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Chapter 1: Hello

When we were leaving the hospital Grandma had me wave
'bye bye' to a man in a glass cube called a parking attendant.
Everybody laughed.

I had a whole lot of fun at the hospital (but I don't
think Tricia did.) There was something about waving at the parking
attendant, when his mother laughed, I felt like I had done
something very very good. But I still don't know what it was.

The Tricia (the blonde girl's name) did bring some
excitement to the place when she arrived. How she arrived was sort
of interesting too. Or what happened before and after she came.

Jay's mom looked like someone had over-stuffed her
with fluff. Then when she brought Tricia home she was flat. I
wondered if someone had sat on her in a lawn chair.

Anyway, the Tricia had something called open heart
surgery. Jay did explain it to me. He put pieces of paper all over
me that he taped together in a tubular shape (like cardboard paper
towel or toilet paper holders.) They looked something like garden
hoses, but he didn't color them green. I couldn't understand all
that he said. But I did go with him to visit her when she lived
some place else for a while.

It was a very large place. Jay said it was called a
hospital. Jay's grandma was living with us then. She loves me so
much. (Should I blush? Well she does!)

I am a cat and a very unusual cat at that. Most cats
or any stuffed toys (the ones little girls drool over in department
stores) are made of fur and fluff and stuff.

I'm not.

Those department store cats have grand eyes which
goggle and tails that waggle (if you put batteries in, that
is.)

I don't.

You'll find those same cats, once they're brought
home, sitting on some fine maple shelf or a pink ruffled bed
spread.

Quite frankly, I haven't.

They're a bit smug, if you ask me, with all their
frills, ribbons and such. But then...

You didn't.

I am a Cheshire cat. Now immediately you think you
know me, right?

No, you don't.

I'm not quite like Alice's cat that she found coming
and going in a tree. That was, of course, after she fell down the
rabbit hole in that very strange forest.

I am striped though, and I am yarn.

I'm a crocheted cat. I'm made by making loops, tying
knots, knots, knots--well, lots of knots. It's done with a piece of
metal which looks like a stick (sort of) with a hook on the end of
it. It's called a crochet hook. (Imagine that?)

As far as I know (and I know quite a lot) I am the
only crochet cat in existence.
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I am the most delicious color of green (it makes you
want to eat a spinach.) My other color is yellow just like that
large orb you call the sun when you draw and paint a picture during
art time of other rare cats running around a tree.

I am totally crocheted from my toes to my knees to my
sneeze. (Achoo! Pardon me.)

My eyes are also yarn which is a bit unusual because
most creatures as I am look through embroidery floss eyes.
(Embroidery floss is a much skinnier thread.) Anyway, they are blue
and black.

My mouth is also yarn (which is a crocheted thing
called a chain.) And that's exactly what they look like to me and
you. But if you ask somebody who knows all about crocheting, they
will tell you it's called a single stitch. You guessed it; knots
and more knots.

Now I bet you wonder what it's like to be the only
Cheshire cat in existence.

Well, it's not so bad--in fact--it's really rather
good. I mean, if there were two of me, what would I say to another
Cheshire cat?

"Hello, Cheshire, and how are you today?" I would say
and it would be a silly thing to say. Because I am he and he is me.
So I would know exactly how he was before I even asked the question
or he answers. It would be rather boring in fact.

There are other reasons why I like being the only
Cheshire cat in the world (maybe the universe.)

I am made of yards of yarn. Jay told me the word yarn
also means to tell a story. Did you know that? Well, I think this
means something, but I'm not sure what.

I began as a Christmas present for Jay. I was there
before the blonde hair girl with slanted eyes came. It took a
mother's time to make me.

And that mother (Jay's) said, "I stuffed him with
love," and I heard that!

Now maybe you are stuffed with love too. But somehow
(I think) there may be some differences between Jay, the blonde
hair girl and me.

While I stay pretty much the same, (well except my
tail has gone a little limp and my stuffing isn't as fluffed and my
knots are a little knottier--well pretty much the same) they grow.
Yes, I mean they get larger.

It doesn't happen every night, mind you, but since I
was here before the blonde hair little girl was here (and not made
with a crochet hook but probably stuffed with love too) I've
watched her grow.

Jay, on the other hand, and I have sort of grown
together. He's got larger and I've got knotted. There is a
difference, you know, but I really don't know what it is. Maybe
there is some dust in my head fluff.

Anyway, the adventures I've shared with Jay have been
rather interesting, but he's gotten larger, he's 11-years-old now
and he's changed.

Did you guess that he rarely plays with me anymore?
Well, you are right. Does this make me feel sad? Well, I only had a
certain feeling, which I decided must have been sadness for all of
a full minute. You know it takes quite a lot to get a Cheshire cat
down.

And there are four very good reasons for this:

1) I'm not thrown in the washer as much as I was. And
this is one sudsy experience, believe you me! Since I am (however
distant) a relative to the feline (cat) I really don't like
baths.

2) I haven't been in a lawn chair recently that has
folded up with me in it and I haven't been squished flatter than a
pancake.

3) Dr. Freddy (a bear who's last name is Fischer
Price) hasn't put a cast on my striped leg. Even though it was only
paper, it felt real funny.

4) I only had one open heart surgery but Tricia had
two. And while she told me that riding in a wheel chair down the
great halls was a whole lot of fun--well, you know my experiences
with lawn chairs--no telling what might happen to me in a chair
with wheels!

So there I was thinking about all of this. I lay in
the middle of Jay's room for a couple of days. And I watched them
all pass down the hallway and up the hallway. They looked very busy
as only people can do.

I felt this little tiny ache in my polyester fiber
fill fluff right next to my left arm. I wondered what this itch was
all about. But then I heard Jay's mother holler from the
kitchen.

"Jay, clean your room," And about five minutes later
she hollered, "Now!"

Jay jumped and so did I. And this is where my other
adventures began.
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Chapter 2: Under the bed

I looked around and had to admit that the room was
quite a mess.

Jay's pajamas lay in the middle of the floor under me
and while it did make a nice pillow, I was pretty sure they didn't
belong there.

A dumb looking store bought doll looked from the
middle of the room (where she lay) to an angel Tricia had made in
school out of a paper plate and blue tissue (nose blowing tissue.)
The angel hung on the wall beside a plague that had a prayer on it
(something about, "now I lay me down to sleep.") The dumb looking
doll looked even dumber with a patent leather shoe on its ear.

The yellow plastic elephants continued to jump rope.
They could do that real easy because there wasn't any mess on the
wall. It was all over the floor.

I looked up at Jay, who was really quite tall and
handsome. His brown hair fell over one brown eye and he surveyed
the room. He wondered (I knew by a certain confused look of his)
what to do with me and the--everything else--that lay all over the
floor.

His eyes brightened and a grin crept over his face. I
couldn't help it. I saw that look and got this creepy but joyous
feeling all over my stripes. I know this look!

When he does this he's got some purely inventive and
creative idea. He had the same look when he taped the garden hose
like things all over me when I had open heart surgery. I could all
but contain an, "Oh boy!"

Then before I could say it he grabbed me up, "Yipes,"
and he pushed me under the bed.

Well, I laid there for a couple of minutes and
wondered what Jay was up to. I waited being the sort of patient
Cheshire cat I am.

In that moment I thought perhaps he would come under
the bed with me (Yeah,) and we'd explore fish, squid and something
that's fun to say, "Octopi" (Yeah,) because under the bed becomes a
submarine.

I heard Jay scurrying around the room and things
flying here and there.

He mumbled and whined, "Clean your room, do the
dishes, take out the garbage--Do I have to do everything?"

I was about to answer him that he didn't do
everything because I had seen his mother do quite a lot when he and
Tricia were at school when a sock hit me on one of my floppy
ears.

"Oh hello," I said but the sock didn't answer.

It was silly. What did I expect--a sock to answer?
Generally socks can't talk--or so I thought.

"There," I heard Jay say.

"Is your room clean?" I heard his mother call from
the kitchen.

"Yes," Jay said, and I heard his mother come from the
kitchen to the hallway. I peeked out of a small space between the
bed spread, floor and bed leg.

"I'm under here," I hollered, "I'm under here," but
she didn't hear me.

Then it occurred to me that this purely inventive
creative idea of Jay's was not at all like the one he used to have.
(We had some great adventures.) He had put me under the bed along
with the sock and quite-a-few other things. This was to make his
mother think he had put everything where it belonged. I tapped my
paw and thought about this for a while.

I didn't belong under the bed. I belonged in the toy
box with the red and white jeep, dolly and all the other toys.

I was reconciling myself to this fact and wondering
what I might do under here until perhaps, Tricia dragged me out
(and foiled Jay's plan.) I considered talking to the sock or taking
a nap. The nap seemed like the better of the two ideas, since, I
was pretty sure that talking to the sock would have been as boring
as talking to another Cheshire.

I heard a sort of squeaky noise. I looked up and
thought it was Jay as he sat on the bed. It wasn't though and I got
a big surprise.

Now, let me explain. Under Jay's bed (and Tricia's
too) there is this wire stuff. It goes on the four legs of the bed
and the frame. This bed is a bunk bed, but it sits on the floor
instead of stacked (you know, one on top of the other.)

This wire thing (I











cover.jpg
Chesﬁire

Cathey Newhouse





tmp_860921ee3d502d6871bdc02328cc5439_QrULJu_html_73a51834.png





