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 Muffins
Puffybutt sprawled out on the couch next to Sheila, with her paws
in the air. She clawed at the air, cocked her head to the side and
looked at Sheila. Sheila just watched the 24-hour news channel with
her own head also cocked. She clucked her tongue every few seconds
and said, "oh dear..."

Not knowing how else to get her attention,
Muffins rubbed her nose on Sheila's elbow. That finally made her
look, and she patted Muffins on the head. Muffins purred and kept
rubbing against her.

"Oh, Muffins, there you are... I was worried
sick about you because I couldn't find you earlier," Sheila said as
she petted Muffins.

Muffins scowled. There was no way that was
true. It wasn't a lie -- Sheila would never lie to her precious
Puffybutt -- but it wasn't true either. Sheila had had a momentary
panic attack a few hours ago and she "looked" for Muffins Puffybutt
in the sense that she glanced around and didn't immediately see
her. Muffins was in the kitchen drinking water from a bowl, that
was all.

But Sheila didn't do stuff like that -- taking
events with a sense of perspective, attempting to understand the
world, or taking the universe as it is. All she did was think "I'm
scared, I want my Muffins Puffybutt, she's not right here in front
of me, so I'm upset, she must be angry with me, she must be pissed
off at me, maybe she's going to replace me with a different, better
human".

That was where all the other cats came from.
She got Muffins Puffybutt from a shelter when her then-cat Fluffle
Fackleflop had bitten her in anger. Muffins was then her twelfth
cat.

Fluffle Fackleflop had died last year -- Sheila
left the house for the first time in months to bury him in the yard
-- and Muffins was now her seventh living cat out of twenty-three
who roamed around this piss-dappled house. Muffins strongly
disliked living here, but Sheila never let her cats
outside.
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