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Adventure Cat

Five years ago,

a fifty-something cat shelter volunteer

found a gym bag in a warehouse.

Inside the bag were

a kitten, 

a cat toy,

and ten thousand dollars.
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Prologue
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The Lady tapped a blood-red fingernail on the lacquered table. The Man in Black cowered before her, looking much like a naughty child.

“You lost the Mafdet?” It was a curse.

“There were unforeseen circumstances, ma’am.”

“There are always unforeseen circumstances, Kurt. That’s why I pay you the big bucks.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The woman rose and began to pace. Her Chinese robe swept the ground as she walked in spite of her four-inch spike heels. She paused and faced the window, a black void of night. Tossing back a long lock of pewter hair, she returned her attention to Kurt.

“We will retrieve the Goddess—the kitten is microchipped. But the artifact, Kurt. The artifact. How are we to recover it now?”

“It’s hidden in the ball, the cat toy. Maybe whoever took the Goddess will keep it with her, figure it’s hers.”

The woman said nothing, and Kurt lowered his head, knowing what a long shot that would be. The Mafdet, ancient and beyond price, cleverly encased in a fifty-cent bauble, could be anywhere by now. 

“Find the Goddess. Find the artifact.”

“And the money?”

Ice-green eyes shot a gorgon stare. “The money will come out of your cut.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Kurt sighed.

As the fingernail began to drum the table once more, Kurt turned and exited the room. He breathed with relief as he always did upon leaving the Lady’s deadly presence, but his relief was short-lived as he considered the impossible task before him.
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Chapter 1
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Five Years Later 

“Harry!” I called after the brawny tuxedo cat who was eagerly tearing up the side of the hill.

Rats! I thought to myself. I can’t believe this is happening! With one Houdini move, old Dirty Harry had slipped out of his purple harness and was off at a gallop. It was the first time he’d done anything like that. He usually enjoyed his adventure walks and had never tried to run away—‌until now.

Something had caught the old boy’s attention. A squirrel? Another cat? A will-o-the-wisp? Who knew? I didn’t care so long as I could catch up to him before he disappeared into the wilds of Mt. Tabor Park.

My name is Lynley Cannon, and back in my youth, I could have sprung up that incline like a tiger. Now that I’m sixty-something, the dash left me winded before I’d made the first plateau. Was it too much to ask for Harry to pause on that grassy plain? Apparently it was, because there he went, skimming through the tree shadows, ever upward.

“Harrrreeee...” I cried again.

Harry paused and peered back at me.

“Harry,” I said softly as I continued my climb, careful not to spook him now that he was within reach. 

I was almost there. 

I held out my hand, a friendly greeting. 

“Harry kitty dear...”

With a purrumph, he gave me a sweet love blink, then took off down a side path that skirted the hilltop. At least it was level going and not difficult to track.

Sighing, I adjusted my glasses and followed through the cathedral corridor of ancient Douglas firs and ruddy maples. The approach of summer had brought the leaves to their full measure, shimmering, tender and green in the cool of the day. Flowering currant bloomed in fiery profusion; the native Oregon grape that flourished on the forest floor was putting forth blossoms of brightest yellow. A few leftover daffodils persevered, their gray-green spikes shooting from the loamy soil, but I took no notice. I just wanted to catch my cat.

The adventure cat program, a fast-growing faction of felines who accompany their humans on outdoor excursions, had sounded like so much fun when Blake put out the word. Blakely Brooks, fellow volunteer at Friends of Felines cat shelter, started the group as a way to get indoor cats outside for exercise and enrichment. The club’s first meeting had thoroughly covered the safety issues of harnessing your cat. Number one was to make sure your equipment fit snugly so said cat couldn’t wiggle out of it. The fact that Harry was now free and running amok was no one’s fault but my own.

Dirty Harry was a mere ten feet ahead of me but keeping speed—the moment I moved to catch up, he trotted that much faster. He was teasing me; to him this was a game. At least he didn’t seem to be chasing the whatever-it-was anymore. I hoped he would tire—after all, the guy was coming up on his sixteenth birthday. That would make him older than me in cat years. So how was he able to run like the wind when I could barely hobble?

I stopped to catch my breath. He looked at me with what I’d swear was a challenge, then took off again, cutting from the nice, level pathway to scamper up the hill once more. Resigned, I followed. What else could I do?

In leaps and bounds, he pushed over the rise and disappeared. I panicked when I lost sight of him. Spurred by adrenaline, I made it up in ten long strides. When I got there, he was nowhere to be seen.

Desperately I scanned the quiet street that marked the border between the parkland and the adjoining neighborhood. Across the lane, a stepping-stone trail led up a gentle slope to a wrought-iron gate set in the center of a brick wall covered with rose vines. The gate was open, and in its hollow stood a figure. The sun was at their back so all I could see was a silhouette, but it seemed as if they were holding something about the size of a cat. 

The person broke from the backlight, and I saw the bundle was Harry.

“Is this yours?” she asked.

At least I assumed it was a woman. The voice sounded female, but the look and dress gave no clue—boots, shapeless dark brown pants, a Carhartt jacket, and a wide-brimmed straw hat putting the face in complete shadow. A short woman or a very small man, this person was nowhere near so tall as the wall, which I gauged to be six feet at the most.

She took a few steps nearer, exposing an intriguing feminine face. 

“I see you’ve found my Harry,” I said, closing the distance between myself and my cat.

She passed me the big boy, and I slipped on his harness, this time making sure to fully tighten the straps.

“I assumed he was here to visit Hermione,” said the woman. “She’s very gregarious and sometimes attracts the neighbors.”

Stepping aside, she revealed one of the most beautiful felines I’d ever seen. And one of the most unique. The predominantly white fur was marbled with marks of the deepest gray. The closest I could come to a label for that mesmerizing pattern of stripes and spots was paisley. She was like no other cat I’d come across.

No, I take that back.

There had been another.

* * *
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I studied this exceptional cat with her bright red collar complimenting the fur of opposing shades. Needlessly I remarked, “She’s absolutely gorgeous.”

“Yes, she is, isn’t she?” the woman grinned.

I did a bit of mental math. “Where did she come from, if you don’t mind my asking?”

“No, I don’t mind, but I would like to sit down. Won’t you join me? We can have a cup of tea on the veranda, and I’ll tell you all about my sweet Hermione.”

I hesitated. Something in the woman’s open manner served to disturb and compel me at the same time. If it had been a man offering an invitation into the secluded garden, I would have surely declined, yet this small woman was another matter.

She must have sensed my vacillation. “I promise I’m quite harmless,” she said with a demure smile. “Please. I get very few callers nowadays.”

Her insistence on innocence only increased my wariness, and the admission that no one visited her even though she lived smack dab in the middle of Portland made me more nervous than ever. I looked around: the parkland with its huge, old trees on one side; the rose-twined brick wall of her property, like something out of a fairytale, on the other. If a nefarious deed were to be done, this absolute solitude would be the place to do it. 

I chided myself for my mistrust. So much going on in the world these days—violence, theft, murder—but I was letting my imagination run away with me. What were the chances this reclusive cat person would turn out to be a psychopath?

Then my attention returned to Hermione. I had a feeling about her, a feeling that sent excitement shooting through me like electricity through fur. Could it be? Was it true...? My cat-like curiosity eclipsed my anxiety, and the decision was made. 

“Yes, thank you. But I’m with a group. Let me text my friends and tell them what I’m doing so they don’t worry.” And so they’ll have my last known location when I go missing, I added to myself.

“Of course.” The woman turned and retreated up the path, Hermione by her side. “Straight ahead, whenever you’re ready,” she called back. “Please close the gate behind you.”

I watched her tiny form recede from sight through a crimson bower of vine roses and wondered again what I was getting myself into. Such an odd-looking creature, almost elfin if not for the bulky, manly dress.

Harry wanted to follow the woman and her paisley cat and was tugging on his leash. Afraid he would escape his harness again in spite of the strap adjustment, I let him lead me along while I tapped out my text.

Patty, met a friend who lives at the crest of the hill. Stopping for tea. See you later.

I wasn’t sure why I had referred to the woman as a “friend” since we’d barely met. Maybe for convenience sake, or maybe because I didn’t really want to admit what I was about to do. I paused halfway through the gate, wondering if I should just turn around and leave while I still had the chance. But something drew me, and it wasn’t just Dirty Harry pulling like a tugboat on his purple leash.
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Chapter 2
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The Adventure Cats movement is said to have started in 2013 when an Iraq War veteran from Oregon posted on Instagram that hiking with his cat helped him manage his post-traumatic stress disorder.

*  *  *
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The rose bower spanning the gateway trellis was in dire need of pruning, and the wayward vines jabbed thorns into my hair and sweater as I passed. It was almost as if they didn’t want to grant me entrance. But that was ridiculous, another freak imagining from some long-forgotten fairy story. Carefully I unhinged the clinging claws and stepped through, only to pause again, this time in wonder.

The red rose vines with their deep burgundy foliage were merely a preview of what was to come in the garden proper. All the plants, bushes, shrubberies, creepers, climbers, and even the large old trees boasted foliage of red. A red maple wound its gnarled branches into a leafy bower above a little orchard of dwarf flowering plums. Profusions of coral bells, purple stonecrop, and other crimson-leafed flora grew up around the trunks. I picked out a few vegetables among the collection: a row of tiny red beet leaves, just sprung from the ground; a few ruby spikes of Swiss chard, gnarled and shaggy from wintering over. It was like looking out on an alien landscape, a cultivated version of the red planet, Mars.

Dutifully I shut the gate, watching the latch click into place. As I turned, I wondered if I had indeed seen the crimson tableau or only dreamt it. But there it was, layer upon layer of cherry, burgundy, red, pink, magenta. The path was made with red volcanic gravel, possibly from Mt. Tabor itself, the little inner-city cinder cone that at one time had been quarried for its pretty, porous stone.

Harry had paused to sniff a leaf but was now ready to move on, propelling me toward a small, one-story bungalow built of the same old brick as the wall that surrounded the garden. A covered porch of traditional style ran across the front, and in the doorway stood the woman, just as she had in the gate, Hermione sitting tall by her side.

As I approached, she turned and disappeared into the shadows. Harry padded up the step without hesitation, and I tagged along behind, blinking my eyes in the dimness. 

The woman was now seated in an antique oak and velvet armchair writing in a large book. Tea things were set out on the wicker table—a red clay pot and two china cups.

“I thought you weren’t expecting company,” I commented, eyeing the pair of cups.

“One never knows.” She closed the journal, put it aside, then began to pour the tea, hot and steaming. “Come. Sit. Enjoy.”

Maybe it was the sudden cool of the enclosed veranda or the half-light that filtered in through slatted blinds. Maybe it was the scent of the tea—fragrant and slightly exotic. The air hummed with the drone of bees but was otherwise strangely quiet. We were in the center of the city—where was the urban clatter? The traffic, the sirens, the trucks? It was almost as if within these walls was an oasis. Or a magical world.

I shook my head to cast off my fantasies and took a seat at the table. The wicker chair, which by its design I reckoned to be nearly as old as I was, sighed with my weight. Harry, still on his leash, hopped onto my lap, eliciting another sough from the old rattan.

“I’m Carry,” said the woman, extending a small, calloused hand for me to shake. “With a ‘C’. C-A-R-R-Y,” she spelled out, noting my look of confusion. “Not the other kind, the one with the ‘K’.”

“Alright,” I replied, a bit at a loss. “I’m Lynley and this is Dirty Harry,” I said of the big tuxedo boy. “I have to tell you, Carry, I grew up in this neighborhood, but I’ve never noticed this house before. Have you lived here long?”

She pulled off her hat, revealing short, blunt-cut hair of no particular color and sparkling turquoise eyes. “Quite a while,” she replied ambiguously.

I expected her to say more, but instead she leaned back in her chair holding her teacup in both hands like an offering. Slowly, almost reverently, she brought it to her lips and sipped.

The silence between us was becoming awkward, at least to my mind—Carry seemed perfectly content to sit and ponder. Then I suddenly recalled why I was there. How could I have forgotten the beautiful and singular cat who now lounged on the table by the tea set, giving me her lively blue stare? 

“You were going to tell me about Hermione,” I announced. “Where did you find such an extraordinary cat?”

Carry smiled, lovingly running a hand down the marbled back. “She came from a local shelter. Can you believe it?”

“Which shelter?” I asked cautiously.

She thought for a moment. “Something Felines, if I remember rightly. Companions? Colleagues?”

“Friends?” I offered. “Could it have been Friends of Felines?”

Carry nodded vigorously. “Yes, yes! That’s it. An acquaintance put me in touch. She knew I was looking for someone remarkable. And they don’t come any more remarkable than Hermione here.” She studied the cat, her gaze tracing the sleek lines and unique coloration. “She was a special case. I don’t recall the details, but she was never officially put up for adoption. It took weeks before I was even allowed to see her. But I persisted.”  

Hermione jumped onto the empty chair between us, continuing all the while to give me the eye. I couldn’t tell if she was mocking me, questioning me, or just wondering if I had a treat in my pocket—which as a matter of fact I did. Harry glared, then turned and resettled on my lap with his back to her. She sniffed the air in his general direction but kept her distance.

“When was that?”

“Oh, about five years ago. She was just a kitten.”

My mind was doing cartwheels, once again racing through the Is it true? Could it be? scenario. But the timing was right and the place as well. And besides, I didn’t think there could be more than a handful of cats with that unique coat. I’d been working with cats for most of my life, and in all that time, I’d seen only one.

The black of her markings had become diluted as she grew, and some of the speckles had coalesced into stripes, but this was the same cat, I was sure of it. This was Spot.

I’d found her in a gym bag in an abandoned warehouse half a decade ago. I’d nearly been killed by an unknown assailant who wanted the bag which had turned out to contain—besides the kitten—money and drugs. The stuff had been handed over to the police, and once I’d made my statement, I never heard another word about the case.

As a longtime Friends of Felines volunteer, I’d relinquished the kitten into their loving care. I’d thought about adopting her myself, but since I was already housing a clowder of older cats, introducing a kitten into the mix was out of the question.

Besides, Spot was attached to the investigation of the drugs and money and therefore couldn’t be adopted out until the case was resolved. I was never told what happened to her, but I trusted FOF would find her a good home when the time came.

So how did Carry keep tabs on Spot when I could not? I wondered. How had she learned of the little cat in the first place? I knew just about everything that went on at the shelter, yet Spot’s fate had remained dark. The only plausible explanation was that Carry must have friends in high places.

Once more I questioned whether I could be mistaken, and this wasn’t Spot at all. It had been five years—no longer the fuzzy little kitten but a sleek and beautiful full-grown cat. I’d since relegated the horrific incident to memory, yet in spite of the passage of time, I hadn’t forgotten a whisker on that distinctive face. I never dreamed I would see her again, but there she was. 

I reached out to touch the marbled fur. The cat hesitated, then smoothed her cheek against my hand with a welcoming purr.

Carry gave me an odd look.

“Is something wrong?” I asked, continuing the caress.

“She’s not usually so forthcoming with strangers,” Carry remarked with a sudden frown. She leaned closer, scrutinizing both me and the cat. “Why, it’s almost as if... as if she knows you.”

* * *
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The veranda grew even quieter, the only sound Hermione’s rumbling purr. I took a sip of tea, making a noise like a cow at a trough in the echoing silence. Quickly I set the cup down on its saucer, but even that simple motion crashed and rattled through the hush. When a sharp ping came from my vest pocket, it seemed as loud as the toll of a church bell. 

“My phone,” I apologized. “Sorry.”

The woman’s frown gave way to an elusive smile as she relaxed into her chair, once again concentrating on her beverage.

I retrieved the phone and looked at the screen. It was a text from Patty, an answer to my own, so I put the instrument away again.

“Well, I really should be getting back to my people,” I said. “Thank you for the tea.”

“Of course,” Carry replied, the perfect hostess.

I rose, hefting Harry onto my shoulder. I gave Hermione a final pet, lingering over her soft beauty. She stared at me, then offered a love blink. Her eyes were the bluest of blue—just as I remembered them.

Carry stayed where she was, watching me quizzically.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she countered, but her lips maintained the Madonna smile. “I enjoyed our little chat, Lynley. Please come again.”

“Alright,” I replied automatically, though I couldn’t quite envision a reason for my return... Except maybe to see that amazing cat just one more time, I admitted to myself. 

I started to leave but turned back to take another look: the odd little woman, the beautiful paisley cat, the wicker table, the tea service, the journal. I couldn’t quite make out the cover of the book—something abstract in red and gold.

“Goodbye, Lynley.”

I jumped. Was it a dismissal? “Yes, goodbye, Carry. It was nice to meet you.”

“And you.”

Heading along the path, my footfalls crunching on the volcanic gravel, I let Harry down to walk at his own pace, which was a fast trot interspersed with pauses at significant spots: a mouse hole, a mulberry bush, a discarded cat toy which presumably belonged to Hermione. The stops gave me time to take a closer look at the red garden. With its old trees and established fauna, it wasn’t something that had sprung up overnight. I wondered how long it had been there, hidden in the heart of Mt. Tabor Park. Who had planted it? Was it Carry or someone before her? She had been less than forthcoming about the length of time she had owned the place. 

Like her garden, Carry was an enigma. Though I’d only just met her, only been in her presence for a short space of time, I was very sure she was a singular entity, distinct from anyone I’d ever known.

I glanced back at the bungalow. Carry was standing on the stoop with Hermione draped across her shoulder. Carry waved, and so did I. 

Then she called after me, “Be sure to close the gate on your way out.”
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Chapter 3
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Do your cats greet you at the front door when you come home, ready to hear all about your excursion into the outside world? Some cats are very social and want to know your every move, while others could not care less.

*  *  *
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When I reached my house, a large Victorian holdover common to the inner-city neighborhood, Patty was seated on the front steps waiting for me. She was catless, so she must have already dropped her adventure cat Kitty at her apartment next door. Kitty, the elderly gray and white matron, had a strong aversion to other cats, and though she managed to put it aside during her adventure walks, once back on her home turf, she reverted to a small attack monster with rippy claws and bitey teeth, to say nothing of a banshee yowl that could easily bring down the SWAT team if one didn’t understand its feline origin. 

“Hey, Lynley,” the young woman saluted. “Where did you get off to? Tea with a friend? I didn’t know you had friends who lived in the park.”

“Harry led me astray,” I replied as I hefted his carrier up the stairs to the front door. “Come on in.”

“I’d kill for coffee,” Patty responded, springing up and joining me on the porch.

As I unclipped the house keys from my belt, she leaned over and picked something up off the mat. I glanced at the slip of glossy blue and gave an abrupt harrumph. 

“Flyer,” I said. “I get them all the time. Everything from Jehovah’s Witnesses to two-for-one tire deals.”

I glanced at Patty who had begun to read the leaflet. It held her attention with such interest, I was compelled to look.

“It’s Dr. Craven,” she said dreamily. “He’s coming to Portland to give a reading from his new book, Cats in the Catacombs.”

“Doctor who?” 

“Dr. Wil Craven,” she said as if I should recognize the name. When I just stared, she added, “The famous feline archaeologist.”

“The feline what?” I peered closer at the tall, attractive man pictured on the page.

“Feline archaeologist. I’m surprised you haven’t heard of him, Lynley, being the cat lady that you are. He’s a leading expert.”

“On what?” I asked, not bothering to conceal my skepticism. Doctors who advertise always seemed questionable to me.

“Feline archaeology, of course,” she said bluntly.

I shook my head. I loved Patty like family, but sometimes her simplified view of the world left much to be desired. In her early thirties with pixie features and soft brown bob, she reminded me of a kitten, and her propensity to trust everyone, no matter what sort of snake oil they were selling, seemed a bit kittenish as well.

Patty and her husband Jim had lived in the apartments next door to me for quite some time, though I’d only come to know her as a friend after she rescued my missing cat a few years ago. Turned out she and Jim loved cats but couldn’t have one of their own due to housing restrictions. When those restrictions were lifted, she adopted senior cat Kitty and had been lavishing the old girl with love and devotion ever since.

I finished unlocking the door and gestured Patty inside. “Let’s get that coffee, shall we?”

“Yes, please.” She handed me the flyer which I discarded on the side table to go out with the recycle. A feline archaeologist? What will they think of next?

We were met in the front hall by Little, my sturdy black shorthair who liked to oversee all comings and goings in the house. It was up to her whether a visitor passed muster. If Little didn’t like someone, she’d been known to snub them, harass them, or in one extreme case, give the intruder a feral growl. If she deemed a guest worthy, which was most often the case, then she instantly became the official welcome committee, greeting the newcomer with a friendly, chatty prrrow.

Patty paused to give the cat a rub under the chin. Purring, Little lifted her head, revealing a pendant of white on her ebony breast.

I set the carrier down on the carpet and unlatched the gate. Harry stalked out, pausing only long enough for me to undo his harness, then in two quick moves, he shrugged off the purple straps and headed for his food bowl. Patty and I followed with Little padding along beside us.

“So where did you get off to?” Patty asked, taking a seat at the antique mission oak table.

I went straight for the Keurig machine and popped in a biodegradable pod. Grabbing a pair of brightly colored Fiesta mugs from the cupboard, I pondered just how I was going to respond to her query.

“It all began when Harry slipped his harness about halfway up Mt. Tabor.”

“Oh, no!” Patty gasped. “But you obviously caught up with him.”

We both looked at the big cat sitting at his food station solemnly awaiting his post-trek treat. I complied with a sprinkling of kibble in his bowl, and he began to munch.

“Yes, but only after he gave me a run for my money.”

“You were gone a long time. We were wondering if you’d left for home.”

“Well, you know how it is with the adventure club. We all start out together, but after a while, our cats choose different directions, and off we go.”

Patty laughed. “That seems to be the way of it. Kitty leads me all over the place. I’m just along for the ride.”

Then we both laughed, thinking of the antics of our cats.

I had been very much enjoying the club since its inception. It was such fun to get our felines safely out to the wilderness of nature—or at least to the wilds of a beautiful park—so they could run and jump and play like their big cat ancestors. A few of the members even allowed their cats off-leash, but I was quite content to keep Harry connected to me at all times.

Returning to the task at hand, I saw the first cup was done percolating. I passed it to Patty and put a second mug under the spout.

“A little milk, right?”

“Sure, thanks.”

I retrieved a small carton from the fridge and placed it on the table.

“That’s not milk,” she observed. “It’s half-and-half.”

“Sorry. I have almond milk too if you’d rather.”

“No, I love half-and-half,” she exclaimed, pouring a large dollop. “I just don’t get it very often. I don’t buy such tempting treats with Jim’s lactose intolerance.”

My coffee had finished its final splutter and drip, and I joined Patty at the table. Violet, the rotund shorthair, and her tiny Siamese buddy Mab had come in to see what was shaking. Big Red, my shy tabby boy, was lurking around the perimeter, giving me the eye. Harry was still busy with his kibble, and Little had draped herself across my lap the minute I sat down. 

“So tell me more about Dirty Harry’s big adventure,” Patty said between sips.

“He gave me a real chase,” I sighed. “I wondered if I’d ever catch up with him. Then finally he made for a house over on the far side of the park.” I paused to reflect on Carry and her unique property. “I’d never noticed the place before. It had the strangest garden, all red-leafed plants. I felt like I was on some alien planet. How about you? Did you know there was a house up there?”

Patty frowned. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Well, you’d remember if you had.” I took a swig of coffee, hot and energizing as it went down. “Actually, there’s a brick wall around the perimeter, so all you can see from outside are the tops of the trees—the red trees. You don’t get the full impact until you go in.”

“And you went in?”

“Uh-huh,” I snorted through my coffee. “That’s where Harry was, hanging out with the owner. We got to talking, and she invited me for tea. But the garden wasn’t the strangest part. The woman, Carry, has a cat too, a gray cat with white stripes and spots. Or maybe she’s white with gray markings—I don’t know, they’re pretty equally distributed. And I swear she looks just like the kitten I rescued some years ago in an abandoned warehouse. Did I ever tell you the story of Spot?”

“Spot the cat?” She giggled. “What a funny name for a kitty.”

“I take it you’ve never watched Star Trek, the Next Generation then.”

She gave me a blank look. “What does an old sci-fi show have to do with this cat you rescued? I’m afraid you’ve lost me, Lynley.”

“Never mind about that.” Patty, for all her sweetness and enthusiasm, could only concentrate on one thing at a time. My mention of Star Trek was a mistake I needed to rectify by getting back on my original track as quickly as possible. “It was about five years ago, in the summer. I’d been taking a walk on the Eastside Esplanade and was cutting through the warehouse district on the way to my bus stop when I heard a cat cry. It came from one of the buildings, an unusual place for a cat. Me being the queen of curiosity, I went to check it out.”

I gazed out the window as I recalled the scene—the sepia gloom of the immense room, the smell of dust in the heated air. “The door was unlocked but the place was empty, at least I thought so at the time. In the middle of the floor was a duffle bag—you know, the type people use for sports or to go to the gym—and the cries were coming from there. It was a kitten. I tried to get her out, but the zipper was stuck. Then...” 

I paused. Even five years after the event, just the thought of what happened next made my breath catch in my throat. “While I was fussing with it,” I pressed on, “out of the blue someone... well, they... they started shooting at me.”

Patty’s naturally-round eyes grew even wider. “Shooting at you? Like with a gun?”

I nodded. “Needless to say, I grabbed the bag and ran.” I thought back to that perilous chase, a man dressed all in black dogging my heels as I scrambled to get away. The relentless tattoo of my heartbeat, so strong I thought it would burst out of my chest. The explosion of adrenaline through my system that kept me going even when I felt like I’d fall flat on my face. The absolute, unbridled fear...

“I tried to shelter in Webster’s Bistro, but they made me leave when they found out I had the kitten. Health restrictions,” I scoffed. “When I got back onto the street, the man who was chasing me had been joined by another man. Two against one, my odds were plummeting with every passing moment.”

Patty sat frozen, her cup held in mid-air. “Oh no! You must have been terrified!”

“You’ve got that right. I don’t think I’ve ever been so scared in my life.”

“What did you do?”

“I just kept going—I had to. Finally I got to a place I could hide and make a phone call.

“You called the police?”

“I should have. That would have been the smart thing to do, but I wasn’t thinking straight. I called my best friend instead.” I snickered, thinking back. “I guess God was looking out for me because Frannie grabbed Denny—‌Special Agent Paris, the humane investigator—‌and the two of them showed up in his

































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Adventure
Cat |

Tue 8t Crazy CAaT
LADY MYSTERY






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





