
Part 1 - Louis' Journey Home

    First sequel to Rats In The Cellar
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    Louis was alone. All his look-alikes - his dopples from the many and varied parallel universes - had left one by one, some two by two, led away by the cat. 

    What sort of cat is that anyway? Louis wondered, not for the first time. Probably not the last. 

    Though they were essentially the same kid, all named Oscar Wild Daugherty, all with identical parents and big sister, but from different parallel worlds; there were differences. Some of them liked cats, or at least they liked that one. 

    Louis didn't care for them. But the way cats are, they'll walk into a room, and immediately spot the one who doesn't like cats - like they sense fear - like they're going to mark their territory and make sure you know you're on it. 

    Of all the boys in that room the other night, the cat had chosen Louis, had got next to his ear with its loud purring, and moved to his chest when Louis made to leave. That cat had it in for him. 

    Well, okay, maybe Louis deserved some of it. He'd been bad, and the cat had let him know that. The purring emanating from that cat seemed to induce brain waves - instant knowledge - ideas that suggested that someone, somewhere cared if Louis was a good boy or bad, happy or sad, or got very far in life; even if Louis himself didn't care. 

    Apparently the cat still had it in for him. Here he was, alone - he had no idea where. And the cat was taking an extra long time to get back. 

    It was getting cold. 

    Louis was used to being on his own. He even enjoyed feeling free and wild, but always inside that house, whatever universe it was in. Homeless, like a street kid, but always at home. Now, he was on the street - or in this park on a bench facing the fountain not far from the street. It just wasn't the same… 

    'Meow.' 

    Louis had never been so glad to see a cat. 

    The cat turned and walked away as Louis followed. 

    They had just walked past the old Methodist Church and  were approaching the newsagent, which Louis didn't remember as being near a park. He looked behind him and sure enough, no park. Just Rose Lewis Primary School about where the park was a while ago. 

    This had been happening all day today and yesterday. The cat had been leading the group of about twenty Oscar Wild Daughertys through this or that place, all disconnected except for some portal that only the cat knew about, all with crowds of people that looked in a bad way, or looking very rich, or looking dangerous; and they sang to them. Their singing seemed to cheer them up - or upset them in the case of some of the well off looking folks. 

    Portals in space-time weren't a new thing to Louis. He used the stairs up at the top of the house and down in the cellar, all the time. The cat seemed to make them pop up just wherever it pleased. 

    Now they were approaching the house. It was the time both of his parents would have arrived home. 

    They went up to the door. The cat looked up at Louis. 

    Louis didn't have a key, so he knocked. 

    His mother opened it. 'Oscar? I thought you -' 

    Louis just looked at her. 

    'Well, I don't know how you got out and around to the front so quickly, but get in.' 

    This will be interesting, thought Louis. 

    He followed her to the kitchen. 

    'Goodness me!' she said as soon as she entered the kitchen. 

    Louis followed her in, and there at the kitchen table sat Dad, and Oscar, who suddenly exploded, 'See? I told you there was another one of me! That's the one that ate Megan's cake, him and another one!' 

    Louis just stood there silent. The cat looked up at him and meowed. 

    Somehow, Louis knew what that meant. 

    'Er - yeah. I-I'm the one that cut the cake,' he said, looking back and forth between Mum and Dad. 'I'm sorry.' 

    There was a pause. 

    Mum spoke up. 'Your Dad and I can accept your apology, but there's someone else in this room that got into a load of trouble for what you did.' 

    Louis looked at the boy that Francis had called 'just Oscar' because he wouldn't take an extra name. 

    Just-Oscar looked back at him. 

    'I - I'm really sorry Oscar.' 

    After all the singing about peacemaking and meekness, he actually felt it. How could a boy who sang about being pure in heart and seeing God have done that to someone - especially when that someone was something even more closely related to him than a brother? 

    He was close to tears.

    'That's okay,' said just-Oscar. 

    Then, after a pause, he said, 'I saw you on TV.'

    Just then the cat meowed. Louis knew it was time to go. 

    As he followed the cat to the cellar, he heard Dad say, 'Isn't that the same cat that - ah, now I get it.' 

     

    When they got to the cellar, they went straight to the stairs that seemed to go down into the ground to a dead end, but actually melded with the stairs that appeared to come down from the attic. 

    They came out on the top floor, but the cat turned around and led him back up the stairs to the cellar of the same house in yet another universe. Here, they went up to the ground floor. 

    As soon as they entered the corridor, Louis knew exactly where he was. He shivered. 

    There was the crack in the full length mirror by the front door. In the lounge, the two pieces of the ceramic angel were carefully placed together, and the vase was absent from the top of the book shelf as that had broken into too many pieces to fix. 

    This was where he had run downstairs out of vengeance towards the other Oscar, had rampaged around the lounge, breaking things and shouting profanities, as his family sat in shock, then ran upstairs past the bedroom and up to the upper dead-end stairs. There, he had paused and sniggered as he heard Dad go into the bedroom and take it out on the other Oscar. 

    And here is exactly where the cat had brought him. How the heck does the cat know? 

    The whole family was sitting there in the lounge, looking in amazement, all except Oscar, who was glaring at him. 

    Louis stood there looking at them. 

    Finally, he sobbed, 'I'm sorry.' 

    The expression on the other Oscar's face softened. Mum's turned from shock to pity. 

    Dad said, 'For what?' 

    Louis pointed at the broken objects, 'For that, and that, and that, and yell'n bad words at you, and get'n him in trouble for it.' He pointed at Oscar. 'I'm really sorry, Oscar.'

    Oscar looked like he was about to cry as well, but smiling - sort of. 

    Dad said, 'There's a few of you about, isn't there - and that cat.'

    'Y-yeah, there's a whole lot of parallel universes. If you go down the stairs in the cellar and the one on the top floor, you get to them, but you get lost. We all got lost, but the cat found us and took us singing.'

    The cat meowed.

    'He says it's time to go now.'
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    The cat led him to the front door. As soon as the door closed behind him, the cat turned around and faced the door again.

    Now, Louis saw blue paint sprayed across the door. He remembered doing that. Over on the window was the obscene word he had scrawled there. He turned and looked at the neighbours across the street. More blue paint. Next door to that, more blue paint.

    The cat was just looking at him.

    The other two families were quite forgiving. He knocked.

    'Well! At least you're brave enough to knock instead of sneaking in the back way!' it was Mum. 'And look at the time! Where have you been? Mrs. Jones says you just dropped everything and went off! I suppose you think you'll get out of scrubbing now, just because it's nearly bedtime! Well, get in and get something to eat, and then put in a good one hour of scrubbing before going to bed.'

    Louis followed her in. 

    'You're going to scrub every one of those houses, just like the judge ordered, and then you'll do ours. Three months is long enough!' 

    Mum served him a dish of her casserole. He was thankful for that, as he was quite hungry.

    He didn't know what to say. Obviously the local Oscar was away, so he couldn't even tell them it was himself instead of their actual son. 

    For now, probably best to play along. Maybe the local Oscar would suddenly show up and there would be another confession time, the local Oscar would get his good name back, and all would be forgiven. 

    But if the judge ordered it - what? Had he gone to juvie court? 

    Louis finished the plate of beef and carrot casserole. The local Oscar hadn't shown up yet.

    Mum, as good as her word, handed him the bucket and the brush and the scraper, and pointed him towards the neighbour's house across the street.

    Louis got to work. 

    Scraping it off the window was a lot easier than scrubbing it off the wall. 

    One hour later, and still no Oscar. Fifteen minutes after that, Mum called and said it was enough for the day.

    He went upstairs to the bedroom. Oscar still wasn't there.

    What happened to the other Oscar? Louis wondered if he shouldn't tell them he wasn't their Oscar, and that theirs was away. How would they believe him?

    He hadn't seen the cat since Mum let him in the door. In the middle of the night, it jumped onto the bed and purred next to his ear, giving him a peaceful sleep. It was gone in the morning.

    He took his shower, and went down to breakfast.

    'I expect you to be finished with the Jones' house by the time I get back from work,' said Mum. 'Margaret is nice enough to fix you lunch. Tomorrow you start on the Murphey's.' She gathered her things and left.

    He finished breakfast, picked up the bucket, and walked across the street to the Jones' house, and began scrubbing.

    It was hot that day. Work was tiring. He took rests every ten or so minutes. Work was boring. After what must have been two hours, he looked and it didn't seem like he had made any progress at all.

    He sat down on the ground, leaning against the house. He just sat. He didn't feel like getting back to work.

    He heard a low angry 'Meaooow.' 

    The cat was glaring at him.

    He went back to work.

    At noon, Mrs. Jones called him in for lunch. After a short rest, he went back to work.

    Surprisingly, the paint was scrubbed off by the time Mum arrived home. 

    Mum was in a better mood to him today. It was a more enjoyable evening. However the local Oscar still hadn't got home yet. That worried Louis.

    The next day, he went to work on the Murpheys' house. That took two days to do. 

    By the end of the second day of the Murpheys', with a lot of help from the cat, he was getting good at keeping busy.

    Still no Oscar. 

    The next day it was the Carmichaels' house. That took two days. Then it took two days to do their own house.

    All that time, their Oscar stayed away. 

    Mum fixed a special family meal to celebrate after Dad got home. Dad also gave him a financial reward of a few quid. 

    Louis had got

    
    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

Notes on Pronunciation and Terminology

... or, how the author pronounces the following names as he's writing (the reader is welcome to use the form he/she is comfortable with):

Daugherty - an Irish surname pronounced differently in different places. The author had the pronunciation Daw-gher-tee in his head, or Daw-her-tee the gh being a hard raspy h, heard in a lot of Gaelic words. Some descendants of Irish immigrants pronounce their name Dor-tee or Dok-er-tee. If that form is more familiar to you, the Author is okay with it - especially since the national setting of the narrative is left in the air.

Louis - a name of French origin, after Kings Louis I to XVI. Pronounced Loo-ee, though some may choose Loo-is, as in the American city, St. Louis, Missouri. Another American city, Louisville Ky, is pronounced the French way, Loo-ee-ville, though natives of the city pronounce it Loo-vl (I've been there).


Ogbu - a Nigerian surname, pronounced Og-boo. 


A couple of definitions of obscure words used in the narrative:

Dopple - another person who looks like, and in every other way, seems like oneself, but isn't a twin sibling. Some stories feature clones, which are biologically manufactured dopples. In this story, they're another instance of the same person from parallel universe. 

Putto - pronounced poo-toe. What you thought was a cupid, or a cherub, is correctly termed putto (putti - plural). That’s the proper term for the classical depictions of small naked children with wings in Medieval, Renaissance and ancient Greek/Roman art.  There was only ever one Cupid, and that was the name of Psyche’s boyfriend. A cherub, is actually pronounced khe-roov (plural cherubim - pronounced kheroov-eem), and isn’t a baby angel, but one of the creatures Ezekiel saw surrounding God’s throne, or one of two creatures sculpted on the cover of the Ark of the Covenant. However, the putto that appears in this narrative (spoiler alert) may have connections with that as well...
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