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This story is dedicated to my friend Cindy for inspiring the tale. And all who believe animals can prove to be smarter than humans. Spaghettio says “Believe it!” in cat lingo. But to verify it you will need a Sassy goat; a donkey named Cyrus; a horse called Tobias; a thrasher; and, above all, a mankin renamed Rodney. 😉


Will Cuppy once said, “If a cat does something, we call it instinct; if we do the same thing, for the same reason, we call it intelligence.” 🐱🧠1.
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Prologue

In Book 10, Rodney, Sally’s life-size man doll with artificial intelligence, pouted until his demands were fulfilled. He whined and moaned for a bionic arm and a wheelchair to go with it so he could feel independent. 

As if conquering that feat wasn’t enough for Sally.... He coined a new word for the dictionary. He said he will be known forevermore as a ‘mankin’. Never again will he stand for being referred to as a ‘man-doll’. Although he didn’t say what the punishment for calling him a ‘man-doll’ would be. 

With Sally’s typical mama verbal butchering, he became a man-d...kin. Like parents do when they have more than one child. Sally remembered a school chum whose mother called her ‘Helmarilyn’. Marilyn’s older sister’s name was Helen.

But on with the story.

After Bobby and Liam reconfigured Rodney with a bionic arm, life  settled into a daily routine of Rodney ramming into furniture, walls, cupboards, doors... and Sally. Because Rodney couldn’t see. His eyes were painted on.

Sally gave up in desperation daily to escape to her outdoor sanctuary; the repurposed cushy office chair under the ironwood tree. The one with the view of her own wildlife feeding ground.

She’d close her ears to the learning curve ruckus going on inside the house and count her blessings for the adorable and bewitching old man in the wheelchair who started out in life as Alliwicious. A life-size man-doll who rode shotgun in her travels. To passersby he appeared to be her companion and provided first-glance security for many journeys.

Alliwicious became even more winsome when Bobby, Sally’s grandson by choice, gave him artificial intelligence. His first request was that he be called Rodney... not Alliwicious. 
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Chapter 1 – The First Twist
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When Rodney banged his wheelchair into Sally’s calves for the third time in an hour, she threw up her hands and headed for the door. “I need a break, Rodney. You need to practice slowing down and listening for the beep from the sensors on your chair.”

“I’m sorry, Sally. I’m just so tickled at being able to move that I forget to cool it and pay attention.”

“Well, try harder, old man. I don’t know how much more of this battering I and the furniture can take. I’ll be forced to let your chair battery run down... and yours, too if you whine about it.”

Rodney sighed. “I will get it. I know I will. I am the smartest kid on the block.”

Sally opened the screen door and stepped out into the desert she calls her oasis. 

She took two steps toward her haven when Bam! Something large, furry, and orange rammed her in the head.

She dodged back into the entrance tunnel of her igloo. Peering out, she saw nothing unusual.

She stepped out again. Bam! It slammed against her calves. The ones that Rodney had just rammed into several times.

She growled, jumping back into the passageway. Rubbing her battered calves, she leaned out and scanned, then scrutinized the surroundings.

This time she saw it flying toward her. The largest orange tabby cat she’d ever seen was aiming right for her head again. She jerked her head back behind the safety of the wall. The cat flew on by. “Phew! Who are you and why are you attacking me? You should know. I have no pets. I just mollycoddle other’s babes.” She leaned against the wall and pondered what this insane attack cat was all about. And what to do about it.

Sally is trapped. A step outside and away from the house lurked a screwball attack cat. Inside the house is Rodney, determined to learn how to control his arm and wheelchair. At her expense.

She slid her back down the stuccoed wall of the igloo entrance tunnel and sat on the bricked pathway. Her mug of fresh hot coffee sat next to her. Her phone took its place in her lap. 

Asking Google why a cat would attack a person, she studied the results; providing her own responses to the reasons. 

	Feeling threatened – not applicable. He’s in control.

	Pain or anxiety from being touched – she hasn’t touched him.

	Rough play – don’t you first have to be introduced?

	Territorial behavior – is he a dictator trying to take over the world?

	Fear or anxiety – from his size, his only fear would be not getting fed.







None of the answers fit her situation.

She scratched her head. What does Rodney know that she doesn’t?

Sally drug herself back up the wall and re-entered the house. “Rodney, I need your help. It’s the weirdest thing... There’s a gigantic orange tabby cat outside. He looks like a huge bowl of Spaghettios. That’s what I’ll call him. I don’t care if Detective Muldoon has a cat with the same name.

It has to be a guy cat since he wants to dominate my actions. And is succeeding at this point.

The cat lambastes me every time I take a step away from the house.

Will you look in your database for the why of it?”

Rodney stopped his endless loop of crashing into the recliner to get past it. 

“What is that you say, Sally? What problem do you want me to solve for you?”

Sally shook her head. “Oh, Rodney... 

You got your brain on now? I don’t want to say it a third time.”

“Yes, milady.”

“Good! There’s a monstrous attack cat outside. I’m calling him Spaghettio. He rams into me each time I step away from the house. I want to know why and how to stop it. My question to Google got me nowhere.”

Rodney blipped and bleeped. “On it.”

Sally sat on a kitchen chair, sipped coffee, and waited; trying not to feel like a prisoner in her own house.

“Got it, Sally. Are you ready for my results?”

Sally pulled a note pad to her and picked up a pencil. “Ready.”

Rodney stated the identical five reasons she’d found on Google. Plus, one more that was just as outrageous as the cat’s behavior.
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Chapter 2 – Rodney’s Findings
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“...or he has had a spell cast on him.”

Sally dropped her pencil and glared at Rodney.

“He’s had a spell cast on him! What kind of gibberish is that? And how do we get it off?”

Rodney chuckled. “With a witch, I presume, milady. Would you like me to search for witches in the area?”

Sally giggled. “Achh. Why not? It’s your story.”

Rodney bleeped, blipped, and pinged. Sally assumed he was pretending to dig deep into cyberspace for her benefit. But her jaw dropped when he said, “I have found three witch listings in the immediate area. Do you want contact information for them all?”

Sally grinned, picking up her pencil. “Sure.”

The first name on the list was Witch Hazel Bruja. The second was the Kindred Association of Practicing Old Witches. KAPOW for short. Sally laughed so hard that tears ran down her cheeks and dripped on the notepad she was writing on.

“Why are you laughing so hard, milady? Did I say a funny?”

“Oh, Rodney. This whole affair is so outlandish that laugh is all I can do. I can’t believe anyone will answer if I call these phone numbers you gave me.” She picked up her phone. “But I’m going to try just for the hoot of it all. And because there’s no other explanation for a gigantic attack cat that I’m calling Spaghettio.

Sit tight, guy. Here I go.”

She punched in the number for KAPOW. It rang. There was no ‘your call can’t be completed as dialed’ message that she expected. A woman answered.

“Good morning. Thank you for calling the Kindred Association of Practicing Old Witches. How may I help you?”

“Oh! You answered. Excuse me just a minute.” She put the phone on mute while she giggled and inhaled to control herself. “Thank you for waiting. 

I’d like to engage a witch to remove a spell from a cat. What can you tell me about a witch in my area with the name of Hazel Bruja?”

“Yes, ma’am. I can help you with that. 

As a matter of fact, she may be just who you need if the cat could have been prowling close to her laboratory. 

Witch Hazel is an experienced professional. She’s a hoot. But sometimes her spells get away from her. It’s not impossible that a cat caught a snippet of one of her recitations. It would have had a surprising effect on the cat.

I suggest you call her directly to discuss the situation. Be patient. She insists she’s 193 years old and mislays some of her adroitness at times.

Do you have her phone number?”

Sally read off the number to the voice on the phone that Rodney had given her.

“Yes. That’s correct. Give her a call and good luck.” The call disconnected.

Sally shook her head. “Am I dreaming, Rodney? This makes no sense. I can’t possibly be awake.”

“You are not dreaming, Sally. Why do you say this cannot be real?”

Sally sighed. “Because in all my 87 years, I’ve never encountered a practicing witch. References have always been in jest, derogatory remarks, or in fairy tales. I’ll feel like an idiot calling on a 193-year-old witch.”

Rodney tsked. “Well, old girl, it’s your attack cat. Do you want me to go out and talk to him? Maybe I can reason with him and learn why he’s attacking you. Perhaps he only has a thorn in his paw that needs to be removed.”

Sally scoffed. “Are you telling me you can talk ‘cat’ language?”

“Oh, Sally, Sally. Why do you keep forgetting that I am the smartest kid on the block? I have never tried to talk in cat language... but I am willing to give it a whirl if you wish.”

Sally chuckled. “Why not? How long will it take you to find out if talking to the animals is your forte?”

“As long as it takes for you to down another cup of coffee. Give me a few minutes.”

Sally refilled her cup, trying not to laugh out loud at Rodney’s ‘meows’; ‘purrs’; and ‘snarls’. Practice runs?

“Okay, Sally, old girl. I am ready. Aim me toward the door. I will give it a shot.”

Sally guided Rodney through the open door and into the igloo’s entrance tunnel. “Pay attention to your sensing rods. Don’t go off the walkway and out into the open. Reverse your chair straight back if you need to escape fast.”

“Yeah, yeah, Sally. I got it. I am all over it. Here I go...”

Sally held the door open and chewed her lip while she listened to the goings on outside between Spaghettio and Rodney. The growls and meows sounded like an all-out alley cat war going on.

After what seemed like at least an hour and a half, Rodney bellowed. “Watch out, Sally! I am coming in fast!”

Rodney reversed his chair, steering hither and yon, bumping into the stuccoed walls and overcorrecting until he got through the door of the house.

“Close the door, Sally! Save us both!”

Sally closed the door and gawked at Rodney. “Where’s your shoe? One shoe is missing.  Your other is almost in shreds. And your naked foot! Does it hurt? What else is battle scarred?”

“My ego, Sally. It is in tatters. I must have mispronounced some meows or Spaghettio speaks in a different dialect altogether.

At any rate. My first lead into battle was not successful. Can you forgive me?”

“Forgive you! What are you yammering about? You’re just a big old mand...kin. Get off your high-horse and accept that you’re not perfect. I have. But thank you for putting yourself out there in harm’s way and trying.

Now sit still. Let me see to your wounds.”
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Chapter 3 – Hazel Bruja, Witch 
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Rodney’s stuffing poked back into his nylon form. His wounds stitched. The missing designer high-top retrieved with a litter-picker pole and back onto his naked foot. Sally took a breath and called the number for witch Hazel Bruja. A shaky, but firm feminine voice answered.

“H-h-hello? Witch Hazel here. You-you-you talk. I-I listen.”

Sally stared at the phone, willing herself to speak or cut-off the call.

“Is-is anybody there?”

Sally exhaled. “Yes. I’m here. Gathering my thoughts. This whole thing sounds so ludicrous... I don’t know how to say it.”

“Oh?” Hazel asked. “Why did you c-call me?”

“Because, Ms Hazel, I’m desperate. Do you know anything about a crazed giant orange tabby cat?”

“Oh, no. I-I was afraid of that. A spell might have gotten away from me a couple of days ago. There-there was an orange tabby cat perched at my window when it happened.

I-I’m so sorry. Unplanned things happen when you’re 193-years-old. I sh-should retire.”

“No! Wait, Ms Hazel. Don’t retire yet! Are you saying you’re the reason this cat’s insane?”

Ms Hazel sighed into the phone. “Sadly, i-i-it’s possible. It’s been happening more and more often these days.”

Sally scoffed. “Can you undo or rewind the cat? He won’t let me out of my house!”

“I-I can try. B-But I need the cat to be in the line of fire. W-When can you bring him to me?”

Sally snarled. “Madam, you’re not hearing me. 

I can’t get near him. He’s not my cat. And he won’t let me out of my house. Each time I try, he dive-bombs me. He nearly took the foot off my mand...kin. I had to poke his stuffing back inside him and stitch him up... about 32 stitches. And retrieve his ravaged designer high-top with a litter-grabber pole.”

Sally heard snoring on the other end of the phone.

“Ma’am? Hello?” She clapped her hands near the phone speaker.

Witch Hazel snorted. “Oh! Hello? Who-who’s there, please? Who was I talking to? I guess I d-dozed off for a moment.”

Sally closed her eyes and counted to 10. She imagined smoke roiling out her ears. ‘This is not happening! I am not trying to have a conversation with a 193-year-old witch! I’m having a nightmare. Wake up, Sally! Stop the insanity!’

She opened her eyes. Everything was the same. The phone screen said she was in a phone call. It showed the phone number that was scratched on the notepad with Hazel Roja, witch written next to it.

“H-hello? Is anybody there?” the phone squawked. “Hazel Roja, Witch at Large here.”

“I’m here, Ms Hazel. My name is Sally. I’m being held prisoner in my own house by a crazed monster orange tabby cat. Are we on the same page?”

“Oh! Oh! Yes. I r-remember now. Y-you said you can’t bring the cat to me. They won’t let me drive anymore. I’ll have to find someone to b-bring me to the cat.

What’s the cat’s name?”

Sally laughed. “I’m calling him Spaghettio. I don’t know his given name because... He’s Not My Cat!”

“H-h-ha. Sp-sp-spaghettio. That’s funny. I’ll n-need your address to come to the cat.”

Sally told witch Hazel her address, one digit and word at a time. Then she had Ms Hazel read it back to her. “Good. And you have my phone number on your phone. Add the name Sally to that phone number. 

When shall I expect you?”

Ms Hazel hem-hawed. “I-I hope within the hour. I must find a ride. And locate the antidote to the spell...” The call ended. 

Sally blew air between her lips. “So, Rodney! Did I really just make a date with a 193-year-old practicing witch?”

“It sounded that way to me, milady.”

“This is so bizarre. Should I tell niece Joany now or later that her old aunt has finally slipped a cog?”

Rodney chuckled. “Save it until after the spellbinding event, I say. She’ll want to rush right over; she’ll get attacked; and then you’ll have to stitch her up, too. 

And, by the way, Sally. My stitches hurt. Will you rub them?”

“Pshaw, old man. You know you have no nerves to feel pain with. And so do I. So, no. You don’t get a foot rub. But I think I hear a car.”

Sally peeked out the window that faced the driveway. “Yes. I did. A tiny old woman with bright red curly hair and a notebook is climbing out of the passenger side.” Sally gasped.

“And there’s Spaghettio! Divebombing her! 

She’s stuffing herself back into the car. 

It looks like she’s reading from the notebook and spritzing water with her fingertips through the windshield.

She’s climbing out again. And here comes the cat!

She pulled in and is reading the incantation again... now spritzing. Now trying to get out again. With the same response from Spaghettio. Attack!

Rodney, I don’t think calling the witch was the answer to that cat’s behavior.”

Sally’s phone rang. She swiped to answer it.

“This is Sally.”

“Hi, Sally. This is Carol from KAPOW. I drove Hazel over to undo the spell the cat caught. I saw someone in the window. Was that you?”

“Yes, ma’am. That was me. I saw the event. And the results. Now what?”

“I’m going to take Hazel home. I’ll help her research and remember the incantation that caused the problem. We’ll be back to try again later.

Sit tight.”

Sally rolled her eyes. “You mean I have a choice?”

Carol laughed. “Bye now.”

They drove away. 

Sally settled into the recliner and switched on the TV. “I don’t know what else to do, Rodney. Pacing around isn’t going to solve the problem. Maybe distraction will help find the answer. Or, at least, calm me down some.

10-minutes in to Gunsmoke, Sally heard a familiar rumble coming down the lane. She kicked the foot rest closed and slid out of the chair. “That’s Joany’s truck, Rodney. Now she’s going to be attacked, too. What do I do? I can try to call her.”

Sally picked up the phone and punched Joan Freed’s icon. Before it started to ring, niece Joany was coming in the door. Not running. Just sauntering in without a care in the world.
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