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    Cat Tales for Cat Lovers

    A Short Story Collection
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    Henry goes missing, Blosha comes to stay, Oliver rules the roost, Mo has a birthday while Bruiser causes havoc. And doesn't everyone have a love of Mozart? Six charming and touching, cat-centric stories from popular novelist Jane Wenham-Jones. Curl up with your favourite feline and enjoy ...


    
      

    

  


  
    A Love of Mozart


    ‘Ahgggghhhh!’


    I gave a shriek and slammed the kitchen door.


    ‘Mouse!’ I gasped, staggering against the doorpost, ‘Still alive!’


    My sister leapt to her feet.


    ‘Brilliant!’ she said. ‘You keep screaming. I’ll go and get your neighbour to rescue us!’


    ‘No!’


    I ran after Liz as she raced for the front door.


    ‘I don’t want him in here.’


    Liz stopped. ‘Are you kidding? He’s gorgeous!’


    ‘No!’


    Liz sighed and scooped up Mozart.


    ‘Go on you idle great lump!’ she said. ‘You brought it in. You get rid of it!’


    She opened the kitchen door, deposited my cat inside, and closed it again while I quivered on the sofa.


    ‘You’re hopeless!’ she said to me. ‘No idea of how to grasp an opportunity.’


    I kept quiet, not wanting to argue with her until she’d safely disposed of the rodent rampaging about my vinyl flooring. She took my silence as permission to deliver the full, unedited lecture on my shortcomings in the romantic liaisons department since I’d become single.


    ‘Sitting in here night after night!’ she finished sternly, ‘moping about!’


    ‘I’m not moping!’ I said feebly, but Liz was back in the kitchen wearing rubber gloves and a determined expression.


    ‘And the trouble with That Cat,’ she continued, as she emerged later to report the corpse had been removed, ‘is that he’s too fat! I’m surprised he can catch anything!’


    I reached down to stroke the tabby head. ‘He’s not,’ I said defensively, ‘he’s just big,’


    ‘Greedy and bone idle!’ said Liz, nudging him with the side of her foot. ‘Instead of smothering him with love and too much food, you should be chatting to next-door!’


    I shook my head.


    ‘He’s not my type. I told you that when the lights fused!’


    I had no intention of telling Liz that he’d been making jokes about my beloved Mozart too!


    ‘Dear me, he’ll get stuck one day!’


    A head had appeared over the back fence as I was watching Mozart ease himself through the newly installed cat-flap. ‘Bet you get through some Whiskas in your house!’


    ‘I’m Ian. Moved far?’ he continued cheerily as I gave a tight smile.


    ‘Not really,’ I said.


    But actually I felt I’d come an incredible distance. Sometimes I could hardly believe I’d done it. Finally packed up and left Martin and bought this house with no patronising help from him or anybody else–save a few well-meant interventions from Liz who found it impossible to let anyone do anything on their own.


    But I had said no more and gone back indoors. Ian had a nice smile but I wasn’t ready to make small talk. I was much too busy enjoying my own space and silence.


    Anyway, from now on–it was cat-lovers only. I thought of Martin’s outrage when I’d finally stood up to him.


    ‘You think more of that damn animal than you do of me!’ he’d shrieked, jabbing furiously at the cat hairs on his suit.


    ‘Yes, I think I do…’ I’d replied, to the surprise of both of us. And that really had been that. The constant exhausting battle for Martin’s approval was over. And once the initial shock had worn off it had been the most incredible relief…


    ‘I’ve had a brilliant idea!’ Liz said the following weekend. ‘Invite Alan and I to dinner. I’m fed up with staying in watching TV every night. And then you can get him round as well!’


    She nodded her head towards the wall adjoining next door. ‘A supper party’s just what you need.’


    ‘It is not!’ I snapped, exasperated. Liz looked at me in hurt surprise.


    ‘I’m just enjoying being on my own,’ I explained more quietly. to Liz. ‘Or almost on my own…’ I stroked Mozart who had fallen into a deep slumber.


    Cooking for someone else was the last thing I wanted.


    I’d had enough of all that. I was perfectly happy with a good book and my favourite classical music, Mozart laid out on my lap, his rumbling purrs reverberating against me.


    ‘You should be with Alan,’ said Liz sourly.


    I saw my neighbour from time to time. He always smiled and I’d smile back but I had no desire to take it further, however much my sister nagged me. I was perfectly content with life as it was.


    Until one night I let myself in and Mozart did not come running, mewing, to meet me in his ever-desperate quest for food, and I felt my heart stop.


    ‘Mozart!’ I looked around the room, checked the kitchen, moved anxiously towards the bathroom remembering the time I’d accidentally shut him in and come home to find him sitting plaintively in the basin.


    He was nowhere to be found. Even when I walked up and down the garden banging a spoon on his favourite old tin bowl–a noise always guaranteed to bring him running–my darling cat did not appear.


    I was immediately worried. Liz was right. Mozart was not an animal given to bursts of exercise. As far as I knew, he had not strayed beyond the back fence since we’d moved in.


    As I stood in the middle of my front room, wondering what to do, I was suddenly aware of a low, strange mewing sound quite unlike Mozart’s usual cry. I looked round trying to work out where it was coming from. Then I saw the soot in the fireplace!


    A mixture of alarm and relief went through me. I knelt down and twisted my head to peer up the blackened chimney, as the cat’s cries got louder. I could hear a scrabbling noise and could just make out two large green eyes glowing through the gloom.


    ‘Come down!’ I called, but only a gentle powdering of soot appeared. He must be sitting on some sort of ledge. I extended my arm as far as I could but Mozart was way out of reach. He gave another pitiful cry and I stared hopelessly at the murky opening. I couldn’t get him down myself. I was going to need some help.


    Liz arrived within ten minutes, strode to the fireplace, made a couple of pokes up there with a broom handle, and stood up.


    ‘We will have to get him round here now!’ she said with glee. ‘Come on!’


    ‘We have a problem with Mozart!’ said Liz importantly on the next-door step as I shuffled miserably behind her.


    ‘Mozart?’ Ian’s eyebrows were raised in amusement.


    ‘My cat,’ I said shortly.


    ‘Oh, of course.’ He was obviously struggling to keep a straight face.


    ‘Don’t tell me, he’s wedged firmly in that cat-flap, little back legs waving…’


    He and Liz burst into peals of laughter. I should have known he’d think it a huge joke.


    ‘No actually,’ I glared at him.


    ‘He’s stuck up the chimney!’ said Liz, thoroughly pleased with herself. ‘We really need your assistance…’


    I looked at my own soot-covered arm. Ian had his whole head and shoulders up the chimney now. He was going to be filthy.


    I could hear him making soft, cooing noises, oddly muffled behind the bricks. He reappeared looking like a sweep.


    ‘I can almost reach him,’ he said, wiping his mouth and eyes. ‘Don’t worry. I’ll get him in a minute.’


    I looked at him gratefully. He wasn’t so bad after all. His eyes seemed a very bright blue in his soot-streaked face. There was amusement in them still but warmth and concern too.


    I opened my mouth to reply but there was suddenly a thud as Mozart leapt into the room, shaking himself, in a black cloud before padding a trail of black paw-prints across the pale carpet in the direction of the kitchen.


    ‘Oh, thank you, thank you,’ I cried, rushing after my cat while Liz began solicitously brushing at Ian’s clothes. I returned with Mozart in my arms and grinned at Ian in relief.


    ‘And you,’ I said, planting a kiss on Mozart’s sooty nose, ‘must be starving. What flavour shall we have today?’


    Liz frowned. ‘Look, would you like a drink?’ She gave Ian a dazzling smile and then stared meaningfully at me.


    ‘I’m sure Cathy’s got a bottle of wine somewhere…’


    Ian looked down at his blackened shirt. ‘I think I’d better go and clean up first.’


    ‘But why don’t you bring the wine round?’ he continued. ‘Do you both like pasta?’ He beamed from one to the other of us.


    ‘Oh yes!’ Liz was already heading for the door.


    I just smiled.


    Later when the carpet was clean and I’d had a bath, I snuggled into the sofa, Mozart and a bag of crisps on my lap, as I listened to the closing notes of The Magic Flute coming softly from my CD player.


    Each to her own, I thought, as through the wall came the thump-cha-thump of Liz’s favourite group and the occasional shriek of my sister’s laughter. ‘What about Alan?’ I’d hissed, just as she was about to leave.


    ‘Oh didn’t I tell you?’ Liz had replied airily. ‘I finished all that. Too set in his ways, that was his trouble.’


    Poor old Alan, I’d always rather liked him. Perhaps I should give him a ring sometime. Just to commiserate.


    I reached over for the novel I was reading , shifted Mozart to a more comfortable position on my legs and stroked him as he snored.


    Each to her own…

  


  
    Gone Fishing



    ‘Maggie, please!’


    Sarah looked at me pleadingly. ‘Roger’s already away, Mum can’t have the kids, I have to go to this conference, and Oliver simply pines if he goes to the cattery. Couldn’t you stay at the house?’


    If it had only had Oliver in it, I would have agreed straightaway. I love cats. But kids…


    Three baleful faces stared at me on Friday morning when Sarah had eventually worn me down. She smiled brightly at us all. ‘Clare doesn’t eat meat, Lucy has to be reminded about finishing her vegetables, Toby is very sensible and knows where everything is. You’ll help Maggie, won’t you, darling?’


    Toby’s glare deepened.


    ‘You’ll love them after a couple of days,’ Sarah called as she slammed the car door.


    ‘Just get back on time, this isn’t The Sound of Music,’ I growled.


    The youngest two were just about manageable. But Toby was the bane of my life and stalked around the house after me with a constant stream of advice.


    ‘Mummy says Oliver prefers the rabbit-flavour biscuits.’


    ‘Mummy says Oliver should be brushed every day.’


    ‘Mummy says animals should always be fed at the same time each morning…’


    ‘Pity, as Mummy is such a fount of wisdom,’ I replied through gritted teeth, as I stroked the large ginger cat who had finally woken, ‘that she didn’t come up with the brilliant idea of taking you with her…’


    The first night I was
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