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For those who wonder about their cats.

And for the cats who dont need to wonder,

for the cats who know.

And, of course, for Joe Cat.
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Within the dark laundry room she stood to the side of the doors narrow glass, where she would not be seen from the street, stood looking out into the night. The black sidewalk and the leafy growth across the street in the neighboring yards formed a dense tangle, a vague mosaic fingered by sickly light from the distant streetlamp. Pale leaves shone against porch rails and steps, unfamiliar and strange, and beneath a porch roof hung a mass of vines, twisted into unnatural configurations. Beneath these gleamed the disembodied white markings of the gray cat, where it crouched staring in her direction, predatory and intent, waiting among the black bushes for her to emerge again into the night. She stepped aside, not breathing, moving farther from the glass.

But the cat turned its head, following her movement, its yellow eyes, catching the thin light, blazing like light-struck ice, amber eyes staring into hers. Shivering, sickened, she backed deeper into the shadows of the laundry room, clutching her voluminous black raincoat more tightly around herself, nervously smoothing its lumpy, heavy folds.

She couldnt guess how much the cat could see in the blackness through the narrow glass; she didnt know if it could make out the pale oval of her face, the faint halo of gray hair. The rest of her should blend totally into the darkness of the small room, her black-gloved hands, the black coat buttoned to her throat. Even her shoes and stockings were black. She had no real understanding of precisely how well cats could see in the dark, but she imagined this beasts vision was like some secret laser beam, some infrared device designed for nighttime surveillance.

She could only guess that the cat had followed her here. How else could he have found her? Somehow he had followed the scent of her car along the village streets, then tracked her, once she left the car, perhaps by the smell of the old cemetery on her shoes, where she had walked among the graves earlier in the day? Such skill and intensity in a common beast seemed impossible. But with this animal perhaps nothing was impossible.

Earlier, approaching the house, she hadnt seen him, and she had watched warily, too, studying the bushes, peering into the late-afternoon shadows, then had slipped in through the unlocked front door quickly. Not until she had finished her stealthy perusal of the house, taking what she wanted, and was prepared to leave again had she seen the beast, waiting out there, crouched in the nightwaiting just as, three times before, it had waited. Seeing it, her mouth had gone dry, and she had wanted to turn and run, to escape.

But now the sounds behind her down the hall kept her from fleeing back through the house to the front; she was trapped here. She was terrified that someone would come this way, step from the brightly lit kitchen, down the hall, and into the laundry room, switch on a sudden light. She could hear the little family, gathered in the bright kitchen, preparing supper, the clang of pans and dishes, the parents and the three children bantering back and forth with good-natured barbs.

Stroking her bulky coat, she fingered the hard little lumps of jewelry and the three small antique clocks, the lizard handbag and matching pumps, the roll of twenties and fifties, the miniature painting, all tucked neatly away in the hidden pockets sewn into the lining. She should be on a high of elationthe day had been unusually profitable. She should not be shivering because a cata common, stupid beastwaited for her to emerge into the night. Yet she had never felt so helpless.

The cat moved again shifting among the shadows, and for a moment she saw it clearly, its sleek gray coat dark as storm clouds, its white parts stark against the black foliage. It was a big cat, hard-muscled. The white strip down its nose made it seem to be frowning, scowling with angry disapproval. An easy cat to identify; you would not mistake this one. This cat had no tail, just that short, ugly stub. She didnt know if it was a Manx or if it had gotten detailed in some accident. It should have been beheaded.

It was the kind of big, square beast that might easily tackle a German shepherd and come out the winner, the kind of cat, if you saw it slinking toward you through a dim alley, ready to spring, you would turn away and take an alternate route. And the creature wasnt a strayit was too well fed, sleek, and confident, nothing like the thin, dirty strays her friend Wenona used to feed down around the wharf.

She would not in her wildest dreams ever be a person to get friendly with cats; not as Wenona had. Wenona had seemed drawn to cats. It was Wenona who told her about this kind of beast, told her years ago that there were unnatural felines in the world, sentient animals that knew far more of humanity than they should, knew more of human language and of human hungers and human needs than seemed possible. The tales of those creatures even now terrified her.

Now again the cats eyes blazed directly at her, its narrow face and hot stare burning into her, shaking her with its strange, unreadable intent. What did it want?

Three times just this last week the cat had tracked her as she approached other houses, had trailed her as she searched for an unlocked door, and had watched her slip insidehad been waiting an hour later when she came out.

The first time she saw it, she assumed it was some neighborhood cat, but days later, when she saw the same distinctively marked tomcat in a totally different neighborhood, following her again, she had thought of Wenonas stories. Oh, it was the same cat, same narrow-eyed scowl, same narrow white strip down its face, same steely fur, thick shoulders, and heavy neck, same stub tail. Encountering that too-human gaze, she had gone back into the house she had just left, back through the unlocked front door, hoping that if a neighbor saw her, theyd think her a guest who had forgotten something.

And there, in a strangers house, standing at the front window, she had watched the cat pace the sidewalk waiting for her. She had delayed for more than an hour worrying that someone would come home, had used the bathroom twice, cursing her kidneys, and then at last when she looked out and the cat was gone, when she couldnt see it anywhere, she had hastened away down the street, stricken with nerves, had hurried nervously to her car, scanning every bush and shadow, flung herself into the car, locked the doors, and taken off with a squeal of tires.

But she had not gone back to her room, fearing that the cat could somehow follow her there, she had driven mindlessly down into the village. Parking on Ocean Avenue, she had shed her heavy coat, left it folded on the seat, effectively concealing the sterling flatware, the heavy silver nut bowls and sterling side dishes, gone into a little hole-in-the-wall for a cup of coffee, drunk three cups, nursing them, making them last, all the while longing to be home, longing for the comfort of a closed door and tightly pulled shades, for a quick supper and a hot bath and bed. She stayed in the restaurant a long time before she worked up the nerve to return to her car in the gathering dusk.


And when she reached the white Toyota, there on the dusty hood were pawprints. A trail of big pawprints that had not been there before, prints that led across the hood to the windshield, as if the cat had stood looking in, perhaps studying her black coat.

She had driven away sickened.

Wenona said that if such a cat took an interest in you, it would not be easily discouraged. Wenonas tales had made the back of her neck prickle; never since Wenona told her those stories had she been able to abide cats.

The third time she saw the cat she was just approaching her mark, a house she was sure was, for the moment, empty. Suddenly the same beast appeared two doors down, leaping to a porch rail, watching her, same deep scowl, far too intelligent. Glimpsing its yellow eyes, she had panicked.

Oh, she had gotten through her usual routine all right, stripped the house of what she could carry, but by the time she left again she was shaking. She had refused to return to her car, had gone brazenly to a neighbors house, had rung the bell and asked if she could call a cab, had said her car was stalled.

Now, tonight, she had parked much farther from the neighborhood she had chosen, hoping she could lose the beast.

She didnt usually work at night. The middle of the day was best, on weekends when people were out in back gardening or were out around the pool, leaving the house open. She was in and out quickly, and no one the wiser until hours later.

But tonight, cruising the neighborhood, shed seen the husband and wife raking the freshly plowed yard in preparation for reseeding the lawn, and she was pretty sure their three elementary-school children would be at the big middle-school ball gameshe paid attention to such matters. Parking several blocks away, shed hoped a change in her schedule might put the cat off.


But again hed been waiting.

And the irony was, a cat was her alibi. A lost cat. An alibi that had served her very well.

If, in a strangers house, she was apprehended and confronted, as she had been three times in this village, her story was always the same. Shed been traveling with Kitty, Kitty liked to ride loose in the car, shed had her dear Kitty since he was just a tiny little ball of fluff, hed always ridden in the car with her, but this time hed jumped out and run away. Hed be terrified in a strange neighborhood, she lived a long way down the coast, he wouldnt know where he was, she couldnt bear to think of him lost in a strange town. The story always worked. People were suckers for a pitiful lost cat. But now

Now her carefully prepared lie had turned on her, had begun to taunt her.

On each job she changed her lost cats description just as she varied other details of her operation, but always she played the tearful, lonely woman looking for her lost Kitty; shed say shed heard Kitty crying inside the house, that she thought it had slipped in through an open door and was trapped and frightened, so she had gone in to find him. Her story never failed to generate sympathy, and sometimes she was offered a cup of coffee or hot tea, a slice of cake, and a promise of help in looking for Kitty. It amused her greatly to sit in someones kitchen drinking their tea and eating their cake, her coat loaded down with her hostesss jewelry and money and silver flatware.

It was Wenona who gave her the idea of using a lost cat as cover. Years ago Wenona, if she was questioned while shoplifting along Hollywood Boulevard, said she was looking for her lost cat, that it had jumped out of her car. People always believed her; people were such fools. Wenona had a good job but she adored shoplifting, loved finding a little something for nothing. Now Hollywood Boulevard seemed very far away. Oh, she did miss Wenona. They had been closest friends, and, though Wenona was twenty years her senior, age had never seemed to matter.

From beyond the laundry room, footsteps suddenly sounded, coming down the hall, and she stiffened, ready to bolt out into the night.

But it was only one of the children crossing to the bathroom. She heard him pee, heard the toilet flush. Couldnt people soundproof their bathrooms? So easy to dothe building-supply houses carried a special sheathing board for that purpose. But maybe they didnt care.

From the kitchen the childrens voices, shrill and querulous, had begun to set her on edge. All that togetherness. The smell of spaghetti sauce cooking, its thick, rich aroma, made her stomach growl. The older girl must be setting the table; she was arguing that the knives went on the left. Her small brother whined about a television movie he wanted to watch. The father scolded irritably, his voice bored and quick.

Earlier, while she was still upstairs in the master bedroom, she had glanced out the window, watching the parents working away, diligently putting in the new lawn beneath the bright outdoor lights as if following a farmers almanac instruction to plant only beneath the light of vapor bulbs. People were stupid to try to grow a lawn on a California hillside; there were hardly any lawns in the village. With the increasing shortage of water and Californias frequent droughts, any homeowner with common sense planted some hardy, drought-resistant ground cover like ivy or ice plant.

Shed still been upstairs when she heard the tiller stop and, in a few minutes, heard the couple come in, heard them down in the laundry laughing together. They had left their dirty gardening clothes therethe clothes lay in a pile behind herhad come upstairs naked and giggling. She had slipped into the little sewing room down at the end of the hall, had watched them through the crack in the door as they entered the master bedroom, had listened to them showering together, laughing in an excess of merriment.

The three children had come in soon afterward from the ball gameshed watched from the sewing-room window as they piled out of a van packed with kids. They had come directly upstairs, the older boy grumbling about losing the game. While they were in their rooms and their parents had not yet descended to the kitchen she had come down the stairs, lifted the miniature painting from the wall in the entry, and slid toward the back of the house and into the laundry. She had her hand on the doorknob when, through the half glass of the door, she saw the gray tomcat waiting in the gathering night, his eyes blazing up at her.

She wanted not to be afraid of the cat. She was quite aware that only crazy people had fears such as she was experiencing. Last week, coming out of the Felther house up on Ridgeview, with her inner coat pockets loaded with a lovely set of Rose of Erin sterling and a fine array of serving pieces, when she saw the gray torn watching from atop a black station wagon and she faced him and swore at him, his eyes had flared with rage.

Sentient rage.

The kind of violent anger you see only in human eyes.

She shivered again and touched her coat pocket where the miniature painting rested, wondering why she had lifted it. The primitive picture of a black cat seemed, now, a very bad omen, a symbol of her luck turned awryas if she were goading fate.

She thought of leaving the painting on top of the washer but decided against doing so. It might give too much away.

She never took large paintings, of course; she took nothing she couldnt conceal beneath her coat, but she could not resist a miniature. Her fence in San Francisco had some good contacts for stolen art, and the village of Molena Point was famous for its small private collections as well as for its galleries. There was, in fact, a good deal of quiet money in Molena Point, a number of retired movie people, their estates hidden back in the hills, though she avoided these. With a household staff in residence, who knew when youd bump into an unexpected maid lurking in one of the bedrooms, or come face-to-face with the butler in the masters study placing cigars in the humidor as in some forties movie.

The middle-class houses were better for her purposes, affluent enough to have some nice antiques and silver and jewelry, but not so rich as to include live-in help. And the occasional alarm systems she encountered were usually turned off when people were about the place. Her usual routine was first to slip upstairs into the master bedroom, take care of the jewelry, clean out a purse or billfold left lying on the dresser. She had taught herself well about gems, and could usually tell the real thing.

Looking out through the dark glass, she saw the cat rise suddenly. He flashed her one intent look, his stare so insolent that all of Wenonas lurid stories came back to her. She was, for an instant, almost crippled with fear.

He looked, then moved away into the blackness beneath a neighboring porch, only his white parts still showing, like bits of discarded white paper.

Why was he so persistent? Why did he care about her? Why would a catany kind of catcare what she stole?

So far, the cat seemed the only living presence that had guessed her scam. The Molena Point Gazette didnt have a clue; its little reports of local burglaries hadnt printed one word about a woman looking for her lost cat. And, as far as she could tell, the Molena Point cops were equally ignorant. They seemed to have made no connection with her successes up and down the coastSanta Barbara, San Jose, Ojai, San Luis Obispo, Ventura. Of course the minute the papers blabbed her cat scam she had moved on, checked into a new town, and the furor in the old town quickly died, at least in the press.

She tried to hit each town quickly, work it for just a few weeks, then get out again. Montecito had given her some really nice hauls. Shed chosen its smallest cottages among the extravagant mansions and had made some rare finds. She was amused at herself that shed saved all her newspaper clippings, like some two-bit actress saving stage reviewssome of them were a real hoot.

But those towns down the coast had been practice runs. Molena Point was the real gem. This village had never been properly worked, and she was enjoying every minute. Or she had been, until the cat showed up.

As she fingered the heavy gold jewelry and stroked the nice fat roll of bills inside her coat, outdoors the gray cat rose again and came out from beneath the porch. And now he didnt so much as glance at her. He turned away, trotted away purposefully up the side street as if she didnt exist, moved off toward the front of the house, prancing insolently up the center of the sidewalk under the streetlight, his stub tail wiggling back and forth, his tomcat balls making him walk slightly straddle-legged. And he was gone, not a glance backward.

She had no notion what had taken him away so suddenly. She did not feel relieved, only apprehensive. When he didnt appear again she let herself out, slipping open the laundry-room door. Listening to the smallest boys giggles from the kitchen, she engaged the push-button lock, quietly shut the door behind her, and headed up the street for her car.

But approaching her own car in the black night where shed parked it beneath a maple tree, the Toyotas pale, hulking shape seemed suddenly possessed, as if the cat watched from beneath it. She could not approach. Fear of the unnatural cat gripped her. She turned away from her own car and headed downhill toward the villagea cowards response.

Shed have to get rid of the Toyota. She couldnt bear that the cat knew this car. Burdened by her heavy coat, she stumped along down toward Ocean Avenue, telling herself she wasnt fleeing from the cat, that she was going down to Binnies Italian for a nice hot supper and a beer, for a plate of Binnies good spaghetti, told herself that once she was fortified with spaghetti and a couple of beers shed enjoy the little climb back up the hill to her waiting car, never mind that the coat weighed a ton. Making her way down toward the village, she fought the urge to look behind her, certain that if she looked, the cat would be there on the dark sidewalk, following her, his white paws and white markings moving like disjointed parts of a puzzle, his yellow eyes intent on her, a beast impossible to believe inand impossible to escape.
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Early-morning sun slanted into the Damen backyard, illuminating the ragged lawn, picking out each bare patch of earth where busy canine paws had been digging. Sunlight sharply defined the ragged weeds pushing up among straggling rosebushes along the back fence. Warm sunshine washed across the chaise lounge, where the tomcat lay scowling with anger. Having been rudely awakened from a deep and happy dream, he stared irritably at his human housemate.

Clyde Damen had only recently awakened himself, had brought his first cup of coffee out to sip while sitting on the back steps. He was unwashed, his dark hair resembling an untidy squirrels nest, his cheeks black with stubble. He wore ancient, frayed jogging shorts above hairy legs, and a ragged, washed-out T-shirt. In the cats opinion, he looked like hed slept in a Dumpster. Joe Grey observed him with disgust. You want to run that by again? The cats look was incredulous. You woke me up to tell me what? You want me to do what?

Clyde glared at him.

I cant believe you would even think such a thing, Joe said. Maybe, because I was awakened so unkindly, I didnt hear correctly. What I thought I heard was an amazingly inane suggestion.

Come on, Joe. You heard correctly. Clyde sucked at his coffee. Why the indignation? Whats wrong with a little charity? I hadnt thought youd be so incredibly narrow-minded. He sipped his brew, sucking loudly, and scratched his hairy knee. I think its a great idea. If youd try it, you might find the project interesting.

Joe sighed. Hed had a disappointing night anyway. He didnt need to be awakened from his much-needed sleep to this kind of stupidity. Why me? Why lay your idiot idea on me? Let one of the other cats do it. They wont know theyre being used.

Hed returned home last night dismayed at his own ineptitude, and now he wasnt even allowed to sleep out his sulk. Hed been deeply and sweetly down into delightful feline dreams when Clyde came banging out of the house, picked him up, jerking him cruelly from slumber, and laid this incredibly rude suggestion on him. The next instant, of course, Clyde had yelped and dropped him, blood welling up across the back of his hand.

Joe had immediately curled up again and closed his eyes. Clyde had sat down on the step and stared at his hand, where the blood ran wet and dark. But then, guileless, and with incredible bad manners, Clyde made the suggestion again.

Bloodied hand serves you right, Joe said now. He gave Clyde a narrow, amused cat smile. I dont come barging into the bedroom waking you out of a sound sleep to tell you how to live your lifenot that you couldnt use a little advice.

I only suggested

He looked Clyde over coldly. I cant believe youd lay that kind of rude, thoughtless request on me. I thought we were friends. Buddies.

Joe knew quite well that the idea hadnt originated with Clyde. And that was what made him really mad.

Cat and human stared at each other as, around them, the morning reeked of sun-warmed grass and rang with birdsong, mostly the off-key blather of a house finch. Joe smoothed his shoulder with a pink tongue. Unlike his human housemate, he was beautifully groomed, his short coat as sleek and gleaming as gray velvet, his muscled shoulders heavy and solid, his handsome white paws, white chest and throat, and the white strip down his nose as pristinely clean as new snow, his eyes as deeply golden as slanted twin moons.

He knew he was a handsome cat, he knew what a mirror was for. He knew that look of adulation in his ladys green eyes, too. But, thinking of Dulcie at that moment, of her beautiful tabby face and soft, peach-tinted ears, he was filled with her betrayal. Complete betrayal. It was Dulcie who had put Clyde up to this insanity; it was Dulcie and her human housemate, Wilma Getz, who had hatched this plan.

Irritably he flicked an ear toward the off-key cacophony of the house finch. Didnt those birds know the difference between sharp and flat? He didnt like to think about Dulcies perfidy. Angry, hurt by her betrayal, he kept his gaze on Clyde.

Clyde shook a tangle of dark hair out of his eyes. Just tell me whats wrong with the idea. The venture would be charitable. It would be fun, and it would do you good. Help you practice a little kindness, increase your community awareness.

What do I need with community awareness? Joe sighed, enunciating slowly and clearly, his yellow eyes wide with innocent amazement. Let me get this straight. You want me to join a pat-the-kitty group. You want me to visit an old peoples home. You are asking me to become part of show-and-tell for the doddering elderly. He regarded Clyde closely. Are you out of your feeble human mind?

Dulcie thinks its a good idea.

Dulcie thinks its a good idea because it was her idea. Joe dug his claws into the chaise cushion. Sometimes Dulcie lost all sense of proportion. Do you really think that Im going to allow a battalion of bedridden old people to prod and poke me, to call me ootsy wootsy kitty, and drool all over me?


Come on, Joe. Youre making a big deal. If youd just give it

Joes look blazed so wild that Clyde stopped speaking and retreated behind a swill of coffee. The cat treated him to an icy smile. Would you submit yourself to such amazing indignities? Turn yourself into an object of live-animal therapy?

Clyde settled back against the steps. You really are a snob. What makes you think those old folks are so disgusting? Youll be old someday. A flea-bitten, broken-down bag of cat bones with a dragging belly, and whos going to be kind to you?

You will. Same as youre kind to those two disreputable old dogs.

Of course Im kind to them, theyre sweet old dogs. But youwhen you get old Ill probably dump you at the animal pound.

Or gas me under the exhaust of that junk-heap Packard you insist on driving.

That Packard is a collectors model: its worth a bundle of cash, and its in prime condition. Clyde regarded Joe quietly. Those old people get lonely, Joe. Im not asking you to dedicate the rest of your life. Just a little kindness, a few hours a week. Some of those old people dont have any family, no one to visit them, no one to talk to or to care what happens to them.

Joe washed his left front paw.

Dont you read the papers? Animal therapy is the latest thing. If those old people can visit with a warm, healthy animal, hold a cuddly dog or cat on their lap, that kind of relationship can really ease their depression, bring a lot of happiness into their dull lives. Thereve been cases where

Cuddly? You think Im cuddly?

Clyde shrugged. I dont. But their eyesight isnt too good. Youre about as cuddly as a dead cactus. But hey, those old folks arent choosy. If you could make a few of them happy


What do I care if theyre happy? What possible good can their happiness do me?

Just a little charity, Joe. A little love. Clyde scratched his dark, stubbled chin.

Love? You want me to love them?

Cant you even imagine doing something nice for others? If youd stop thinking about yourself all the timeand stop playing detective, following that damned cat burglar. Thats another thing. This whole cat burglar bit. I dont like it that you were eavesdropping on Captain Harper, listening to classified police information.

Classified? Whats classified? The burglaries were in the paper. And I wasnt eavesdropping. You and Harper were playing poker. Youre afraid Ill get a line on that woman before the cops do. And who knows, maybe I will. Make Harpers secret undercover surveillance look like a parade down Main Street.

He washed his right paw. Who knows, maybe I can pass along a little information to Harper. Would he object to that? He hasnt objected in the past; I dont remember any complaints when Dulcie and I solved the Beckwhite murder, or turned up the evidence on Janet Jeannots killer.

Clydes dark, sleepy eyes stared into Joes slitted yellow ones. Im not going to discuss that. You go off on these big ego trips. Like you were the only one who ever solved a murder. And if I tell you that stuffs dangerous, that you and Dulcie could get yourselves killed or maimed, you go ballistic, pitch a first-class tantrum.

Clyde stared into his empty coffee cup. Couldnt you at least volunteer a couple afternoons a week? If your best friend likes the idea, couldnt you try? Try giving something back to the community?

Joes eyes widened to full moons. Give something back to the community? Talk about limp-wristed do-goodism. Why should I give anything to some community? Im a cat, not a human. What did this village ever


May I point out that Molena Point is an unusually nice place for a cat to live? That youre lucky to have landed here? Clyde sucked at his empty cup and moved his position on the step, following the shifting path of the sun. How many California towns can offer you a veritable cat Eden? Where else are there endless woods and hills and gardens to hunt in, and even the street traffic is in your favor. Molena Point drivers are unbelievably slow and careful. Everyone takes great pains, Joe, not to run over wandering cats. Even the tourists are thoughtful. You want to move back into San Franciscos alleys, dodging trucks, avoiding hopheads and drunks? You try living in Sacramento or downtown L.A., see how long before you end up as pressed cat meat.

Joe glared.

You fell into paradise when you landed in Molena Point. It would seem to me youd be anxious to pay your dues.

No comment. The gray tomcat washed his shoulder.

To say nothing of the free gourmet food you village cats indulge in behind Jollys Deli. Where else are you going to be served free caviar, smoked Puget Sound salmon, imported Brie? You may not have noticed, Joe, but between Jollys gourmetic freebies and the rabbits and mice you gorge on, youre getting a sizable paunch.

I wouldnt talk about paunch, the shape youre in. Joe looked him over coldly. His stub tail beat so hard against the cushions that Clyde imagined an invisible tail lashing: the tail that was no longer a part of the tomcats anatomy.

Why not give it one visit, just to see what those old people are like?

I dont see you visiting the feeble elderly. And since when are you so concerned about Molena Points old folks?

If youll try just one pet visiting day, Ill treat you to the best filet in Molena Point, delivered to the house sizzling hot.

Not for all the filets in the village will I be crammed into a bus beside a bunch of yapping stink-a-poos scratching and lifting their legs, hauled away to an institution, locked inside rooms that smell like a hospital, rammed by wheelchairs, shoved into the laps of strangers to be poked and prodded, people I never saw before and dont want to see, people smelling of Vicks VapoRub and wet panties. Joes eyes burned huge and angry. Get them a teddy bear. Get them a stuffed catone of those cute furry life-size kitties you see on the shelf in the drugstore, but leave yours truly alone. He turned his back, curled up in the warm sunshine, and closed his eyes.

But Joes reluctance would come to nothing, his stubborn negativism would soon register zero. When soft little Dulcie set her mind to it and turned that sweet green gaze on him, his blustering tomcat resolve would begin to melt. Before another two days had passed, the gray tomcat would find himself enduring with amazing patience the palsied stroking of the old folks frail, wrinkled handsand soon would find himself studying the Casa Capri Retirement Villa with intense interest, trying to understand what was not right within that seemingly gentle, cosseting home for aged villagers.
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