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BLUESY BOY KNEW this was going to be
not an ordinary day by the smell. Misty was nowhere around and the
girls were even hiding. He sniffed the air again but still he
didn’t pick up any of their scents.

Bluesy
padded out to the kitchen to see if Anne was around but she wasn’t
even here. Where was everybody? They didn’t usually leave him out
of anything. He would have to find out.

He
started looking and sniffing in the rest of the kitchen glancing
out the patio doors but saw nothing. The laundry room was right
next door and that was where the girls took their naps. Their
baskets were empty. Very unusual.

Bluesy
next headed for the living room. The big window was a favorite look
out. There was no one there and the living room looked freshly
cleaned. The carpet under his feet had been freshly vacuumed. The
room smelled like that stuff that Anne liked to sprinkle the carpet
with before she vacuumed it. His nose twitched.

 

Now he
was starting to get worried. There was always someone around in the
house. It was never empty like this. Again he asked himself. Where
is everybody?

It was
just the bedrooms and bathroom left to check. He quickly checked
them out but nothing. The house was empty. The door to the basement
was closed as always. He sniffed the bottom but didn’t pick
anything up but that musty smell.

Bluesy
went back to the living room and hopped up on the window to get a
good look at the front yard. Even the activity outside was quiet.
Bluesy Boy felt this uneasiness come over him. What if something
bad was happening to his family? He had to find out.

He went
to every room again rechecking and sniffing but nothing. He went
back to the kitchen and hopped up onto the cupboard where he was
not supposed to be but this was an emergency. He looked out the
kitchen window to get another look outside but the yard was empty.
Then he thought of Anne’s room where she had a huge window looking
out into the back yard.

Bluesy
rushed into her room and hopped up looking intently for any kind of
movement that might look like one of them. He decided to stay there
and keep watch for a while and surly something would
happen.

Anne had
a cat basket on the bench in front of her window. She would
sometimes read while one of them rested in the basket. He got
himself comfortable in the basket and kept his eyes open for any
sign of the Anne or the rest of the cats.

The wind
had picked up outside and shadows danced in front of Bluesy Boy
tricking him into thinking he saw something. Still
nothing.

After a
while he got restless and hungry. He never even checked his food
bowl when he got up. He hopped down and went out to the kitchen.
His food bowl was empty!

There
was indeed something going on. How was he going to get out to find
them? Bluesy Boy had to think. Then he remembered the screen in the
laundry room that was party ripped from one of the girls. The
window was always a bit open there as well. Maybe with any luck he
could get out there. He raced to the laundry room and hopped up to
the window. The rip was far in the corner and would be a challenge
to get through. He was bigger than the girls.

But he
had to try, so he leaped up and hung on to the screen and poked his
head out. He sniffed the outside air and for a moment he thought he
picked up a familiar scent. He pulled himself more through the
opening in the screen but he was getting himself stuck instead of
getting through the opening that was obviously too small for
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