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Forward:

New readers or old might
like to know a little background to the making of this story; the
idea came to me like always, from maybe a dream or a wisp of
something and I immediately wrote it down. And waited. You must let
the story come to you! Anyhow, bit by bit it started to seep
through and I did wonder as it was rather a different story from my
usual ones, and the setting was very exact too; involving night
time excursions around chimney tops and roofs and always with a
good vista. A while later, I moved house which was a terrible
upheaval for me and of course Wonka my cat and the others, but we
made it. The thing was, we made it to exactly the home I am talking
about in this story. When I look out, I see the very scenery my
original idea brought with it. So this is a special tale, brought
from rather a special house I think – an old house, over one
hundred and fifty years’ old it has its secrets no doubt and
sometimes I glimpse them, but mostly just an odd feeling or
two.

Do enjoy this short story,
and remember to hold fast to your ideas, they are as real as you
and me. As for Wonka, who is my beloved cat, as per, he tells the
tale.
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Chapter One

I had a roaring cold and
Wonka told me off for sneezing so much as it made him jump. The
sneezing was loud and long and wearing me out rather.

‘How about one
of my stories?’ he offered.

I blew my nose and took a
sip of hot orange. The same drink had once really annoyed a
colleague I was working alongside, to the point where she had to
move away from me (blaming her pregnancy no less for the exit).
Luckily I was now alone, in my own dining room with just Wonka to
say things. Bertie was in the Narnia cupboard fast over and Ruggles
had retired to the luxury shed.

‘Go on then,’ I
replied at last to Wonka who was preening himself on the
sideboard.

Easter was lurking round
the corner bursting with renewal and eggs and cards; every school
child would be busy at it, either concentrating on an event that
easily put Game of Thrones in the shade, or wondering why it still
echoed down the years.

However you approached it,
it was stuck there, on the calendar, the big four day break; Jesus
would not be ignored, or, any of his followers. I particularly
liked Mary Magdalen who being a woman and practical with it, was
the first on the scene after he had disappeared from the tomb; and,
the first to see him back to life. Yes, it was one big story
brought back to life over and over again.

‘Are you
listening then?’ Wonka sounded a tad impatient and gruff. I smiled
over at him, my pride and joy not to mention chief adviser, and
said I was.











‘This story,’
he announced,’ is called The Cat Who Never Was.’

I liked it
already.






The cat in question lived
upstairs and was a neat and tidy black and white cat. She had a
name she had a special bed, toys and an old blue feeding bowl which
had two sections: one for maybe biscuits and the other for water –
it allowed for choices. ‘The thing was,’ Wonka told me, ‘She wasn’t
there.’

The cat who wasn’t there
and never was, belonged to Anya who called the cat Oodles. ‘How is
Oodles?’ her mother used to ask after Anya had closed the door to
the stairs. ‘Has she eaten her breakfast I wonder and then jumped
onto the windowsill to inspect her domain,’ Now Anya’s mother would
have been startled to hear a reply because her daughter did not
speak; no first words had ever been spoken and the delight of
hearing those early efforts to communicate had been longed for and
waited for, but nothing. All the experts had been consulted and the
answers given, quite simply no one really knew why Anya would not
speak as her hearing was excellent and in all other respects, for a
seven year old child, she was more than capable.

Meanwhile, and for a good
few years, Oodles had been living upstairs and apart from not being
there, was Anya’s best companion and friend.











[image: tmp_b567e2e2439232ef9caaeca2b4d45471_g_h1My_html_m37a1f1bc.jpg]












‘You will be
saying to me, how can that be Wonka – an invisible cat and a child
who cannot speak!’ Wonka waited for me to say just that. Of course
I was thinking that, but I knew better than to stop him in his
story. Lots of children have invisible friends who listen to them,
find them funny and clever and make them feel safe. I supposed for
me, my stories were my friends doing the same job when
needed.

‘What does
Oodles look like?’ I asked Wonka, as the picture in my head might
not be the same; but funnily enough when he described her, it
was.






Oodles was a neat and tidy
black and white cat, with fluttery whiskers and big green eyes. Her
white chest was so clean you could have eaten your breakfast off
it, pronounced Wonka (who was pretty hygienic himself), and her fur
was soft and gleaming. All in all, a most beautiful and splendid
creature – if only we could have seen her. Now Anya was a lucky
little girl in all other respects, and had the kind of bedroom most
of us dream of. Hidden at the top of the house, and guarded by a
small wooden door with stairs leading upwards, the room itself was
in the attic and had its very own skylight. Fancy! A window that
looked onto the roofs and chimneys, beyond that to the church
spires and tall buildings and surrounded by sky. When Anya was not
well, or even just in bed not asleep, she would lay there watching
the clouds drift by, shaping themselves into fantastic creatures.
At night though, it was a different story. This was when Oodles
became even more magical than before.
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Wonka paused for a moment,
to check I was listening. I was spellbound though, and back in the
days of my own childhood reading my stories which were more alive
to me than the world I lived in.

The strange world of
children is such that the imaginary worlds and dreaming selves seem
to merge into one providing a shield against the life we are a part
of. Perhaps, I thought, Anya can talk in her dreams and just hasn’t
bothered to do it when awake.

Wonka continued the story
and I fell deeper under the spell of Oodles and Anya and their
strange friendship.

When dusk appeared at the
little skylight window, which was built into the roof and had a
proper windowsill and a latch to keep the small window open Oodles
would slip out onto the roof and begin her night time adventures.
Skipping up to the roof top and then jumping onto the chimneys she
would sit with the gulls for a while, even joining in with their
mewling cries. For so long, Anya could follow her adventures until
Oodles sprang down and went on her longer journeys, travelling
mostly as cats do, but occasionally, as cats don’t, flying from one
roof top to another.

Ah, what a happy time was
that in the life and times of Oodles, when she slipped into the
cool clear night and circled the wispy clouds lit up by star light;
on special nights, her journeys would be lit by the large serene
globe that humans called the moon. Oodles loved her, for it was a
she shining down and sending her soft beams of light moving along
the gardens and yards and spreading out over the countryside
beyond.











On one such night it was,
that Oodles flew to Whitby and found the church of St Hilda. Now
you may not know this, but St Hilda was pretty important to those
Whitby people, founding the famous Abbey (to be later toppled by
Henry VIIIth) and generally bringing comfort and grace to the
poor.






Oodles as I say, swooped
down to the Church, dedicated to this wonderful woman, and landed
with ease in the entrance. There it was that she communed with the
other felines of the night, and shared the wisdom.

‘Do the mean
‘The Wisdom’ Wonka?

He looked over at me, and
confirmed that indeed it was, the old laws and secrets governing
our world and carried forward by all creatures – thus Oodles was
partial to it and was able to learn from it and pass this learning
on. It turned out, that St Hilda had done all this in her lifetime,
as the legend goes, even driving out a load of snakes from Whitby,
over a cliff and into the waiting sea! On a more mundane level, she
had visited the very town where Anya and her Mother now resided,
bringing her healing powers with her. This was of interest to
Oodles, who being of a particularly compassionate nature, was ever
on the lookout for Anya’s missing voice. If she could find it, and
bring it back one night, and slip it under Anya’s pillow for her to
find in the morning – well, it would make her purr like a train and
wash herself all over twice or three times for joy!!
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So it was, Oodles
exchanged purrs and soft crooning noises with the other felines
gathering at the porch. You could say (Wonka gave me one of his
looks), that it was a sort of service for us cats! Usually, at some
time in the evening, the old lady they only knew as Mother, would
calmly walk round the path at the side of the church, bringing with
her their supper; this was a routine known to all felines in the
area, and neither was it overused. It was, declared Wonka, a feast
for the needy!

Ah, the tales
that were exchanged here, and oh, the wisdom too. Some of these
tales found their way back to various homes and assorted owners.
For Oodles, the joy of purring them to Anya, was a nightly treat
and was rewarded by the listening child, who stroked her fur and
smiled in her sleep. Yes you see Anya did hear the stories and often drew
them in pictures and coloured them in for her mother. Her favourite
story was the one about a little girl who did not speak, and spent
her life listening to and helping others, from a very ancient
priory it seemed too. At least this is what she drew, and what her
mother admired.
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This was in fact, how her
mother knew of Oodles, as Anya drew her from the beginning of their
friendship and she made an appearance in all the pictures she drew.
‘Ooh!’ she said when she first saw the drawing. And Anya, who of
course knew the cat’s name already, having been informed of this,
was delighted to see her mother knew it too – well half of it
anyway.






The days and nights
passed, and Oodles played amongst the chimney tops and skated down
the frosty roofs as it drew closer to what we call the season of
goodwill.

The School that Anya
attended was also busy with said season, and this year, were
putting on their version of the Christmas Story. When Anya met her
Mother at the entrance to her classroom, she had dancing eyes and a
big smile; the letter she passed to her Mum confirmed why she was
so happy.
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