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      About The Cat and the Pendulum

      Masterful psychic cat detective Mr. Poe is cunning enough to solve any mystery Haven throws at him. When his mentor, the zombie sheriff Gwyneth Gresham, fails to return from a trip to her ranch, Mr. Poe is the only one who suspects foul play. With only the help of his protege, a kitten named Louisa May, Mr. Poe must discover Gwyn’s whereabouts—and rescue her from dangers of her own making.

      The fifth novelette in the series.
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        The truth is rarely pure and never simple.

        Oscar Wilde
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            Dear Reader…

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome back to Haven, the retirement home for immortals. It’s a beautiful small town populated by vampires, faeries, demigods, and titans, all of whom share an uneasy detente. The violence they can’t use against one another is fully invested in gossip and trying to get a better deal on turnips at the farmer’s market.

      In the heart of it all naps Mr. Poe, a magical cat who can shapeshift into a human boy, read minds, and solve mysteries with the best of them.

      If this is your first dip into my universe, welcome! If this peek into The Descentverse is interesting and not too frustratingly confusing, you may be interested in trying one of my many free books.

      If you’re a Descentverse regular, welcome back! I hope you brought your yarn bowl.

      Happy reading.

      ~ Sara, October 2020

      http://smreine.com/
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            The Case of the Missing Vase

          

        

      

    

    
      Three things in life are inevitable: death, taxes, and the supremacy of felines. It was no coincidence that my three-soul detective team was made entirely of the breed. Although I may have appeared human, with gangly limbs and eerily dexterous hands, at my core I was a housecat.

      “You can’t have that in here,” said Mrs. Cotter, the owner of the hair salon. When she said “that,” she was looking at the small white bundle in my arms—the second member of my detective team. Although the stylist was a withered old brownie who resembled a mossy rock, she had the nerve to seem repulsed by the sight of a kitten in her shop.

      The residents of Haven—a retirement village for immortals to escape the bustle of mortal life—had no clue their problems were being resolved by a shapeshifting cat. But one of my team had no ability to disguise herself.

      “I’m afraid she is essential to my process.” Louisa May was four months old. Her fur was as white as mine was black, and her inquisitive golden eyes were closed in slumber. Her legs dangled over my humanlike forearm, which often served as a hammock for naptime.

      “Some of my customers have allergies,” said Mrs. Cotter, flustered in the face of such refusal.

      “Sorry about the kid,” Cèsar Hawke said, taking her aside. “He’s not real good at talking to people. Anxious type. The kitten’s his security blanket, you know what I mean?” He gave Mrs. Cotter a bashful smile, rubbing the back of his neck. “I couldn’t leave the kid at home. He’s my friend’s nephew, and I promised I’d watch him.”

      As transparent as this simple-minded lie sounded to my intelligent mind, Mrs. Cotter accepted it. Her mouth folded into a moue of sympathy.

      Such deception was the reason I had brought the third feline of my team. Cèsar Hawke had begun life as a human and knew how to make them listen.

      Yes, it was disappointing to have one member of the team whose sole utility was in his ability to handle fools, but Cèsar was an expert in being a fool, and that was perhaps the only area in which my personal knowledge was lacking.

      Of course, he also was capable of turning into a giant cosmic cat, since his natural form was a cait sidhe—the cat faerie. In that form, he wouldn’t have even fit inside the salon. Useless as a detective, honestly. Better than noncats, though.

      “I’ll open the windows so the cat dander won’t linger,” Mrs. Cotter conceded, knotting up her gnarled brown hands with anxiety. “There’s no point in keeping things locked up now. The only thing that I really cared about has already been taken!”

      Despite the lovely personal memorabilia present in Mrs. Cotter’s hair shop, and her myriad professional accoutrement, the one thing she claimed to care about was a giant vase that once stood in the window. The proffered photograph displayed ceramic with sinuous curves and gaudy patterns three meters high. It was the kind of antique that should have been left centuries in the past. It had been in poor taste then, and the thief had done the shop a favor by removing it.

      “Can you think of anyone who might have wanted to steal this vase, Mrs. Cotter?” asked Cèsar. He had adopted a placating tone akin to the one he used on my mummies when they were mad.

      “Hmm, let me think,” she said.

      This drew my attention to her mind. I was not merely a brilliant shapeshifting cat. I was a brilliant shapeshifting psychic cat. The Ring of Bau had granted me the extranormal powers, but only a fine handsome boy such as myself could have wielded them so skillfully, sliding through the weft of Mrs. Cotter’s thoughts to extract words she mulled.

      The brownie was more interesting inside her mind than she was to look at. Though she now passed the time styling hair, there were hints of her past flitting through every thought: memories of working a winery in the Summer Court, battles between sidhe, chaos and pain. The vase was truly priceless. It had been taken from the Queen’s throne room itself.

      “That vase was the diamond of her collection. Everybody wanted it!” I announced.

      Mrs. Cotter looked delighted by my astute observation. “You’re right! That was the diamond of my collection!”

      Cèsar shot a look at me that was meant to suggest I shouldn’t be reading minds. He found it intrusive. But he also preferred to be in his human form when he could have spent all his time as a town-sized cat-faerie who glowed like the cosmos, so I put little stock in his opinions.

      “I bet it’s Doris from next door. She keeps staring at my vase through the window yet never books with me for a haircut. Does that make any sense to you? It seems suspicious to me,” said Mrs. Cotter. “Her hair is terrible.”

      The brownie was certain of her neighbor’s guilt. I could see why. In Mrs. Cotter’s memories, she noted that Doris was so interested in looking through the window that she left nose smudges on the glass. Yet her hair was the travesty advertised: a mess of brittle, over-treated, back-combed fur that Doris never lost after a bout of moon sickness. With hair like that, there was only one possible reason for lurking without making an appointment.

      “We must confront her,” I told Cèsar.

      I was halfway out the door when he caught me by the collar.

      “Hang in there, kid.” He turned to Mrs. Cotter. “Sorry, my partner is getting ahead of himself. He’s still learning how to be a good detective.”

      I had never been so offended. “You are my partner. You’re only here because I invited you. And I am an excellent detective!”

      “Just because one person is certain of a suspect’s guilt doesn’t mean that’s enough evidence to convict,” he shot back at me.

      I sniffed. “There’s no judicial system in Haven by which we can convict. Surely it’s as simple as walking into Doris’s home to see where she has set the vase.”

      “Yes, exactly, thank you,” said Mrs. Cotter. “Just go get it back for me!”

      “Searching homes without evidence is also not good detective work,” Cèsar said.

      If he wanted good detective work, I could give him good detective work—if only as an opportunity to teach my protégé, Louisa May, about the ins and outs of mundane investigation. Cèsar wasn’t the only one who could appease fools.

      “Very well.” I shifted Louisa May in my arms so she would wake. “We must search for evidence. We cannot sleep when there is work to be done. A mystery is afoot!”

      My kitten’s eyes opened sleepily. She yawned widely, flashing the neat white pinpricks of her teeth, and gave a little squeak at the end of it.

      I set her on the floor. She sprawled at my feet. The weight of her round belly seemed to drag her back to sleep immediately. I had ensured Louisa May was well fed before we left the house, as small bodies required fuel to grow, but I had failed to consider the effect it would have upon
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