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Part One


Chapter One

Pickled Pigs Feet
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That is what they were doing all right.  Most other folks couldn’t believe it either, just those two men and their cat, looking for paradise.

They didn't have a name for their cat, so they called her No-Name.  Neither Burt nor Clancy knew if she was male or female, but since she didn't have a name, it didn't matter to them.  It was just a lot simpler that way.  It didn't seem to matter to No-Name, either, that she didn't have a name; she knew who she was.

Burt and Clancy didn't expect to find paradise right off.  That wasn't what they were asking.  It could be anywhere, they figured, but wherever it was would be alright with them.  Once they were there, it would be paradise.  They would find it one day, they vowed, and would keep looking until they did.

They had come upon the idea over a barrel of pickled pig's feet.  It happened all of a sudden, about two-thirds of the way through the barrel.  "Let's find paradise," Burt simply said.

"Darn sure beat this place," Clancy answered, without giving it too much thought.  That was the way Clancy liked to do things.  He prided himself on being a man without excesses.

No-Name could tell they wouldn't be leaving soon by the way Burt and Clancy continued to sit and drink their dandelion wine.  It was the wine they made out of chittum bark the summer before.  There hadn't been any dandelions that summer, so they made their dandelion wine out of chittum bark.  They liked their wine well enough and called it “dandy” because no one else would drink it, leaving more for them.

It was late the next day when Burt and Clancy got up and left.  They didn’t pack anything to take with them because they were going to paradise and knew they wouldn’t need anything once they were there.  They didn’t pack anything, that is, except a jug of their “dandy”.  It would keep them on the move, they figured, no sense leaving it behind.

One of the first places they looked for paradise was down by the old and muddy river near where they had grown up.  They had swum in that murky river all of their lives but had never looked for paradise there.

No-Name thought Burt and Clancy should go to the library and look in one of those big books there, so they would know what it said about paradise before they set out on their search, but said nothing of this to them.  She could talk, of course, but seldom did, and never would she talk to strangers.  A cat with no name who could talk.  She knew that was more than what most people could handle.

No-Name knew she was female, of course.  She knew many other things also, in the way women have of knowing things when others don’t, just like her name.  She was wiser than Burt and Clancy knew.

*     *     *
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Burt and Clancy slept the first night of their journey underneath an old and abandoned shack.  Burt clearly explained to Clancy that they weren't sleeping inside the shack because it might collapse in the middle of the night.  Clancy could easily see that it would someday soon be falling.  Sometimes, Burt just didn't give him his due, but he let Burt do the thinking for them, anyway.

No-Name slept on a nice soft pile of abandoned hay out in front of the old shack that night, where it was warm and dry, and the moon shone full.  She didn't like the idea of sleeping underneath a damp old shack with spiders and lizards and their kind.  No-Name also knew for certain that the old shack would be coming down that night.  She tried to tell Clancy, but he hadn't listened to her.  It was Burt's idea to sleep underneath the shack instead of outside, not his, where it was warm and safe and clean.

Burt and Clancy woke up cross and grumpy the next morning.  They hadn't slept well in the dirt and dampness underneath the old shack, and with it falling on them in the middle of the night, they weren't happy.

No-Name was already awake when the two crawled out from beneath the ruins of the shack.  She was quickened by the brisk and brilliant new morning sun, having just finished her specially blended breakfast of tuna and rice, which she had brought hidden deep in the bottom of her knapsack.  She was happy and ready to go; they were on their way to paradise.

Escaping the ruins of the gross and smelly, damp old shack, Burt and Clancy brushed the dirt off their rumpled clothes and combed the cobwebs out of their hair.  They could see No-Name playing in the sun's new morning rays, happy and free.  Cats have it so good, they thought to themselves.  No problems and worries, unlike them.  They wished they had brought something for breakfast other than their "dandy", which wasn't that good.
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Chapter Two

King’s Journey
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After days of travel, Burt, Clancy, and No-Name arrived at the ocean’s edge.  It was there they found the giant and wise old sea turtle.  Respecting his age and wisdom, and suspecting he might know, they politely asked him if he knew of paradise.

He knew of it, of course, the wise and old sea turtle replied, and told them the story of the king bullfrog and his warrior frogs, who had set out years before to find paradise.

There were weeks of ceremonies to prepare for the king's journey, feasting, music, and dancing.  The wise frogs counseled their king as to the whereabouts of paradise.  The women frogs gathered provisions, dried flies, and minced spiders, the king's favorite.  The young frogs played leapfrog.  At the end of the festivities, the king bullfrog and his warrior frogs departed their pond and set out on the ocean on their lily pad raft with sails.

Many years passed before the king bullfrog and his warrior frogs returned from the journey that had taken them far across the ocean.  They were battered and beaten to be sure, but, yes, the wise old sea turtle told Burt and Clancy they had found paradise.

After a month of celebration, a month of rest, and another month of preparation, the king and his entire frogdom set sail back across the ocean on their lily pad rafts for paradise.

Burt and Clancy were ecstatic with the wise old sea turtle’s tale.  “Where is paradise?” they
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