One Modest Vampire's Chronicles

Well, perhaps it was a misnomer to associate thre Woodest" with myself in the title
of this little ditty. The rest is accurate, thoughd it is my position to let it stand. Che is
my name and being a vampire is my game. It's mgeséfe! It's such fun to pull this off,
boy, life is such a kick.

My current chapter began when L. Frank Baum, thiéyBhe-Vampire-Slayer Type, was
just about to put that stake through my heart Aatlwould have been the end of me.
What would the world have been like without a Qm&?iWould it have come to an end?
Most likely, but we'll all never know because Framks not successful. At the last
second | suddenly had the brilliant idea to chantea two and half week-old kitten!!
It's pretty well known folklore that we can turriarbats and fly away. Well, guess what,
people, we can turn into 2 1/2 week-old kittens, terank doubted what he had just
witnessed, and of course he isn't a kitten slasgehere | am.

You know, part of Frank's problem is that no ordeahim seriously, and the other part
is that he can only pursue vampires in his spare,tbeing that this is the last year of the
twentieth century and there are no paying positenaslable in that line of work and a
man has to eat. Suits me just fine, but isn'ortic that when things are spoken of and
written about for centuries, eons even, they aseth@n at least a grain of truth. Yet
modern pooh pooers think of that as being illogiceane, or ignorantly superstitious.
Ghosts, witches, vampires, werewolves. Really, [gegou are so modern you've lost all
sense of what is real. That, too, suits me fineodabing no one takes Anne Rice
seriously. She is so eerily close to reality.

It has gotten much more challenging to exist amtbegmortals than it ever used to be.
Being a cat was actually a very strategic moves. titue that | started out as a black one,
and due to my exposure to sunlight | have bleachdo silver. Well, give me long
enough and maybe I'll be completely snow white dayeand then disappear altogether.
This being a cat is new to me, and | really dokmaiw what will become of me.

To get back to the "chronology" referred to, thoulghecame a kitten and was rescued,
then adopted out to one of the most naive and ftweasien | have come across is
centuries. | call her Mother. Mother has been tlstioving and caring servant | have
ever had. She is altruistic and everything she flmese (at my suggestion and
command) she does for love.

Mother does not understand what she sees. | ralnely my teeth, having been trained
over the centuries that there is often an adveaetion to the sight of them by those who
behold them. Well, on those rare occasions thavétshown her my teeth, she gets all
lovingly excited and tells me what cute teeth thes} Cute. These weapons of
destruction could sap the life out of the womasenonds flat (centuries of practice
makes perfect),and she thinks they're cute. tirisihate that | love this family of

Mother, her husband, her dog, her horse, and leemtrEgyptian wise one.



(There is also another poseur in this househdbthek "cat”, really one of my arch
rivals, a witch, but that is another story for dmasttime.

Suffice it to say we are like Stephen King and DKantz living under the same roof.)
Because | love them, | do not harm them. | do nakeruse of them as my food, my
elixir of life.

Mother tried to pet me after making garlic breadéty | of course recoiled instantly, and
she just thinks | don't like the strong smell o tierb. That really smarted, | got away
just in the nick of time before suffering burnsvish she'd be more careful. Fortunately
she is usually very considerate.

One of the nicest things about this householdestimplete absence of religious articles
and references. No nasty crosses or rosariesik there may be a bible tucked way
somewhere in the deep recesses, but I'm not sackoAe of the convenient things about
being a cat is I'm so low tithe ground there aremiwors at my height. This ain't no shoe
store, you know. Mother did come at me with a ntiooe day, though, and | had to run
away. That was so annoying. | don't know what getsthat woman sometimes. So
unlike her. Another nice thing is that Mother likedeave the door open for me at night.
That way | can fly right in after my night hunt Witut bothering to change back into a cat
immediately. It is such a bother, | can't beg iibyou, to have to turn back into a cat in
the winter in order to squeeze through that infecaadoor.

| wish | could tell you the end to the story, bubas only just begun.

I've only been a cat for two and half years. Heg you posted!

The OTHER Poseur in Our Midst

As | was giving you my brief sketch of my existerasea cat yesterday | could sense your
great curiosity about the other poseur in this bbotd, the black "cat, " who is really a
witch and is my arch rival. | have decided to huryan and discuss her today.

The household here calls her Samantha, after ttolwn TV, or Sam for short. |
sometimes think it would be a good idea to remivedri that they actually named her
Hekate the first time they laid eyes on her; thesjly do need to be reminded of their
initial good sense. They knew what they were logkahthat night and have softened and
receded back into the dark shadows of denial. B2y knew.

They apparently felt great empathic sorrow for f@rher terror that night was not an
act, and even the blockheaded mortals could s@éatv the mighty fall! | guess you're
just not good enough, Sam.) She had been turnedioat by her most powerful
competitor, and I'll grant you that even | canmoagine how terrifying that would be. To



suddenly and without warning go from powerful aangwitch to ordinary felis
domestica, a vulnerable little black cat in a jerkter hick town like Angels Camp on
Halloween; well, let your imagination soar (punynehed one, oh mortal). After surviving
that initial terror without losing her mind, shedhi@ then survive the ordeal of the night's
festivities. That nearly did her in, but then amifadd insult to injury, she then had to
literally survive, you know, eat and find a placesteep. To be thrust into such a situation
is unthinkable.

Yeah, but they took her in, this household. And/ttieated her with love and gentleness
in spite of what they saw that night. Do not make mistake of thinking that softened
her much towards the mortals because it didn’teAlfier recovery from terror she was
just as arrogant as ever and trying to lord it axaryone. (Your mother was a Gypsy,
Sam!)Except she had a soft spot for the one c&t#ain who had been the actual
rescuer. | think it helped that Sam saw some priogpigualities in the girl. So soft and
young and pliable and already dreaming that wharhes about.

There were all the other players to contend wib, though. Check out this cast: Ozzie,
supposedly a dog, actually a very powerful Shardarry, mortal man, very powerful
clairvoyant (luckily for her he lives in denial)uBby, supposedly a mild-mannered
Siamese housecat, actually an old Egyptian wiselangy a real dog and George a real
horse, and Mother(my wonderful wonderful Motherjwiter blossoming burgeoning
talents.

There was a real cat named Violet, but she wagahsihen Sam got here and dropped
out of the running in no time.

Sam took an instant dislike to Mother. Perhapsresbegnized something not visible to
others. Or maybe Mother is like an idiot savamgal happy go lucky ninny with
incredible powers of discernment. Sam has alwaga baughty and unpleasant to
Mother. (And I'll punish you for that, you blaclefid.)Well, she thought she had
everything under control after a year or so. She wahe process of grooming the girl
and manipulating Mother into learning to be witckeghey could cast a spell and mix
the right potion to turn her back into a witch, whehat should happen but that the
Mighty Che should burst onto the scene!!! I'm nagMy Mouse here to save the day,
but I am Magnificent Che to foil her plans. He, Meu think that's why she hates me,
other than the all too obvious traditional rivatfywitches and vampires? He, he. (Got
you, didn't I, Sam!)Sam misses the things she ltkedb. She used to jump on the bed
when the mortals were about to become intimatempjon them while they were in the
act. (God, you're so rude! Have you no couth? Yes,tacky trash, controlled by your
mammalian urges. You're a spayed cat now, honelthaat, as they say, is that.)She
does not have to pine over her love of coffee. Mioetals share their lattés with her.
They think she likes the foam. Hah! How do theylakpthe day they spilled some of
their finely ground coffee, and she licked it dfétfloor? Mother does like her caffeine.
I'm sure she would be so understanding if Hekateldviust make her desires known.



(Secretive idiot! Your father had rat teeth!)Thd grew up and went away, as girls are
wont to do. Sam the big baby had a heart attack!tBbught she was going to die. Then
she glommed onto the mortal man. He is so welhé&@inow, he grooms her every
morning as he performs his daily ablutions. SheaggrMoved to be caressed by a man.
Doesn't have to miss that, either. The mortal maed her and does caress her and treats
her pretty well. It chaps her hide that he lovegivo more, though.

Of course it chaps her hide that Mother loves neentlost, too! And Mother does. Mother
loves me best! And you know that she was thinkimgwas next in line after Violet
dropped out of the running and Ozzie figured it Wae to move on, and there was only
old Bub in the line of succession in her way. (#swmot to be, Sam, old bean. You should
learn to read your tea leaves better.)And so ham 1o keep things in line and generally
make daily existence as irritating for her as dassiThis story still isn't over, and maybe
sometime [I'll feel like telling you some more. Rigiow | really gotta go demand
Mother's attention. Ciao!

The Halloween Coup of '95

When tarantulas walk and corn stalks die, Wicamgrbe feel joy in their hearts, for it is
the harbinger of their most joyous day of the yédirHallowed Eve. Let me tell you of
one such day which they all keep near to theirteesard has been added to the annals of
their history. It is the story of how the mightylfar Hekate is turned into a cat on the
Halloween of 1995.

She won't tell you. She doesn't like the story. $f@ring what has become in five short
years a part of their lore. Grimmla, who told me #ory, will forever fear retribution.
Not today. Not tomorrow. The nagging voice of fegls her that it will come. But the
telling must be done.

Grimmla considers herself to be a mere cog in #st mmachinery that is the society of
Wicca, but she is important enough to have theagmito tell the tale. Yes, now that |
think of it, she has always had courage.

This belies her appearance, which is that of megklecant. A willow branch that blows
in the winds of change.

Hekate was he most powerful witch queen ever tstéxitheir history.

Understand that powerful does not mean kind orlgemb be a great leader a certain
degree of ruthlessness must live. But Hekate wasobthe most ruthless and cold witch
gueens Grimmla's kind had ever seen. Her poweaasting spells was unequalled and her
skill at punishment was a nagging voice in the baidke community consciousness.



During Halloween festivities it is common to plalritk or Treat,” a game of daring and
skill. It is a well known fact that while a witchk uttering the words "trick or treat" she is
at her most vulnerable but only while she is utigthem. Not before, not after. This
game is similar to the mortals’ Russian Roulettétlsow the knife at your hand which
is flat on the table," or some other such testoofrage and stupidity. Trick or Treat is
ridiculously dangerous but traditionally played svAll Hallowed Eve nonetheless. To
avoid it would spell one's complete failure as Wica

Some witches approach their turn by saying thélerwords as fast as is witchly
possible, while others demonstrate their powerfaadessness by drawing them out as
long as it is possible to do, enunciating eachabld as clearly and slowly as one
possibly can. It is a contest of wills, of persostaéngth.

Hekate was not aware of a deep unease within timencmity. All were afraid of her and
wished her to be gone, but no one was brave enougtice such a thought and actually
tried to suppress them. There was one brave treanvyhowever, whose ambition out-
stripped her fear. Her name was Charmus. Charngentte whisper around a plan to
trick Hekate on All Hallowed Eve while playing tjame of Trick or Treat.

At first her scheme was met with incredulity angreat community shunning for such
audacious lunacy. No one wanted to so much as $pleakmus’' name aloud for fear
Hekate would read their thoughts and smite thenerf@ssing her. There had never been
such an arrogant and powerful leader of their kind.

Then a peculiar thing happened--Wicans began te tiesstrength to whisper, barely
audibly, about such a scheme. Then to truly whispleen to discuss in no uncertain
terms. And yet they lived! It seems Hekate wasrsogant she had lost her edge. She
went on about her way preparing for the Hallowessti¥ities, a lavish event, completely
unaware of the plot afoot to depose her.

The important night arrived at last. The time cdoreHekate to take her turn at the game
of Trick or Treat. She smiled her arrogant stromges and started to say her three little
words so drawn out and slowly that even while thigr@ community was pouring every
ounce of strength they had into the mass spel, ¢baldn't help but admire her one last
time. And then it was done! In a puff of smoke sl&s gone, sent to Angels Camp in the
form of a common house cat, a black one. And it Halkoween.

They could hear the scream for miles.

Tefnut's Story

The woman of the house calls me Ancient Egyptiaeédne. How discerning of her to
recognize me in my present manifestation. She dobémk she has talents, but she does,
if she can see me through this disguise of ordiess.



My life as a god was many lifetimes past and whaisi what was meant to be. | lived the
life of a god with what | hope can be describeduaist dignity, and | performed my tasks
and duties to the best of my ability.

Many lifetimes ago | lived in the warm dry placeatls now referred to as Egypt. | was
called Tefnut, which means tomorrow. | was a sacegdn the family of Aguhatma,
revered and worshipped as was my right. In tudispensed what good fortune | was
capable of unto the host family, and | felt towattalsm what would be called love.

| saw them safely through the occurrences of the &nd kept their good fortune and
riches intact through all that befell them. Itrisg, | was a strong god, yet | taxed my

strength at times to accomplish that. They weredgodheir devotion, and | paid them
back in kind.

After some years | died and was mummified as Ioefitrank of god, and | was entombed
in the city of Kemet where all cat gods go. Thiy evas excavated in what is measured
as 1887 by the method used in these times, and unymified body was disturbed and
desecrated. And so my rest was disturbed, andi tha Earth in a series of incarnations
as decided upon by the great goddess Bast. Tddlis have a deep and abiding hatred
for the English for causing this cycle.

| reside in the old body of a mortal cat now, arsan very tired. Soon | will converse
with Bast once more, and my next incarnation welldecided.

For now | am loved, as is my right, and | loveaturn. The woman and man and girl call
me Bubby, and | forgive them for their ignoranckey have always been well-meaning
and kind and loving. For that they have my love.

My life with these people began in the place caBedora where | was born into this, my
current incarnation. It had been decided that Ild@ome back to this earth as a Siamese
cat in the year measured as 1984 by the methodinigkedse times. | did not like the
household where | lived, and so, with what smalt@s | possess in this form, | took
steps to change residence.

| left the household at which | had resided unhlggpr some months and wandered the
wilderness for some more months, living upon myswihd my innate ability to hunt. |
really was a superb hunter, and | enjoyed it vengim For a short period of time | fell in
with a family of raccoons, and they taught me maftheir ways. To this day | cannot
drink without first washing my paws. This causestrdiss for the woman, who must come
after me and clean up the water that | spill ands$pin doing so.

After some time of no place to call my own | wagpoor shape in spite of my great
prowess as a hunter. | happened upon a house woibes with a wonderful aura
emanating from it. Upon further investigation | fmbthat it was a place of the worship of



Bast, for why else would there be what is callediadoor, an entrance of gods. | entered
it. There was a girl child, and | accepted her gsservant and handmaid.

The entire household bustled around me from thahemd, seeing to my comfort and
desires. They nursed me back to great good headtilid so lovingly. For this | will
always love them. They accepted me with no proahgfgreat power, for they are
ignorant of the old ways. The woman does seem\e ha inkling, as | said, but that
came over the years, not from the first sight of me

My old age has been enlivened by the presence/ofiag silver god called Che. She is
the delight of my life, breathing life into my wart and when | am relieved of my
present position and duties and go for my brieff lbeore my next incarnation, | will
think of her fondly.

Ozzie Shaman

| am one of the People. | am the shaman of my.tiibeés is the story of the time |
became a dog and was the teacher of a nice, whitgaw.

| have been on this earth many seasons. It hasrigent custom to chew the peyote and
purify myself and go to the top of the mountairhve visions so that | may help the
members of my tribe with the wisdom of the ancestor

On the day that the first snow fell it seemed adyday to talk to the ancestors, and so |
prepared myself to go to the top of the mountand, lavent. | sat upon an ancient
boulder, as was my custom when | waited for theestues to visit, and | waited. Patience
is a good and necessary quality for a shaman te.hav

When the ancestors came they gave me a very stvasige. They said | would turn
myself into a crow and travel many miles acrossnioeintains toward the great water.
They said | would find a nomad dog about to haweybeng, and | would become one of
her pups with a daughter of Coyote for a sisteeyl$aid | would be the second born and
that great misfortune would befall the nomad dod) thie daughter of Coyote, but that |
would not experience the great misfortune. Whé#heshardest to understand of what the
ancestors told me is that | would find the nomagd @bere a white woman was and that
she was an important white woman. They said it wgmrtant that | help the white
woman learn to understand the ways of the anceatat$he spirits. | would know the
white woman because she would be where the nongdédmnd would have a head of
snow white hair, like the snow-covered mountaira ttwould travel through to find her.

It is pointless to argue with the ancestors or esrthem why, just as it would be
pointless to ask the sun why it begins its tragel®ss the sky every morning.



| went back down the mountain and prepared mysdiegin my journey. | turned into a
crow and soared up into the clouds toward the nanstand the great water. After many
days of flying and nights of resting and guardiggiast my enemy Owl | did come upon
a nomad dog in the land of the MiWuk. The nomad diddive in the house of a white
woman with a head of snow white hair like the smmawered mountains that | had
traveled through.

The white woman was empty, like a stone wall odayon before it is adorned with
paintings. | thought it might not be too hard tdphiger learn the ways of the ancestors
and the spirits. | became one of the nomad dogis pilne second born, and was named
Ozzie by the white woman’s daughter. | found | Bddve for the white woman's
husband, he who knows things without a visit fréma ancestors and without chewing
the peyote.

When we pups were half a season upon this earthirthend the white woman found
homes for some of us in other pueblos. And themtimead dog went off on a night
adventure, and she took the daughter of coyote wd@thmy sister. | did not ever see
them again. The white woman was sad for she haatlittve daughter of Coyote, and it
had made her laugh to hear her yip like her fatDety | and my sister Lucy were left to
cheer her up.

After four seasons | decided to begin to trainvimte woman. She first needed training
in humility and patience. To help her learn thisslen | was quiet for four full seasons. |
did not talk to her at all. She would tell othefder people that | was "dumb as a fence
post.” | did not correct her. | said nothing, wadgifor her to use her powers. | decided
that if the woman could learn patience and humiitye would be as an empty bowl
ready to be filled.

One day after | had been quiet for four full seasdime woman noticed something
cunning that | did in my silence. | saw the thouighther face, that she saw that the
second born pup, Ozzie, was a very cunning dagadt like lightning. And then she

knew and understood that she had been possesaadgdnce. She learned patience and
humility. | did not make loud noises to make he¥;devas silent, and she saw.

| helped the woman have her visions from her aocgsk helped her see what is there for
all to see, and yet so many do not see. She léatn@ut the spirits and ancestors. She
was a good student.

One day to reward her and to help her understand,hd&haman, came out of the dog
in her presence. She was in awe, and she knewshbdtad seen.

The white woman had learned to understand the wityge ancestors and the spirits.

| stayed in the dog for many more seasons because Ibve for the white man.



And then | went to the place of evil spirits and ateat with poison in it. | was hungry,
and | ate it. The white man had known what wasstmome of me and had warned me
and told me not to go to the place of evil spifiist | smelled the meat, and | wanted it.

As | lay at the medicine man's pueblo, and | wasaim and dying, the white woman
asked me why | ate the meat if | knew it was poisond | would die.

The answer is that when | am a dog | am a dog] haste the hungers of a dog. | cannot
control my fate anymore than | can stop the raamffalling from the clouds or turn back
the sun when it has dawned.

What We Do While Mother Is Gone

As | told you once, Sam and | exist in this houke Stephen King and Dean Kuntz
under one roof. We are rivals with grudging respecbne another. Yes, | have respect
for that black daughter of jackals. And she wowdder admit it, but she has respect for
me, too. For that bloodsucking leech, is the wagysbuld put it, | believe.

While Mother is away we do have our adventures.ddft live here alone, as you know.
There is Lucy and Bub and George, but he's outampasture and misses so much. Lucy
just exists in general awe and slight fear of ng, BAubby sets himself pretty much apart
from us, having way too much dignity and decorulaf(s royalty for you) to join in the
argument.

There is a door next to the wood stove. Not thénarg door going into the sunroom, no
| mean the one the mortals cannot see. The dodrhusthe other ones who live here.
Yes, the ghosts. The spirits of the dearly depaifbdre are so many of them. And Sam
and | go through that door many times a day anbtnand they come in and out at will,
too. Sometimes we have huge parties, and the huheamsa little thump here, and see a
little glimpse there. It is so hilarious to thinkw much goes on in between that they are
blind to! This place is rocking, and the man andio live such a downright, well, |
have to say it, boring existence. They hardly moéinything at all. And when they do, we
all make a mental note to be more careful.

Let me tell you how we discovered the door. Pléasgp in mind that this didn't happen
until I came here. That lump couldn't find a penéag if it slapped her in the face.

The day began as usual. Mother and her husbangpgbid coffee, flew out the door,
and drove away in their cars. (I don't like carativer warned me about them right from
the beginning. They can squash you, and they cerybu. They are evil, and | wish she
didn't even have to have one of the horrible thifigeir presence takes the fun out of
roaming the garage.)Well, they were gone, and we &l®ne at last. We started our
usual stare-down over the food bowls in the sunrdomas contemplating taking
Mother’s advice about knocking Sam down and sittndher (I am surely robust, just as



it says on the computer) when we were interrupted $liver of light and noise that
suddenly opened up next to the wood stove.

Boy, | tell you, we both jumped just about out af cespective skins.

Then a stranger, a man we'd never seen, but wd sealthrough him, came through a
narrow doorway that had just opened and walked righthe stairs and into the
bedroom! We are both here in the form of cats,yadknow what is said about cats and
curiosity. It took hold instantly, and away we wettitrough the door with not a thought
in the world about a) where the heck were we gaindp) would we be able to get back,
pushing and shoving each other to be the firstuingahe narrow opening.

The place was nothing but light and ethereal beibgmgs of all kinds.

Mother's old cat is there, Violet, and the Germaepherd Mother and her husband had
as newlyweds, Frieda, is there. There are peoplelags and cats and mice and birds
and just everything. Mother's mom and dad are tidother's husband's father is there.
Mother's gramma. And there are strangers the@ultdayo on, but you get the idea. They
are there, and yet they are not here. They arelmry when they come through the door.

It turns out the trunk upstairs in the bedroom e®aduit of some kind, and that is why
Mother's gramma is here. She watches over her sedito have to be quite threatening
to Mother's husband before he settled down andnbe@agood husband. She can use it
because it belonged to her, and she came withehvithwas given to Mother after her
death. She has a fondness for it. She used it sireicame to this country on a ship from
Germany in 1922. It was a finely made trunk, lile,land that's why it has stood the test
of time. She figured since she came with the trsimk might as well make herself useful
and scare the girl's husband into behaving hin{sedther was a girl once.) Mother's
father came with the rectangular metal box whidides in the way back of Mother's
walk-in closet. | think that explains why Motheckset is always so cold, but the man's
is not. The box is what his ashes came in the ldey were shipped to her.

Mouse ghost has no conduit, only the door. Mousisgiised to run back and forth under
the armoire and along the wall to the table. Bauk farth. Making Mother and her
husband think they were seeing things. What & lititkster. My kind of mouse. If he
weren't already dead I'd eat him.

So we discovered that door and all our new frighds one remarkable day, and we do
not ever have to sleep in the sun for lack of sbingtto do, that’s for sure. Not that we
don't sleep in the sun for the sheer sensualitysimetimes.

Well, I'm hungry now, and | thought | saw Sam gahie sunroom. Perhaps I'll have a
bite and maybe a growl and a stare. Ciao!



Lucy

| don't even know why | am writing about her, exiciiyat | suppose Lucy has guilted me
into it. She is not a goddess or a witch or one es beyond the reaches of time. She
is only a dog, a mortal dog, with one little purggdife to lead. | don't even know if
she'll come back again.

(I never claimed to be all-knowing.)When it comed.ticy, people are always finding
themselves saying "Poor little Lucy!"

This is how Lucy came into the world: after haviing or six puppies, her mother, Ruby,
felt the need to go out and relieve herself. She letaout, and while she was relieving
herself she had a puppy, which plopped out ontdativa, and she simply didn't notice.
She blithely went back up the steps and went taltioe to be let in. If one of the mortals
hadn’t noticed the already shivering thing (it vi&tzristmas Eve), she would surely have
died in a very short period of time. Lucy the atieught, the forgotten baby.

Lucy's role in the relationship with Ozzie was tbhbaby sister. Ozzie ruled, and Lucy
followed. Ozzie made the decisions, and Lucy wéma@

Ozzie decided what Lucy would be allowed to do when. He did this quietly and
almost invisibly, but he did it.

Lucy was under the impression her name was OzzielStwe always came when they
called "Ozzie, Lucy!!" Or even just "Ozzie!"

Mother has always wondered why Lucy did not eafpitisoned meat and die along with
Ozzie. | think it's because Ozzie did not allow teerShe bowed to his authority.

After Ozzie was gone, Lucy, the dog who loves faaate than anything in the world,
would not eat. The Pillsbury Doughboy slowly wasteghy into a stylish greyhound.
The mortals were all so worried--they thought slas going to pine away and die. They
tried to coax her to eat with all manner of tempta. And eventually she took a bite.
The next day a few more bites. And finally she wioeét. They didn't lose her.

Lucy is in somewhat of a difficult position arouhdre, as seniority does not rule. It

doesn't matter that she will be nine years old@rsstmas Eve. She is like the baby of
the family, she gets no respect. She's the ningytthe poor booboo. No goddess name
for her. She is just LouLou, Lou, Louey. She haspecial power, no illustrious history.

When Lucy was a little pup she thought up a newegmplay that Ozzie didn't share
with her. Chewing on the hoses so that they spdikedittle geysers when turned on
was not fun enough. Digging up every last violethe flower bed was not challenging
enough. No, Lucy's game was to chew on a tree tinatibark was easily peeled and then
to pull off strips of bark all around the trunk.dssence, she was girdling the tree, a
traditional method of killing unwanted trees. Thees were all wanted, however. Mother



and her husband had lovingly planted all the Pspgad Elms and Liquid Amber and
were desperate to make her stop before they lest #il! Finally, with discipline and
some time to grow up a little, she stopped playirag game.

Lucy took over as head watch dog when Ozzie was,gamd she has become a good
one. She has expanded her duties to include dwpection of the territory to see to it
that no cat who does not belong sets foot in thrsl.yAnd that no deer shall eat one bit of
the foliage. Well, actually I've come to the corsibn that Lucy does patrol and will
actually bark at them and look like she'll chassnthbut only if the mortals are looking.

If they're not looking, she has short, friendly eersations with the stray cat or odd deer
who wanders in, rather like making small talk wythur neighbor. She seems to know
them by name and | would venture to say they ardriemds.

Lucy's major priority in life is food. She lovesglfood, people food, my food, and the
mulch pile in the back yard. Her theme song is sasCindy Lauper's “Girls Just Want
to Have Fun”) “Dogs Just Want to Eat Garbage.” Whther gets out the mulch
bucket from under the sink to empty it on the myddh, she follows that bucket around
on its way as if Mother were a Brinks guard camgyireasure. She runs to the mulch pile,
eyes shining with eager anticipation. It is herdpgat. (Is it any wonder she gets no
respect around here?) She has a particular fondimelsazelnuts. When Mother gets the
nut basket, she can hear it from a deep sleepwdfdllow her to wherever she sits
down with it, sitting at attention at her feet, tirzg for her to give her one. (She gets one
about every five or six Mother cracks.) She makee £ look very perky and interested
and cute while doing this.

After Mother puts the basket back in the kitchea gbes back to the woodstove and
back into her deep sleep.

The mortals almost always have a year-round sugfpdiyumstick ice cream cones in the
freezer. Whenever anyone gets one out of the freslze goes through the same routine
as with the nut basket, sitting at attention airtfe=t, because it is their ritual to give her
the end of the cone, the part plugged with choeolanhd she knows it. And she
recognizes a drumstick package being taken oueofreezer.

Lucy learned at a very early age to feign by shingeviolently and that such an act (the
ham) would get Mother's sympathetic attention. I8Baened that she would be babied if
she did it, and so she does. When there is shostimgwhere in the neighborhood or
when there is thunder or when something soundsshik®ting or thunder, she does it.
Lately, though, I've seen her trying to decidehi¢ distant noise she hears is shooting or
construction sounds, which she is at-home with. 8tteMother argue sometimes.

They'll hear it, Lucy will start to shiver, Motheiill say” That's someone building
something, Louey, that's not shooting!" She’ll stapd think. Sometimes she'll agree and
end the game.



Lucy is not allowed to sleep on the couch, but éamto you she does it every night. The
only thing is that they have never caught her.&thkey have heard her get off the couch
as they are in their beds upstairs, but they havemseen it with their own eyes.

Whenever Sam gets into a snit about something aaides to vent her spleen on me,
Lucy will look at Mother and, as clearly as if shepeaking aloud, ask her if she wants
her to go kick Sam's behind. She looks eager aamtirevery time. It took Mother awhile
to catch on, so Sam was chased up a tree a few {lmeha!!!) before Mother realized
that she mustn't ever give Lucy any kind of encgurg signs whatsoever. Darn it! The
mortals already have to close up the sunroom avight before they go to bed so Lucy
cannot help herself to my food and water that it ére for cats only. That sneak will not
touch or even look longingly at the little platefobd in the kitchen for cats only any
time of the day, but as soon as they go up toibsdhe first thing she goes for. This is a
simple fact of life here. If you want any of thabfl, get it before the mortals go to bed.

On the surface Lucy appears to be a very, verylsiahgg. It is interesting how uncannily
smart she can be whenever it involves food, thoagt,her comfort takes a close
second. | really can't decide if Lucy is incredibiyart or a plain old dumb dog. She is
mon ami, though, and she can lie next to me byvib@dstove any time.

The Lost Story

Last night while | was dictating to Mother, the wamfell asleep! She lost the story. If |
only had hands instead of these beautiful silvétems, | would just type it myself.
Merde! | will try to piece the story back together.

Something that Mother has noticed about me is nijt lod not getting into habits. |

rarely do the same things three days straight bitdrte the same places long. One day |
will be queen of the picnic table on the front ggrpeeking through the wisteria at the
birds flitting in and out, and the next day | wilkk under the Adirondack chair on that
very same front porch, watching, unseen, the Hiittimg in and out. (I could catch one
any time | wanted to; | just don't have that pedasturge that Sam does, with her desire
to show off her prowess at hunting. Poor insecutehy Well, | have had many different
opportunities to experience many different livesiny my immortality, and one of the
most interesting ones was when | was a Mafiosoember of La Cosa Nostra. That was,
let's see, during the early part of this centumg.dure you can understand why it wasn’t
one of the longest ones I've lived, that one. Stoot oh, so sweet. La Dolce Vita! The
adventure began with my birth in Little Italy--thaart of New York City now called
Greenwich Village, in 1910. Ah, we had such povirent and no one could touch us.
Yes, my life was hard, but so was I. | was toughaits, and my childhood was short (a
harbinger of the life to come, | suppose). By iheetl reached the ripe old age of 37, |
had reached what | thought of as the pinnacle-d seecond in command to the Don of
the city. Oh, it was sweet.



| am by nature of my very immortality and my needthe elixir of life, a cold blooded
killer, and so it came as no painful shock to déosanoney and reputation. There are
certain rules of behavior which preclude the nates$ performing what would be
distasteful tasks, and so | got ahead. No sweatdd# pick on women and children.
And we don't mess with the Church.

Yes, certainly, at first some of the things | dwlded me to deal with the tackier side of
life. The mundane and the slimy. But | excellegvhat | did and soon found myself there
at the top.

Life at the top is good, very, very good. | ledud, frich life, a home life with my soft

wife and children, whom | loved like the stars e tsky, and my work life, definitely a
masculine world. Contrary to popular beliefs ofagdve were not all immoral animals
with mistresses and a plethora of bad habits. We sienply men earning a living the

old country way. Life is hard, and violence is @aumal part of it. Well, | thought | owned
the world at that time. | bowed to one man onlyd he deserved it. That man was a king.
Our time had come, though, and this is the wayemtdown.

The Don was powerful, some said too powerful. Byoagtion so was |.

You can't knock off the top banana without knockafigthose closest to him. It's a fact.
And so | made a valiant effort to protect the Dibrat king of a man, but lost my life in
the trying. At the age of 37 big ones | was lookiaganother role to play.

You may have noticed | have named no names, idehtifo places or times.

This is not an accident. Old habits die hard, mgnfil. | am not now, nor do | ever intend
to be, arat. And | don't do the same things thiges in a row. You won't be able to
knock me off anytime soon!

2001: A Spice Odyssey

No I'm NOT Australian. Merde! That's s - p - i - €, okay, you know, the stuff that
makes food taste good. I'm as French as De Gasllgou well know. My Gallic lineage
is impeccable and goes back through the ages.

At the beginning of the new year and the new millam I'm preparing to go in search of
something called Beau Monde, some darned spiceavstprecious little rug rat just has
to have. Makes me think of that song from DamnedKkéas--Whatever Lola wants, Lola
gets. . . But | digress, as | so frequently do.

Mother has been fretting since the beginning of &olrer about this, and | love to make
her happy, | really do. That and allow her to aftemme.



She is a wonderful woman. | have decided to maisently resolution for the new year. |
will find some Beau Monde and put an end to thdifrg.

| will turn into a bat and fly away across the laadd | won't come back until | find it. |
want you to know this is highly unusual. First 8f that | am doing something that's not
for me, and second, that | am turning into a bald@omething other than going in
search of prey, of the elixir of life. (See, I'mtselfish, Sam!) I will fly over the
mountains and through the dells until | get to vever it is they make Spice Islands
products, and | will acquire a bit of it. One bethould do, | would think. Why Lola, |
mean Robin, has to have Beau Monde | do not kndwy®€s, | remember now. In the
name of love. That's right. It is an ingredienher love potion.

| told you the girl showed promise, did | not? Sawust really be getting excited by now.
So close and yet so far. | can see her thinkinghief can make love potion, surely she
can turn me back into a witch?" If she wantedfteshe made it her priority, I'm sure she
could, Sammy old pal.

Well, some of the ingredients are apparently gmitendane. They are everyday items
found in anyone's cupboard. (Yes, but honestlya®?@i’m not a witch, | wouldn’t know.

If she says so.) But for that elusive Beau Mondeould already be brewed, have had
spells cast over it, have been in a stopperedeheattid have been applied somehow to the
poor desired creature it is intended for. Blessheisrt, whoever he might be.

One of the wonderful things about turning into adoad flying off in pursuit (of the elixir
of life or the elusive Beau Monde) is that whatrssdo take hours, if not days, happens
in a few short minutes. That's why | won't minditakthis long involved trip, because it
will only be a few minutes out of my life. (Okaya®. So I'm not really all that

altruistic.) | will appear to go outside and wandaray somewhere, turn into a bat and go
off on this search, then appear to come back icéheoor a few minutes later. This neat
trick is necessary to allay suspicion, don't yaok® It has evolved into being this way
over the centuries. Necessity is the mother ofntiee, it is said. Like most old adages,
it's absolutely true. | will never forget how closeame to being discovered in Sicily in
1347. Of course, the Black Death was on its matrt¢heatime, and people had other
things to occupy their minds, other demons to chalsank the goddess.

Anyway, | thought | should keep you posted, dearyjiof what's in the plans for the
future. These are the vampire CHRONICLES, afterGitho for now!

Tea with Socks

It was a clear night, crisp and chill, with therstao visible and the sickle moon an
astonishingly beautiful silver sliver, when | foung/self on the north lawn of 1600
Pennsylvania Avenue. I'd just been knocked ouhefsky by the biggest owl | have ever
laid eyes on, and | landed with a tumble and tel Elying Karamazov Brothers would



be proud of. | was so addled from the fall | didmibw where | was, but | could tell | had
not been injured.

| walked toward a lit mansion | saw nearby, on ittlel kitty legs--the jolt had made me
turn back into a cat. Someone was just going thr@udoor as I, nearly invisible silver

cat on this barely moonlit night, approached, aslipped in. | walked down myriad
hallways and up a staircase and was just snealong,arying to regain my usual
composure and superb sense, when | bumped rightiicat wearing a tuxedo (with long
white socks, for heavens sake, no fashion sera$.athis startled both of us, and we
both leapt back from each other, like opposing retéggthat have been slammed into each
other, with eyes as wide as saucers. The tuxedcewesgained his composure first, I'm
ashamed to say, and asked me who in all creati@s land what | was doing in his

house.

| told him as nicely as | could, under the circuamsies and considering that | was the
trespasser, what the situation was and asked Higoiild just rest a few minutes to
regain my bearings and that | would then be on ray without further ado. He
responded in the most fastidious fashion, so gewatidy and graciously as to cause me to
become even more confused and addled. | had care¢ddace with southern

hospitality, and believe it or not, it was a fifgt me.

This sock cat turned out to be Socks, the Whitegdaat, and the mansion | had sought
safe haven in was the White House! Socks had symat my plight and my pitiful
condition, so he took me to the Green Room to lsamap of tea. "To warm you up," he
said. So we sat in the Green Room, with beautifeq silk walls, and drank cup after
cup of delicious tea (a special White House blemd) had conversation.

Socks told me he had been an abandoned kittenamoathat he had picked Chelsea
much the way Tefnut had chosen the girl, Robindelgcribed what a good life he lived
with the Clintons and what an adventure of a Ifetiit was to be the White House cat,
with staff and Secret Service to see to his ndddgold me that everyone was so good
natured with him and that he had a dog friend naBwattly, a chocolate Labrador
retriever. Socks also swore me to secrecy andedgaé with hilarious personal stories
about the first family, but | am sworn to secreog @an't tell you, sorry. | am a vampire
of honor.

Socks also told me about when the bad times wargg@m, and everyone was so upset,
and that he walked around on tiptoes and triecetariobtrusive at the time. Then
everything got better again. The Clintons are ugwsaich happy, laughing people.

We talked and talked and talked, and then the tamee for me to leave.

People were beginning to stir, and the place wealth be bustling, so we said our good
byes. Socks made me promise to visit again.



| thought | was going to have to fly up one of tivelve chimneys in this alarmingly
gigantic house to make my escape, but Socks sdiddw of a more dignified way out.
He walked me to the door and knew of a way to@lip | was back out on the lawn. |
turned the corner, turned back into a bat, and 8exay directly toward the west, for

home.



