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	Entrez Le Chat (Enter the Cat)

	Sabrina loved Paris. She loved the smell of the hazelnut trees in the park when it rained. She loved the whomp whomp thud sound of the flour trucks that poured tons of flour into the basement shoots of the bakeries on the Rue Mouffetard. She loved the whaooo whaooo sound the police cars made when they rushed by. She especially loved to watch the big round moon rise over the Eiffel Tower like a white macaroon. Yes, Paris was her favorite city.

	Tonight, Sabrina was sitting on the rooftop of the Hôtel La Comtesse, staring dreamily up at a big round white moon. She could almost imagine that it had whiskers and ears. She loved talking to the moon, because Sabrina was a descendant of the star kittens, and the moon was her mama.

	“Moooon mama! Moon mama! Meowmia! Meowmia!” she purred. “Meowmia! Meowmia! Moon mama, here I am!”

	Clouds skittered past on soft paws, and the star kittens began to sing in the velvet night.

	“Meowmia! Meowmia!” Sabrina purred.

	“Are you having a good time down there, pretending to be just an ordinary cat, my darling?” the moon mama asked in her tinkling voice that sounded like the wind rustling through the leaves.

	“Oh, yes, I am! I have been watching over the city of Paris, and I have been teaching two very silly kittens how to behave with manners and grace!” she purred contentedly, then added, “I also met a very nice handsome tomcat who thinks he has stolen my heart.”

	“Well, he hasn’t really stolen it, has he?” her moon mama asked rather anxiously.

	“Oh, no! Of course not!” Sabrina rushed to reassure her, although deep, deep down in her secret heart, she wasn’t so sure about that.

	“Well, that’s as it should be, my dear,” her moon mama replied. “Always keep him guessing! Your heart should not be given away easily. Make him work for it. That’s my advice,” the moon mama said smugly. She was quite satisfied with her daughter’s answer. Sabrina smiled a mysterious smile as only a black cat can.

	“I love you best, moon mama!” she purred.

	“I love you, too, my little daughter!” the moon mama returned. Then she disappeared behind a cloud.

	Sabrina was just beginning to compose a lovely poem about the moon in her head when she heard a very annoying clatter and skittle coming from the alleyway beneath her. It was, of course, Fazer and Taz, the two orphan kittens who had somehow attached themselves to Sabrina, much to her vexation. She hissed quietly and raised one graceful paw to bat at her long, sensitive whiskers. Fazer and Taz crept out of the darkness and joined Sabrina on the roof. Their three silhouettes melted together into a cat puddle.

	Sabrina eyed the kittens, and her elegant tail twitched.

	She was used to them appearing unexpectedly and bothering her with endless questions and games. Sometimes she would play with them, and sometimes she was quite unamused and cranky.

	“What are you doing tonight, Sabrina?” Taz began as soon as she came up beside Sabrina.

	“Hey, are you chatting with the moon again?” the kitten added before Sabrina could answer.

	“How did the moon become your mother, Sabrina?” Fazer interrupted in an awestruck tone.

	“Are you really a descendant of the star kittens?” Taz scoffed jealously.

	Sabrina’s tail began to twitch with annoyance; then she took a breath and tried to stay calm.

	“It’s rude to ask someone personal questions about themselves, my dear kittens, but just this once I will tell you a few things. Just remember, cats cannot be mysterious if they give away all their secrets, and no cat wants to be thought of as un-mysterious,” Sabrina lectured.

	Unconsciously, Fazer and Taz tried to imitate Sabrina’s posture of sitting perfectly still like a regal piece of black porcelain. They had very short attention spans and usually only asked her questions to hear themselves speak. Unfortunately, tonight they found it impossible to be still. Sabrina also wanted the kittens to be well-groomed, but the two young cats failed miserably at it. They looked like two old shoe brushes and dust mops left out to dry after a rainstorm. Looking at them, Sabrina sighed and then began to tell them her fascinating life story.

	Sabrina had come to live in France by boarding a slow-moving steamer boat in Cairo, riding up the Nile to Alexandria, and then crossing the Mediterranean Sea by freight liner to Barcelona, Spain. From Spain, she had traveled by train … and sometimes by paw … to the golden city of lights where she now lived. In Paris, she had traveled to the Eiffel Tower, which seemed to beckon to her saying, “I have been waiting for you, cheri, most beautiful of magical cats, and now you are here!”

	It had taken Sabrina only one day to find the Hôtel La Comtesse. After that the rest was easy. The Hôtel La Comtesse was near the Eiffel Tower. As she sat on the sidewalk looking up at the windows of the hotel and being her elegant and lovely self, the doorman noticed her. The doorman was a short plump man with a large bristly mustache and a look of perpetual surprise on his round face. When he saw Sabrina, he bent down to look at her quite closely.

	“Oh, quel beau chat!” he said in French, which meant What a beautiful cat! Then his face changed from surprised to sympathetic. “Are you hungry, my sweet?” he asked as he petted her. Sabrina meowed plaintively, which meant in cat language “Of course I am! But it’s very rude to accept charity from strangers.”

	The doorman picked Sabrina up gently and tucked her into his uniform jacket so that only her whiskers showed. Then he hurried inside and guiltily ducked into the elevator. One of the bellhops saw him acting strangely and started to speak, but then he changed his mind. He had always considered the doorman quite odd, and today he was sure of it. Best to leave him alone.

	In the hotel elevator, the doorman spoke softly to Sabrina. “I think I know the perfect place for a fine kitty cat like you. You will be very happy here at Hôtel La Comtesse. Our manager, Gaston, has just been complaining about all the mice in the attic, so now I will tell him I have found a solution to his problem.”

	Sabrina liked the man’s soft voice and gentle hands, so she peeked out at him from his jacket and meowed. “I don’t believe I have ever chased a mouse before in my life, but perhaps I could try it just this once. I am actually a descendant of Cleocatra, the Goddess cat, and a distant relation to the star kittens. My mother is the moon. I am used to having warm milk served to me for breakfast and all the delicacies of the temple offered to me. In this strange new country, I must accept that things are different, I suppose.” All this she said in a series of purrs and meows, which sounded very intelligent to the doorman’s ears.

	“I love cats,” he said affectionately in return as he stroked her silky head.

	“You have no idea what I am saying, do you?” Sabrina answered with a meow and then sat back to see what would happen next. It’s always a good thing to look fabulously beautiful when you show up in a new city, Sabrina thought to herself.

	The doorman took Sabrina up to the manager’s office on the seventh floor and knocked on the door.

	“Entrée!” said a deep irritable voice. The doorman opened the door, walked across to the manager’s desk, and plopped Sabrina down right in front of him. The manager was a tiny whip-thin sprig of a man whose overall appearance was that of a spiky-headed asparagus. His face was long; his eyes were mere dots; and his mouth was a thin red line.

	“No,” he said calmly.

	“But the mice, sir! The mice! They are running wild in the attic and frightening all the maids! Why, just this morning we had three lady guests check out early!” the doorman protested, waving his pudgy arms.

	The manager’s nose twitched, and his thin lips stretched even thinner. He stood up and eyed Sabrina closely with interest. They were nose to nose.

	“Three ladies, you say?”

	“Oh, yes, three, or maybe it was five! I can’t remember. But as you can see, I have found the solution to our problem!”

	Sabrina yawned, and the manager petted her head.

	“She is an elegant-looking animal, isn’t she?” 

	Sabrina purred. 

	“If we must have a cat around this place, it might as well be her. At least she is beautiful.”

	“Yes, she is!” proclaimed the doorman triumphantly.

	“All right, put her in the attic, and make sure she has everything she needs, but I don’t want anyone else to know about this!” The manager eyed the doorman seriously. “I don’t want any more cats. Just this one! One cat can turn into twenty cats if you don’t watch out!”

	So, that was how it all started on her very first day in Paris. Sabrina had been given her very own apartment space in the Hôtel La Comtesse, and a very comfortable place it had turned out to be! The attic space was furnished with all kinds of odds and ends. There were velvet sofas and chairs, mismatched pillows, carpets, boxes of furs, artwork, and anything else unwanted in the Hôtel.

	Every day the doorman came up with her breakfast from the kitchen. Everyone in the hotel soon knew that a beautiful black cat was living upstairs, and everyone loved the idea. The cook and the maids made special treats to send up to her every day. Sometimes it was warm milk, sometimes sausages, sometimes smoked salmon on toast. The balcony on the roof was warm in the morning sun and surrounded by ivy vines and climbing roses. Sabrina liked sunbathing there, enjoying the sights and sounds of Paris. This was just the kind of place that an elegant magical cat like Sabrina would love.

	“What a load of bunk!” Taz interrupted Sabrina’s story rudely as she jumped up and began batting at a lunar moth fluttering
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