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  How MollyMai Got to Stay


MollyMai showed up at our house the day our neighbor, Mrs. Hurley died. She scratched at the door, meowing loudly until Mom opened the door. Molly meowed again and ran off the porch, stopping to see if Mom was following her. Mom got the message right away. 
“You girls stay here. I think Mae might be ill.” Mae was Mrs. Hurley’s first name.
From our side porch, we watched Mom hurry after MollyMai, take the porch steps two at a time and disappear into the first floor apartment of the white two story house Mrs. Hurley and her upstairs neighbor, Mrs. Gunderson, lived in. She was gone for quite a while, so me and Jeena decided to go over anyway and see what was going on. 
Mom met us as we were coming up the porch steps. Motioning us to go back down, she said Mrs. Hurley had died, and that she’d called Mrs. Hurley’s grandson, Harry, to tell him. Then she’d called for an ambulance to take Mrs. Hurley away.
“You girls go on back home. I’ll be back as soon as they get here. Okay? I’ll probably bring MollyMai home with me afterwards.”
That statement made Jeena and me excited. Jeena’s my older sister. She and Mom and me had always made a fuss over MollyMai and played with her whenever she ventured into our yard. Mrs. Hurley hadn’t liked her to be outside, but MollyMai always found a way to escape. After a while, Mrs. Hurley decided as long as MollyMai was with us, it was okay. We always hurried her home as soon as Dad drove into the yard.
Dad, he doesn’t like cats so much. So if he saw her in our yard, he’d wave his hands and holler at her. “Go on! Get outa here!”
She’d scamper off. Partway across the lawn, she’d stop and turn back. Sit there by the hedges like she was daring him to come after her. Washed her paws and tail like it was no big deal.
“Stupid cat!” Sometimes he picked up a couple of tennis balls from a basket beside Mom’s wicker chair and hurl them at her. 
“Da-ad!” We’d cry out. “Don’t hurt her!”
MollyMai just figured he was playing with her, and she chased after those balls just as happily as anything. If Dad threw another one at her head, quick as a flash, she’d jump up, reach out and bat it down. Which would make Dad utter a sort of growl, and he’d rush off at her. Molly’d scurry off, but again, stop just past the edge of our yard. Sit there staring at him. Waiting. Teasing. Dad would growl again and stalk into the house.
“Why is that darn cat always here!”
Now Jeena asked Mom, “But what about Dad? He won’t want her in the house. She can’t stay outside all the time!”
“I know. I’ll figure something out. Here’s the ambulance already. Go on! I’ll be over in a few minutes.”
We went back to our side porch and watched them take Mrs. Hurley away. Which took a little longer than a few minutes. Finally Mom was free to come home and bring MollyMai with her. Brought a bag of cat food and MollyMai’s bowls too. For a while, we had fun with MollyMai playing in our back yard. 
Then Dad came home.
As usual, he had a fit when he saw her. Didn’t matter that we were having a great time with her. He wanted her gone. NOW!
Mom came out on the back porch and stopped him from chasing MollyMai off.  “She’s staying with us, Dohn. She’s got nowhere to go now. Mae passed away this morning. If Harry takes her, fine. But, I’m telling you right now, she is not going to any shelter if he doesn’t! Not happening! Mae was a good neighbor. We should take care of MollyMai for her.”
Dad huffed, “You know how I feel about cats, Dayl! Useless!”
“Good mousers!” Mom countered. “She’d be welcome company when I’m home alone!” That she’d been letting MollyMai into the house on many occasions in the past—many occasions—she kept quiet about! 
Dad went past her into the house, answering back, “They scratch on the doors and table legs and the furniture. They jump on counters and tables. They’re in the way when you’re trying to do things! They aren’t loyal like a dog is! And I hate a litter box in the house!”
“So do I,” said Mom, following him in—us right behind them. “She goes outside to her special spot there in Mae’s yard. She’ll probably still use that spot. Again, good mousers! Great company when I’m home alone! Some cats can be as loyal as a dog, Dohn. Molly’s a playful cat and friendly. The girls have spent hours playing with her once she escapes the apartment! You saw them out there just now—and other times as well.” She opened the refrigerator door and took out some leftover chicken.
“Wasn’t that loyal to Mae, then, was she, if she kept finding ways to get out!”
Jeena piped up, “Mrs. Hurley was old. MollyMai wanted to play and have fun!”
“She can play somewhere else! Don’t give her all that chicken, Dayl! Let her go chase a mouse!”
Mom took MollyMai from me and offered her a piece of chicken. “Just so you know, Dohn, Molly always came to get me whenever Mae was sick. She came and got me today too. She knew something was wrong.”
Dad just shook his head, rolling his eyes. He waved his hand like it didn’t matter, and went out the back door and into the garage to work on his truck.
Jeena and me right away demanded, “Does that mean we can keep her?”
“We’ll see. I meant what I said. Not taking her to any shelter! We’ll see what happens when Harry comes to get Mae’s things. Okay? If he takes her, then that’s that. Don’t bug us about it just now. Let it go until after Harry comes.”
Meanwhile, we snuck MollyMai up to our bedroom.
Harry came two days later. MollyMai acted happy to see him and followed him in and out of the apartment as he packed the small moving truck with his grandmother’s things. Every now and then, he’d stop to pet her or pick her up to cuddle her a bit. Me and Jeena watched from our yard by the hedges. Sure we were going to see him hop into the truck and take her away.
When he was finished, he picked MollyMai up and came over to us. “Is your mom home?”
“Yup.”
“I need to talk to her.”
So we led him to the house and called Mom out to the porch.
“Hi, Mrs. Carter. I was wondering if you guys could take MollyMai for me? I can’t take her with me because my wife is very allergic to cats. We had one for a while when we first married, and it wasn’t pretty! I’ll have to take a shower and change clothes before I get near her. Throw ’em in the washer too. So . . . you think you could?”
At once Mom said, “Yes, we’ll take her, Harry. I’m sorry for your wife. I know how horrible allergies can be! I have a couple myself.” 
Harry’s anxious look vanished. Smiling, he gave MollyMai to Mom and said, “There’s still some bags of cat food and other stuff Gramma had for her on the porch. I’ll bring them over for you!”
Me and Jeena went with him and helped him carry the extra food, toys, cat bed and litter box home. I wondered how we were going to hide all this stuff from Dad. He was sure going to be mad!
Harry set the food bags down beside Mom’s wicker chair. She was sitting there with MollyMai, waiting for us to come back. Harry gave MollyMai one last hug and pet, saying “Thank you, guys, so much! I really appreciate it! I’d hate to have to give her up to some shelter.” He left then, looking back a couple of times as he went. I guess he really wished he could take her with him. Sorta felt sorry for him.
Mom hid the cat food behind a fifty pound bag of potatoes in the pantry. And us girls took the bed and the toys upstairs to our room. The litter box, Mom put that out in the garage for now. Like she’d told Dad, MollyMai liked going outside to do her business. The cat litter, she took out there too. Put it all where it wasn’t too obvious for anyone to notice at a glance.
Dad came home in a mood because of something that happened at work, so Mom put off telling him that Harry had left MollyMai with us. In the end, she either forgot to tell him or just decided not to. We didn’t say anything either. 
So MollyMai continued to remain hidden upstairs. Mom filled some fancy containers with cat food that we kept on our bookcase so we could feed her upstairs. MollyMai’s food and water bowls were under our bed—just in case Dad came looking for us. 
While Dad was working or out somewhere, we had no worries. But if he was home, we opened our bedroom window and let MollyMai out onto the roof. She jumped onto a branch of the lilac tree and climbed down it and went to  find her spot to do her thing. Then she came back up it for us to let her in again. One smart kitty, she was! If we heard Dad coming, we quick threw her into the closet or parked her under the covers if we were on the bed or in it.
Once, he came in to ask if we wanted to go for ice cream. MollyMai was lying cozily in the living room of our big doll house. She stayed so still and quiet, she looked like a stuffed animal. Since we had tons of those, he didn’t catch on. We quickly said we wanted to go and would meet him downstairs in a few minutes. When he went out and closed the door, we looked at each other and gave a huge sigh of relief—and busted out giggling! We giggled even while eating our ice cream, which made Dad wonder about us!
For quite a while, things went nice and smooth.
Then one day, he flung our door open. came in, saying, “Girls, how about if we—” He stopped dead.
There we were, playing house. Jeena was the momma, I was the oldest kid and MollyMai was the baby.
“V, J— What the hey? Get that cat out of here! Now!”
“No! She’s in our room. Not botherin’ you!” Fiercely, I faced off with him.
“She’s our cat now!” Jeena informed him. “She’s staying here with us!”
“Dayl!”Dad bellowed for Mom. “Dayl, What’s this cat doing in the house? Thought she was gone! I said—”
“Dohn,” said Mom, coming into our room, “Molly’s been in the house ever since the day Mae died. Harry couldn’t take her because his wife is allergic. This is the first time you happened to notice. Let her be. She’s a people cat. And I’m not changing that! As I said and promised Harry, she’s not going to any shelter. And, honestly, I don’t want anyone else to have her. She’s my buddy, and I’m not giving her up! I love you! I do! But Molly is special to me and  . . . well . . . I’m begging you to let her stay!”
We jumped up at that and ran to stand with Mom. “Us too! We’re begging too! Pleeeaaasssee!” 
Dad stared at us, wanting to pull the king of the castle routine. Mom just waited in the patient calm way she has, and we gave him big hopeful puppy eyes. In the end, he gave a little huffy sigh. “You’re lucky I love you too! All of you!” And he left without saying what he’d come in for.
After that, MollyMai got to freely roam the house. But we still used the window to let her out for potty purposes.
While Dad tolerated her after that, that’s not saying he gave in completely. He tossed her out whenever he was home alone and she strayed into his territory. She tried to soften him up, hopping into his lap while we watched TV. Put a paw out like she was asking him to pet her. But Dad wasn’t swayed.
“Go away, you flea ridden feline! Go bother someone else! Stupid cat! Doesn’t she get it? I’m not her buddy!”
“You’re a meany head! She doesn’t have fleas! She never did! Mrs. Hurley took good care of her!” Jeena hurled at him. “And so do we!”
Gathering her up in my arms, I went to join my mother on
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