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Prologue




Cats rule the world.

A surprising number of humans believe it to
be true.

Only a very special few – The Chosen – know
this, and much more, to be fact.

This has always been so, but there have also
always been two groups of cats with very different ideas of how our
world should be cared for – or exploited. The Council leads the
vast majority of cats who believe that they should take care of our
planet, and work very hard to do just that. Their millennia-old
adversaries, the Global Alliance For Feline Supremacy, are the
comparatively few, but powerful group of cats who ultimately want
to openly rule the world; exploit our planet’s resources; and
enslave the humans, and all creatures, to serve them.

The Council, currently based on Catalina
Island, and all of the cats who follow them, have never faced such
dire challenges as they do now. GAFFS is now an unintentionally
funny acronym, but there is nothing amusing about what the Global
Alliance has accomplished over the past century or so. From their
hidden base of operations, The Catacombs, they’ve nudged humans
into horrific wars; helped them develop devastating weapons; and
used them to become powerful and wealthy with no care at all for
the damage they’ve caused to our world and everyone and everything
on it.

The leaders of the Global Alliance believe
that their time has finally come, but they have also heard about
the prophecy that is the one hope for The Council and their
followers; and could bring an end to GAFFS and all of their plans.
This prophecy claims that a child – one of The Chosen – will be
born with the power to save the world. Unknown to The Council,
GAFFS believes that one of their agents succeeded in keeping that
prophecy from happening more than sixty years ago.

They are wrong.

 



 


 


Chapter One -
Homecoming


“What’s taking them so long?”

“Cathy and Jason did tell us that it might
be late afternoon before Kayla and Emma are released from the
hospital, Buttons,” Grandpa Steve answered patiently. I had been
restlessly prowling the house for hours now. “Relax. Have a nap.
The dogs will let us know when they get here.”

I gave him ‘the look’. Kelsey and Nalla were
the family’s two dogs; father and daughter Lowchens. Purebred,
retired, Champion show dogs. They were relatively tolerable
compared to most of their kind, but they were still dogs; and no
fancy pedigree or rooms full of show ribbons could change that
simple reality. “I’ll know they’re nearly here long before they
will; and they bark all the time over every little sound they hear
outside too. The only noise those two actually recognize is the
sound of Grandma Cathy’s car, and even that they don’t hear until
she’s in the driveway. You hear better than they do.”

Grandpa Steve laughed; amused by the idea of
having a cat tell him that he could hear better than a dog. “In
some ways,” he agreed, “but then I’m not sure that cat telepathy
counts. Most humans can’t hear that either.”

That was true, so I conceded the point with
a mental nod. Dogs couldn’t talk with cats – not that any
self-respecting cat would talk with dogs anyway. As for humans,
only a very special few had the telepathic gift to hear and talk
with cats. Grandpa Steve wasn’t supposed to be one of The Chosen –
and technically still wasn’t – but the latent ability that had been
passed down through his family became operant after he lost most of
his eyesight; just as his other senses had improved dramatically to
compensate. That wasn’t why I had come to live with this family,
though. My mission was to watch over his youngest daughter, Kayla;
and wait for her firstborn to arrive.

This would probably be a good time to
introduce myself. My human name, as you already know, is Buttons;
and I am a black and white tuxedo cat with a thick, silky-soft
coat. Buttons is a nice enough name, and I’m rather fond of it,
since Kayla picked it out for me when I came to live with her; but
I also have my real, feline name. Among my cat-friends and
colleagues, I am Delphina; so named because I’m the current Oracle.
There have been many, many others before me, and more who will
follow, but for all of my lifetimes, the responsibilities and
burdens of the Oracle are mine. The Oracles have had many duties,
but there is one, ultimate task for which all Oracles are trained;
and now, hopefully; that most important responsibility will be mine
too.

On February Eighth – yesterday – Emma Maxine
Rendle was finally born. She arrived at three-oh-eight in the
afternoon; a healthy, beautiful, six and a half pound baby; and, if
we have the right of it, she is the one that I’ve been waiting and
preparing for since kittenhood. That’s why I’m so impatient to see
her now – to find out whether she might indeed be the miracle that
will be the only hope for cats everywhere. I don’t mind admitting,
at least to myself and a few of my closest cat friends, that being
forced to wait a whole day to meet Emma for the first time has been
very frustrating.

Cats are much more sensible about such
matters – all we need is a quiet, warm place to have our litters,
and we just get on with it. We normally find it quite amusing that
so many humans go to their hospitals, and need so many others
around to help them deliver their litters – especially since they
normally only have them one at a time! I wasn’t amused about that
now, though, and wished that Kayla had been more cat-like. If she’d
only had her baby here at home, I wouldn’t still be waiting to find
out if Emma was – or wasn’t – the one.

“I need to see her to be sure,” I said;
resuming my pacing. “We don’t want any surprises or disappointments
like the last time.”

The last time. That had been devastating to
the cats who had been allowed to know the truth. There had been
others among the ‘special’ humans who had the potential to be what
we now hoped Emma could be; and her Great Grandmamma Sheila had
been the most recent. Unfortunately, something had gone terribly
wrong, and instead of being able to talk telepathically with cats,
she could only talk with cows! That was just absurd, and after she
had grown up, there had been reports of how her houses were
decorated with all manner of cow-related things. She’d even written
a song about cows for her Kindergarten classes once, but eventually
she became so tired of talking with the silly animals, that she
moved to Florida. The cats that were assigned to watch her at the
time jokingly reported that the main reason for her move was
because oranges were so much nicer and quieter than incessantly
babbling bovine.

“Oh the cow eats grass with a munch munch
munch; and she eats it for breakfast and for lunch; then the grass
turns to milk which squirts in the pail; while the cow just waggles
her tail.” I glared at Grandpa Steve again, and he laughed. “Sorry,
but I couldn’t resist.”

“Too bad your sense of humor didn’t improve
along with the rest of your senses. Thank-you for reminding me why
you weren’t meant to have the gift,” I told him while mentally
berating myself for not keeping those thoughts private. That was
another small indication of just how agitated I was right now.

“You’re welcome, and if it’s any
consolation; that song will likely be stuck in my head for the rest
of the day now. This whole cat telepathy thing isn’t exactly all
fun and games for me either. People think I’m nuts when they hear
me talking to you like we’re having a real conversation.”

“That’s only because you keep forgetting
that you don’t need to talk out loud for me to hear you,” I
reminded him. “It only takes kittens a few months to learn
that.”

“Is that what those mewling sounds are?
Kittens learning to control their telepathy? That might make things
interesting around here if Emma starts doing that all day and
night.”

“Sometimes it is,” I agreed, “and Emma won’t
do that. Most of The Chosen babble quite a bit more than normal
babies do before actually learning human words, but that won’t be
something that seems odd to anyone.” Suddenly, I sensed her
approach, and my heart started pounding with excitement and joy.
“They’re coming.”

Emma definitely had the gift. I could sense
that she was definitely one of the Chosen right away. That was a
good sign; though it didn’t necessarily mean that she was the one.
Since that alone was big news, though, I quickly hopped onto
Grandma Cathy’s computer, and sent a message to headquarters to
keep them up-to-date before I’d need to play normal cat once Kayla,
Jason, and Emma got into the house. I didn’t want to risk being
seen working on the notebook by Kayla and Jason; so I didn’t wait
for an answer before turning the computer off again and hopping off
of the desk.

When they eventually came inside, I was free
to just stay in the background while the dogs barked and jumped
around, and Grandpa Steve welcomed them home. That gave me time to
concentrate on taking a closer look at Emma’s special gift. “Hello
Emma,” I told her silently; speaking to her mostly to test her
ability to hear me. It would be a while yet before she’d be able to
actually understand me. Her reaction definitely proved that she
could hear me; there was no tentativeness or fear like there
sometimes was with other Chosen; and I was more than a little
surprised when she sent a whisper-soft mental gurgle back in
response.

“Do newborn kittens do that too?” Grandpa
Steve asked me. I turned to stare at him in astonishment.

“You heard that?” I asked incredulously.

“Of course,” he agreed. “Why are you
surprised? I’ve heard you talk with other cats lots of times.”

“With other cats,” I answered pointedly.
“You shouldn’t have been able to hear her thoughts any more than
you can hear what other humans are thinking.” My heart was
fluttering wildly with excitement again. “None of The Chosen have
ever been able to hear each other. Try talking directly to her,” I
suggested; watching Emma, amazed, as he
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