’ll remember that. I saw a guy selling them on the street the other day.”
“Look for one in dark green, like your jacket,” she said. “Remember how nice it makes your eyes look.”
She glanced at her watch. “Shoot, I have another meeting.” She jumped up and turned to the door.
“Lisa. Wait.”
She turned back around to me. “Are you free for dinner? Saturday night, maybe?”
“Wedding Saturday night. How about Friday, after work?”
“It’s a date.”
“You bet, sugar. See you then.”
I slumped back against my chair. Sugar. Did that mean something, or was it just a Southern thing?
That night I told Pilar about my date as we sat on the sofa together, her head pushed up against my thigh. “You’d like Lisa. She’s so pretty, and so delicate. A real Southern girl.”
I stroked her stomach, but she didn’t purr. “What’s the matter, sweetie? Do you not like Philadelphia?”
She squirmed away from me. “It’s like a necessary evil,” I said. “We’ll stay up north for a couple of years, make a lot of money, then go back to a better job down south.”
Pilar sat up on her haunches and licked her right front paw. “Honest, Pilar. I promise.”
She jumped down off the sofa and stretched, leaning her graceful head way back. Then she stalked off to the bedroom.
***
“I’m always cold,” I told Lisa as we sat at the restaurant. “I guess my blood is thin, from living in Florida.” I sat back against the banquette. “Pilar doesn’t like the cold weather here either. She’s not happy here. I can tell.”
“She’s inside all day where it’s warm. How can she know the difference?”
“She knows.” I adjusted the position of the fork next to my plate. “When I come home, she’s racing around the apartment, like she’s trying to get warm. Her fur’s thicker, and she’s been very frisky lately, always wanting to play. She hasn’t been this playful since she was a kitten.”
“It sounds to me like she likes it here,” Lisa said. “Frisky, playful. Those aren’t adjectives you use to describe an unhappy cat.”
I wasn’t sure how to answer that. My life was different, but Pilar was still in familiar surroundings, warm and comfortable every day. I had discovered when I got my first electric bill that I paid for heat, and it was very expensive, so I kept the thermometer at 68 while I was at work; not what Pilar was accustomed to, but not cold either. 
“You have to know her like I do,” I finally said. “For example, she’s not a very affectionate cat. She’s not the type to come and curl up on your lap all the time. But here, as soon as I sit down, she comes to snuggle up against me.”
“Things must be different for you, too,” she said. “Philadelphia’s a lot faster-paced than Key West.”
“You bet. But I like it. There’s always something going on.”
I felt her leg against mine under the table, and she smiled. I returned the smile, and the pressure against her leg.
We flirted through dinner, and by the time the waiter brought the check I was very interested to see where the evening would go.
We paid, and stood up to put our coats on. That was something I had a hard time getting accustomed to, all that time spent dressing and undressing before going out. In Key West, all you had to do was throw a sweater on if it was cool.
I asked Lisa, “Why don’t you come up to my place for a nightcap? It’s just around the corner.”
“Won’t Pilar mind?”
I shrugged. “We’ll see.” When we got to my apartment, though, Pilar had put on her company behavior. She hid under the bed and wouldn’t come out.
“That’s fine,” Lisa said. “I told you I’m not really a cat person.”
My apartment had a fireplace, something I’d had no experience with in Key West. The previous tenant had left some logs in the grate, and Lisa helped me make a fire. When we were finished, we sat on the sofa together. “This is nice,” I said. “I see why people like fireplaces.”
“It’s one of the ways people keep warm up here,” Lisa said.
“That and warm clothes.” I picked at my pants leg. “The wonder of wool.”
“There are other ways people keep warm up here,” she said. “I can show you, if y’all are interested.” She snuggled up close to me and laid her lovely blonde head on my shoulder.
“I’m interested.” I put my arm around her, and she lifted her face up to mine. It shone golden in the firelight. We kissed, and it was delightful—Lisa’s lips were just as soft as the rest of her, and I loved the way her body felt next to mine.
Then suddenly a huge, furry weight landed on my neck, claws digging into my exposed skin. 
I drew back from Lisa, and dragged Pilar on to my lap. “This is Lisa, Pilar,” I said. “Lisa, meet Pilar.”
Lisa was pulling cat hairs from her mouth. “I guessed.”
“Let me put her away.” I stood up and carried Pilar down the hall, where I tossed her gently onto the bed. She landed gracefully on all fours and looked up at me, her head cocked.
“Be good.” I locked the bedroom door and went back to Lisa on the couch. Within minutes Pilar had started to howl, a scratchy, high-pitched noise that raised hairs on the back of my neck. “She’s never acted like this before,” I said. “Let’s try and ignore her.”
We kissed again, but it was hard to concentrate, with Pilar caterwauling in the background. “I think she’s jealous,” Lisa said.
“Probably.” I stood up. “I’m sorry, I just can’t listen to that.” I walked up to the bedroom and opened the door. Pilar had pulled a pair of my new wool pants to the floor and curled them around into a nest. I could see a place where her claw had caught in the fabric. “Pilar! Bad cat!” I tried to grab her but she darted between my legs and out to the living room.
When I followed her out, Lisa was standing by the door, holding her coat. “I’d better go. I’ll see you at work on Monday.”
“See what you did?” I said to Pilar when Lisa had gone. “You ruined my evening and you ruined my new pants. Bad cat!” But Pilar wouldn’t even hang around to listen to my complaints. She settled herself by the dying fire and dozed off contentedly, her evening’s work done.
I wasn’t about to give up on Lisa so easily, though. Even with my new clothes, I was still cold all the time, and she was the only warm thing in my life, besides Pilar. I spent most of every day in my office, on the phone and at the computer, making and renewing contacts with the press and writing releases.
Lisa and I talked occasionally, but we were both so busy that it was hard to get enough time to even ask her out again. And after Pilar’s performance I wasn’t sure Lisa would want to go out with me.
One of the hotel’s big events in mid-December was an ice-sculpture contest, held in one of the ballrooms that opened to the outdoors. I had to work long hours in the days before the event, and planned to stay overnight at the hotel all weekend while the exhibit was open. By the time the first day arrived, I was so rushed that I hurried out of the apartment, just barely making sure that Pilar had enough food and water to last her until Sunday.
The sculptures were placed on tables all around the room, with several large pieces on pedestals in the center. Coming from Key West, I hadn’t had much experience of ice sculpture, and I was surprised at the variety. There were penguins and polar bears, and an igloo with an Eskimo next to it, dressed in a fur parka that was so realistic you could almost feel the softness of the fur.
There were also clipper ships with elaborate lacy rigging, a jumbo jet and a train, and a replica of the Philadelphia Museum of Art, the “Parthenon on the Parkway.” The sculptor had even carved a miniature Rocky jogging up the steps.
We had the doors wide open, and the larger sculptures were placed in the circular drive outside. I was in that room nearly all weekend, suffering through the frigid air as I walked reporters around and introduced them to the chefs who had done the carvings. Then I had to stand there, my hands in my pockets and my face turning blue, while the reporters asked questions and the chefs responded politely.
By Sunday afternoon I had a real cold going. I kept shivering, and my nose wouldn’t stop running. At six o’clock the exhibit closed down, and as soon as the last guest walked out the door I headed for home, a lot of aspirin and hot tea, and a snuggle under my new down quilt.
As soon as I walked in the door I knew something was wrong, and I realized that I’d been in such a hurry to leave on Friday morning that I’d forgotten to cat-proof the apartment. Pilar, understandably annoyed at being left on her own all weekend, had trashed everything she could reach.
My clothes lay scattered around the living room. Pilar had scooped dirt out of my potted hibiscus (which was slowly dying anyway) and then stepped in it. She had then marched all over my clean shirts and pants, even my underwear.
In the kitchen, she’d opened the cupboard and spilled oatmeal and pasta all over the counters. She’d shredded a roll of paper towels and knocked over the caddy with my spatulas and other kitchen tools in it. I had grown up in Key West around photos of the disastrous hurricane of 1926, and my apartment looked just like those pictures.
I stood in the doorway surveying the horror in front of me. Pilar came dashing out of the bedroom, and she didn’t seem to understand or care that I was sick; she wanted to play. She batted her ball to me, but I knocked it away. I went into the kitchen, drank right out of the carton of orange juice, and then went into the bedroom.
The scene there was just as bad as in the living room. A long trail of toilet paper stretched toward the bathroom, and the books and papers that had been on my bureau were on the floor. There were more clothes everywhere. I took off what I was wearing and dropped it on the pile, then crawled into bed.
Pilar jumped up and tried to snuggle next to me. “Bad cat,” I said sleepily, pushing her away. It did no good. She curled up next to my stomach and we both fell asleep.
In the morning I felt even worse. I called in sick, and my secretary said, “And don’t you dare come in until you get better. You’ll infect the whole hotel.”
“Thanks for the sympathy.” For a while I wrapped myself in the quilt and watched TV in the living room, barely clearing a place for myself on the couch. Then I went back to bed.
The door buzzer woke me around six-thirty. I stumbled to the intercom. “Who is it?”
“It’s Lisa. I brought you a get-well package.”
I looked around the room. It looked terrible. Then I shrugged and said, “Come on up.”
She looked beautiful. Her blonde hair was piled up in a loose bun, and her cheeks were ruddy from the cold. The first thing she said was, “What happened? Did you get robbed?”
“A cat burglar.” I looked around for Pilar, but she was hiding again. “The culprit is lying low at the moment.”
“You look terrible. You go back to bed. I’m going to take care of things for you.”
I started to protest, feebly, but she pushed me toward the bedroom. “I’ll call you when the chicken soup is ready.” 
I got into bed, and Pilar appeared out of the shadows of the room, and jumped up next to me. “You really know how to make me look bad,” I said to her.
Abyssinians have very soft fur, almost like rabbit. Each hair has at least five different bands of color on it, shades of red and black and cream. Her fur felt smooth under my fingers. She began to purr. Then Lisa called, “Soup’s on,” from the kitchen, and Pilar shot away from me, toward the closet.
The soup was delicious. Lisa had also brought aspirin, a heating pad, a hot water bottle, and three different kinds of cold medicines. “This is so nice of you,” I said. “I could just kiss you.”
“Save it for when you’re better. That looks like a rotten cold, and I don’t want to catch it.” She stood up and started clearing the table. “Now you go back to bed, and I’ll clean up in here.”
“You don’t have to. I can do it in the morning. I’m sure I’ll feel better by then.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. Go.”
I went back into the bedroom and got into bed. “Pilar,” I called. “Here, girl.”
She didn’t answer. I wondered where she was. I heard Lisa start running water in the kitchen sink, and suddenly I knew. I jumped out of bed, but before I’d even made it to the bedroom door I heard Lisa. “Oh, no!” she said. “You cat!”
Unlike most cats, Abyssinians love water. In Key West, where I had a tub shower with a curtain, Pilar often loved to come into the shower with me and frolic under the spray. Whenever I did the dishes, I had to shove her away from the countertop, because she liked to play in the sudsy water.
When I got to the kitchen I saw Lisa trying to dry herself off with a hand towel. “Your cat jumped in the sink. She splashed water all over me.” There was a big place on her peacock blue blouse where the fabric had gone dark, and another big dark spot on her ivory colored skirt.
“I’m sorry.”
“This is a silk blouse,” she said.
“I’ll pay for the cleaning. I’m so sorry. She’s not usually like this. She’s mad that I was at the hotel all weekend.”
“Well, I wasn’t too crazy that you had to work either, just when I had a break, but at least I’m doing something constructive.”
I didn’t have anything to say to that.
“Go back to sleep,” she said finally. “But take your cat with you, please.”
I knelt down to the floor. “Come here, Pilar.” She crouched under the sofa and stared at me. I was just too sick to get down on my hands and knees and drag her out.
A few weeks after I brought Pilar home I discovered that she loved to fetch. It was an odd kind of revelation; fetching was something I’d always associated with dogs rather than with cats, but after reading up on her breed I’d discovered that Abyssinians generally did like playing catch.
I tossed her ball back and forth between my hands for a moment or two, while Lisa dried her blouse and Pilar watched intently from her place under the sofa. I backed toward the hallway, tossing the ball back and forth, back and forth. When I finally reached the hall, I stopped. I turned my back to Pilar and then quickly threw her ball out into the living room.
Just as I expected, she shot out from under the sofa and raced into the living room. She jumped up and caught the ball in her paws on one of its bounces, and turned around and brought it right back to me in her mouth. “Gotcha,” I said, grabbing hold of her. “We’ll be in the bedroom.”
Pilar mewed as I carried her with me. She struggled to get away, but I wouldn’t let go. I closed the door behind us and got back into bed. Pilar sat by the door and mewed loudly, but I didn’t pay her any attention. Within a few minutes I was asleep.
I didn’t hear Lisa leave, but sometime in the night I woke up and went to the bathroom. When I went back to bed I left the bedroom door open. The next morning when I awoke I sat up in bed. My body still ached, but my nose had stopped running and I could breathe easier.
The bedroom was still a mess, but I felt like I might do some cleaning. Then I looked at the open door. “Oh, no,” I said. Wearily I got out of bed and walked out to the living room to see what further damage Pilar had done during the night.
But the room was spotless, and Pilar was sleeping quietly in a patch of sun near the front window. “It’s a miracle. If I knew the patron saint of cats, I’d say a blessing.”
I fixed breakfast, and called in to the office for my messages. I cleaned up the bedroom, watched TV, and reheated Lisa’s leftover chicken soup for lunch. Around three o’clock I got dressed. “I’m not going away for long this time,” I said to Pilar. “So don’t go crazy on me, OK?”
Pilar sat up from her place on the dining room table and stretched. I put down my briefcase and picked up her ball. “Come on. Want to play catch?” I tossed the ball toward her.
She must have thought I was going to lock her up again; she stayed on the table. I walked over to the ball and picked it up, then tossed it again, right at her. She couldn’t help herself; she jumped up in the air and caught it with her front paws. She landed back on the table, skidded a little, but stopped herself by scratching her claws into the finish.
Pilar often jumps up to catch balls that are tossed to her, grabbing them with her extra toes, which she uses almost like thumbs. I’ve even seen her use them to pick up her dry food and dip it into her water. We played catch for a little while, until I felt that she’d forgiven me for locking her up the night before, and then I drove over to the hotel.
I didn’t want to do too much. I looked over the mail and the phone messages and returned a few calls. By five o’clock I was ready to leave, but I stopped by Lisa’s office first. “She’s in the Franklin Ballroom,” her secretary said. “Big dinner tonight.”
The Franklin was one of our smaller ballrooms, on the second floor of the hotel. It was nice for intimate dinner parties of say, fifty or so. That day it had been set up with round tables and a lectern at the back of the room, for a corporate dinner. Though the cloths were on the table, they hadn’t been set yet, and the folding chairs were still stacked at the side of the room.
Lisa was rearranging the flowers in the centerpiece on the table closest to the door. “What’s the matter?” I asked.
“The client asked for carnations, and said no roses.” There was a pile of red carnations on her left, and a pile of red roses pulled out of the centerpiece on her right.
“Can I help?”
“There’s six more centerpieces to do. Grab some carnations.”
While we worked, the set-up staff began putting out the chairs, and the waiters laid out the place settings and folded the napkins. I felt comfortable working with Lisa, and I decided I was settling into my job and the new hotel. The new city was going to take a little longer, for me and Pilar, but I thought we were well on our way. 
Lisa and I finished the flowers as the first of the guests arrived. “Thanks,” she said, as we walked down the hall toward the food and beverage office.
“I’m the one who owes you some thanks. Big time. You didn’t have to clean my apartment for me.”
“You didn’t look like you were in any shape to do it. You didn’t let the cat into the living room, did you?”
“She got out in the middle of the night,” I said, and watched Lisa’s face light up in horror. “And she didn’t do a thing. I was really surprised.” I smiled. “Come on, get your coat and let me buy you a drink.”
She shook her head and stopped as we reached the door of her office. “No, you’re still recuperating. You ought to get home. Do you still have some soup left?”
“Absolutely. It was delicious, by the way.”
“My mother’s recipe. You go home, have some soup and get a good night’s sleep. You can buy me that drink later on in the week.”
I stopped at the grocery and picked up a few things, including a nice piece of fresh salmon for Pilar. When I got home, she was pacing in front of the window.
One of the things I’ve always admired about her is her sleek, regal bearing. They say that Abyssinians were prized cats in the days of the Pharaohs, and you can see pictures of them in Egyptian paintings. Seeing her stalk back and forth like that I could easily believe Pilar was descended from queens.
“See, I wasn’t away too long. Just like I promised.” I went into the kitchen and put down my groceries, and Pilar joined me there, jumping up on the counter. “You were a naughty cat yesterday. You shouldn’t have splashed Lisa’s blouse.”
Pilar meowed and began to nose around the grocery bags. Like a true Abyssinian, she had to sniff everything I brought into the house and give it her personal stamp of approval.
I put the groceries away and began to heat up the last of the chicken soup. Pilar stood on the counter and rubbed against my side. “What am I going to do about you?” I asked. She meowed and I rubbed her head. I decided I’d give her the salmon.
By the weekend I was feeling better, though I was still getting chills intermittently. Lisa and I went to dinner and to the movies, and she came up to my apartment afterwards. “Don’t worry,” I said, as we walked in. “I’ll make sure Pilar stays in the bedroom.”
Pilar was waiting by the front door, but as soon as she saw Lisa she skittered under the sofa. “She may warm up to you sometime. At least she’s behaving now.”
“Maybe she’ll even like me one day,” Lisa said. 
I took her coat and we walked over to the sofa.
“I’m not that bad a person.”
“I’d agree with that. You just happen to be a person who doesn’t like cats.”
We sat down on the sofa and Lisa stretched out. I pulled her shoes off, rested her feet in my lap, and started stroking them. “It’s not exactly true that I don’t like cats,” she said.
“What do you mean? Usually you’re either a cat person, or not. I haven’t met many in-betweens.”
“When I was a teenager, we had a Siamese. Her name was Nanki-Poo, from The Mikado.” I waited for her to go on. “She was an inside cat. The only times she ever went out was to the vet, in her carrier. One day someone left the front door open, and she got out.”
“Oh,” I said.
“She didn’t know how to behave outside. She went chasing a bird, right into the street, and a car hit her.”
“I’m sorry.”
“So I just don’t like to be around cats now. They remind me of Nanki-Poo.”
“If anything happened to Pilar, I’d feel awful.” We were both quiet for a bit, and then I was surprised to see Pilar come crawling out from beneath the sofa. She sat up next to Lisa’s hand and gave a small purr.
Lisa reached down to scratch behind her ears. Pilar mewed, and rolled over on her back. “I don’t believe it,” I said. “Talk about mood swings.”
Lisa leaned down and rubbed Pilar’s stomach. Pilar purred contentedly. “Whose?” Lisa asked. “Pilar’s or mine?”
“Both.” 
Pilar jumped up on the sofa between us, and Lisa and I rubbed her together for a minute or two. Then I stood up. “Let’s build a fire,” I said, “and the three of us can all warm up in front of it.”
Sometimes I think Pilar understands what I’m saying, and sometimes I know she does. She jumped up and raced around the room a few times, landing by the fireplace, where she used her paws and her mouth to drag a piece of newspaper toward the fire. Lisa and I looked at each other and laughed. “Come on,” she said. “It’ll get going faster if the three of us work together.”
She patted Pilar’s back, and my fickle cat curled up at her feet and purred contentedly. “I’ll get the logs,” I said.
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