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"You still have that cellular device?" Gertie asked, looking over at Edna who was toying with the phone that she had taken from Fredrick months ago. 

"Yes," Edna said. "He doesn't need it in prison, and besides, I was curious to see if he had any of our information on here."

Gertie watched as her wife played with the phone and shook her head. "You know that the phone is probably evidence of some sort, and you could get in real trouble with the authorities if you don't turn it over." 

"Stop," Edna retorted. "I've looked through the whole thing, and it's pretty much empty. The only application that I found on here is a recording device. I bet that he was going to use it to spy on us." 

"That's very possible," Gertie replied. "That man had all kinds of issues."

"Well, he's gone now," Edna said. "And after finding out that Theodore was my actual brother, I found it easier to let him go. Besides, Theodore fits right into our small family."

"Yeah, he's not a jerk," Gertie grinned. 

"Right," Edna said, putting the cellular phone down on the end table and getting up.

"Where are you going?" Gertie asked. 

"Don't you hear that scratching at the door?" Edna inquired. 

Gertie sat in silence for a moment. "Now, I do," Gertie said. "That must be Sylvester. I can get him some food if you want." Gertie got out of her chair and waved for her wife to sit down. They had been feeding the stray cat for months now, and though she loved the small creature's company, she knew that at some point, they were going to have to find the animal a permanent home. Gertie got into the cupboard, pulling out one of the many containers of cat food that Edna had gotten from the store. Her wife was insistent on feeding the cat the best food, and Gertie didn't have the heart to fight her on that issue. She had spoken to Edna several times about finding Sylvester a new home, but every time that she did, her wife got upset. Edna wanted to keep the cat as their own, and even though Gertie told her that it would be impractical to take in a pet at their age, Edna was insistent. 

Gertie walked out of the kitchen and through the living room, noticing that the front door was ajar. "Edna, I told you that I would get it," Gertie said, holding the small dish of food, but as she walked out the front door, she realized why her wife had gone outside. Standing at the end of the front stoop was a middle-aged woman, wearing a pair of slacks and a dress shirt. 

"Oh, I'm sorry that I didn't answer the door sooner," Gertie replied, wondering if the strange woman had thought that they were ignoring her. "I thought that you were the stray cat that has been visiting us for the last few weeks."

"No, I'm certainly not a cat," the woman smiled. "But the cat is why I came here. I heard that old Birdie had been wandering around these parts, and I came to find her. You see, the stray cat that you have been talking about is actually my cat. I moved here not too long ago, but I was called away on business almost as soon as I got here, and when I came back to town, my cat was nowhere to be found. I don't know many people in this town as I haven't had a chance to introduce myself, but I ran into a gentleman downtown that said that I might find her here."

"Her?" Gertie asked, feeling embarrassed that they had assumed the cat was a boy the whole time.

"Yes, her," the strange woman smiled. 

"I see," Gertie said. "Well, I guess that you have perfect timing. I was just telling my wife that we needed to find the cat a home, but now that I know that she already has one, there's not much else to do." 

Gertie looked at the other woman, watching as she knelt in the grass and made a clicking noise with her tongue. Just as soon as she did, the small orange cat came out of the bushes, running right up to her. "Well, I best be going," the woman said, picking up the small creature. "And thank you so much for finding her. I don't know what I would do without my Birdie." 

"You're welcome," Gertie said. "And if you ever need a cat sitter, we're here."

"Oh, thank you," the woman replied. "I didn't catch your names."

"Gertie and Edna," Edna said, a solemn look on her face.

"I'm Emily," the woman said as she walked away from their house and up the sidewalk. "Thank you again for watching over her." 

"No problem," Gertie said, turning away from Emily and looking at her wife. "Well, I guess it had to happen at some point," Gertie told Edna, noticing the sad look on her wife's face.

"It just feels like it came too soon," Edna said. "And we just let her take the cat. There was no proof that the animal was hers. Why didn't she find a cat sitter while she was away? How do we even know that she will take good care of Sylvester?" 

"The only thing that I know is that the cat came right up to her," Gertie commented, waving to her wife to follow her inside. "I don't think that an animal that was mistreated would be so eager to leave with their owner." 

"I guess," Edna sighed. "There was just something about that lady that was unsettling." 

"I guess I didn't get that vibe," Gertie replied, walking into the living room and sitting down in her chair. "Are you sure that you aren't just upset that she took the cat away? She might let us cat sit. I did offer our services." 

"I don't know," Edna said. "I just feel like I need to get to know her more. We've been feeding that cat for months, and then one day out of the blue, this woman just shows up and says that she is the owner. We don't even know her. She could be a terrible person, and we just let her take the cat away no questions asked." 

"Well, if you are that worried, maybe you should ask around town," Gertie suggested, trying to calm her wife so that she could take her afternoon nap. 

"I'll do better than that," Edna retorted, picking up her binoculars and the truck keys off the end table.

"Where are you going, Edna Simmons?" Gertie inquired, feeling her eyes start to droop.

"Out," Edna said, racing passed her and to the door.

Gertie listened as she heard the door close behind her wife. She thought of trying to stop her, but she decided better of it. When Edna was on a mission, it was difficult to detour her, so instead, Gertie lay back in her chair and let the silence of the house comfort her as she drifted into a relaxing sleep. 
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Chapter Two
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"What are we doing here?" Theodore asked Edna with a bewildered expression on his face. 

"I told you," Edna said, looking through her binoculars. "We're spying on Emily."

"But you don't even know this lady," Theodore said. "I didn't know that when you wanted me to show you where she lived that I would get wrapped up into all of this. You're kind of stalking her, sis. I'm not sure how to feel about this."

"I'm not stalking her, Theodore," Edna retorted. "I'm investigating. This woman took my cat, and Gertie let her without knowing anything about her. I need to know that my Sylvester is in good hands."

"Well, why don't you just talk to the woman?" Theodore inquired. "Wouldn't that be much simpler?"

"No," Edna replied. "There was just something about her that made me think that she was hiding something, and I don't think that she would just up and tell me what it was if I talked to her." 

"So, you're stalking her instead?" Theodore laughed. 

"No, this is just a friendly neighborhood watch," Edna said. "If she doesn't have anything to hide, then I will leave her alone." 

"How did I get wrapped up into all of this?" Theodore asked. "I could have just given you the directions."

"Think of it as a little sibling bonding time," Edna said. "Now, focus, Theodore. It looks like someone is coming out of the house." 

Theodore turned to look out of the truck window and towards Emily's large, white house. They were parked about a block away so as if not to be noticed, and Edna had been watching the house intensely for about an hour at this point. Edna watched as the front door of the large home opened and two men came out, carrying a large bag.

"Is that a body bag?" Theodore asked, looking through his own binoculars at this point. "I might owe you an apology, Edna. Maybe, this woman should be watched."

"Told you," Edna said, watching as the two men loaded the long bag into the back of a pick-up truck and drove away. "There's something odd about this woman."

"Look," Theodore said, pointing back towards the front door. 

Edna turned her attention away from the pick-up truck that was now almost completely out of sight and back towards the front door. Her jaw dropped when she saw what Theodore was looking at. There stood Emily, wrapped in a dark, orange fur coat, smiling. "What is she wearing?" Edna asked, thinking about Sylvester's beautiful orange fur. "Is that the cat?"

"I don't know," Theodore said, putting the binoculars down and looking at her. "This woman is nut job. In the last couple of minutes, we have seen a body bag and possibly the remnants of your cat. I think that we better get out of here. Who knows what she will do to us?"

Edna looked through her binoculars, watching as Emily looked around her yard and finally in the direction of
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