
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          When Ozzee Flew Round The Moon

        

        
        
          Duncan Wherrett

        

        
          Published by Duncan Wherrett, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WHEN OZZEE FLEW ROUND THE MOON

    

    
      First edition. April 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Duncan Wherrett.

    

    
    
      Written by Duncan Wherrett.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


When Ozzee Flew Round The Moon

[image: ]




The magical adventures of a little black cat
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1 – Old Vegetables For Supper
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Kate is lounging in her favourite armchair; well it’s more of a slouch, actually. Kate is extremely good at sitting up straight and walking upright with her head high, but sometimes she just likes to have a good slouch. This is one of those times.

It’s a Saturday morning, and one thing she’s determined never to do is go to a supermarket, or a garden centre or a DIY store on a weekend. This week, somehow, she hasn’t done enough grocery shopping and the dreaded supermarket on a Saturday cannot be avoided. A good slouch is justified as compensation.

She’s looking through the French windows on to the back garden. This late October day is bleak with drizzle, bare branches and old leaves and broken twigs lying around like flotsam and jetsam.

Kate sees some movement under a hedge, as a dark body pushes its way through the open-boarded fence. She knows it’s a little black cat she sees creeping around at times. It’s all black with no touches of white anywhere. The only colour is from two yellow eyes. He or she is very thin and now Kate can see some bald patches in its fur.

Oh dear, it’s getting worse, she thinks.

She’s aware the cat belongs to a house two doors away and they treat it badly. Every morning the cat is dropped out of the kitchen window, then, whatever the weather, it’s left out all day. From her bedroom window, she’s seen it hiding under a bush trying to keep dry or crouching on the back step hoping to be let in. It never is, not until some time in the evening, and then it has to jump up through the window. Occasionally, Kate has seen a plate of food being put out for it; if you can call it food for a cat. It always looks like leftover vegetables, such as cabbage and bits of potato. No wonder the cat is so skinny. Time drags along for the little cat. 

Today Kate decides to add something to her shopping list.

As soon as she returns, she opens a packet of cat food, Salmon Flakes in Gravy, scoops it out on to a saucer and takes it outside. The little black cat is still sitting peacefully under the hedge. It merges in well with the shadows and doesn’t seem to have moved, but the moment it sees Kate approaching, it turns and disappears. Kate leaves the saucer of food under the hedge and quickly goes back inside. Peaking from behind the curtain, she keeps watch. After about a minute, the cat comes out of the shadows and makes tentative moves towards the saucer. Once it sniffs the food, it’s gobbled up in a matter of moments. 

The following day, Kate waits until she sees the cat then takes out a fresh saucer of food. The same thing happens, the cat runs off as Kate approaches but soon returns to the little feast.

Kate starts to have doubts. She knows she’s moving house towards the end of November, and wonders whether it’s fair on the cat if it starts to become too dependent on her. Kind heart soon wins, however, and after missing a day she puts out more food. For no particular reason, in her mind, she begins to refer to the cat as ‘he’, rather than ‘it’. 

A few days later, over the phone, she tells her mum about the cat. 

‘The poor little thing. You are going to take him with you when you move, aren’t you?’

‘What? How can I do that, he’s someone else’s cat?’

‘Well from what you say, they don’t care about him. They probably won’t even notice he’s gone.’

‘Yes, but . . .’

‘No but. If he’s all skin and bone with bald patches in his fur, his health must be terrible. He’s not likely to survive the winter. He’ll die a slow miserable suffering death and it’ll all be your fault.’

‘Oh steady on now.’

‘Rubbish – you think about it and do the decent thing. I’ve got to go now, your dad’s just about to take me to Martha’s. Let me know when you’ve come to your senses.’

Kate is left there holding the phone, taken aback by the last few minutes.

After several days, as soon as Kate steps into the back garden, the little cat comes running up to her squeaking with excitement. Each new plate of food is vacuumed up in no time, then the cat sits down licking his lips and paws and even squeaks at her again, begging for seconds. Kate is reluctant to give him more food yet, thinking too much too soon might make him ill.

Kate’s friend Susanna calls round one evening. She lives just a few houses away, and over tea and biscuits Kate tells her all about the cat.

‘When did they first get him?’

‘Not sure. I think I first saw him last January. Yes January, just after Christmas, but he looked all right then; quite small and young. It was a while before I realised they push him out early and leave him out all day. And now he looks so thin and dejected.’

‘So you’re going to keep him, aren’t you? A bit of catnapping on humanitarian grounds.’

‘Oh dear, you sound just like my mum.’

‘Well if your mum’s on the case, you’ve got no chance. Surrender now.’

‘I don’t know. How am I supposed to get away with it?’

‘Easy. In a few days, it’ll be Guy Fawkes and there are always lots of fireworks in this area. They’re bound to leave him out in the evening and the poor little thing will be terrified. Buy a litter tray and the necessary gravel stuff, and get a bowl for the meat and another for biscuits. Go out after dark and when he comes running up for his food, just grab him and bring him in here. Then keep him prisoner until you move, and smuggle him out in a cat box on removal day.’

‘It might be difficult to keep him in for three weeks.’

‘No it won’t. I know something about cats. He’ll be warm, dry and well fed. He won’t run away from that. He’ll probably just eat and sleep while he gets his health back.’

‘You and mum are certainly organising my life for me all of a sudden.’

‘You’ll be glad of it. He’ll be your best friend in no time.’

Which is exactly the way it goes. Two days later, on a Friday evening, Kate puts the plan into action.

When she goes into the back garden, the cat runs up to her, meowing in anticipation. Kate, fully prepared with thick gloves as a precaution, picks up the cat and in spite of his struggles, manages to bring him into the kitchen, kicking the door shut behind her. Once released, the frightened cat runs around the room and scratches at the door. Immediately, Kate puts down a bowl of cat food. The perfect bribe. He goes straight over and gobbles up the lot. 

After the usual ritual of lip licking, he walks into the living room. He stops, looks about him then starts walking around sniffing at everything. The inspection takes a few minutes, after which he jumps up on to the best chair, Kate’s favourite, turns, spirals down into a comfy circle and goes to sleep. Kate has been adopted.

The next morning, as Kate comes downstairs, she notices the nasty smell straightaway. In the hall she sees the cat has made good use of the litter tray.

‘I suppose I have to get used to this for a while,’ she sighs.

The cat, still on the chair, wakes, stretches a little and meows for food. A new bowl of fishy bits soon disappears. 

On Saturday afternoon, Susanna pays a visit to see how the new arrival is settling in. As usual, he’s fast asleep on the best armchair.

‘He does look a bit mangy,’ says Susanna.

‘Yes, there's not much improvement yet, but he's eating well and sleeping lots. He seems happy enough and hasn't tried to go outside at all.’

While Kate and Susanna carry on their chat, the cat wakes up and jumps off the chair. He goes up to Kate, looks at her then goes over to Susanna and gives her few sniffs. He goes back to his chair, jumps up and goes back to sleep.

‘Well I can confirm he’s a boy,’ says Susanna. ‘So what are you going to call him? Worked out any names yet?’

‘Mmmm. I thought of Eric or maybe Erica but of course just Eric now, or some normal boy’s name like Simon.’

‘Boring,’ says Susanna. ‘We used to have a cat when I was little and he was called Ozzy. My sister named him; she had a slight stammer and it was a name she made up because she could say it easily. How about Ozzy?’

‘Perfect; he looks like an Ozzy, whatever that is. What do you think, pusskins? You happy with the name Ozzy?’

The cat lifts his head, looks at them both, puts his head down and goes back to sleep.

‘I think we can take that as approval,’ says Susanna.

‘Right and we’ll spell it O-Z-Z-E-E.’

‘Now let me give you a little tip. Never ever stroke a cat while he’s asleep on a chair. He won’t be in stroking mood. He’ll think you’re trying to push him off, and he won’t like it.’

‘So I should never push him off my favourite chair?’

‘Gosh no. Cruel and risky, and enough to make him wrap his belongings in a red hanky and leave home. Have you seen anything of the ex-owners?’ continues Susanna.

‘I've been keeping a discreet lookout. They did put out a plate of stale-looking veg earlier and walked round the garden a bit, but they haven’t been asking around or putting up signs about a lost cat.’

‘Best to get him a flea collar as well; you never know what he’s picked up.’

Kate and Ozzee spend Saturday and Sunday getting to know each other. Ozzee eats, sleeps and sits on Kate’s lap as much as possible. She’s surprised how much she likes having a cat on her lap, simply dozing and purring as she strokes him.

Come Monday morning, Kate is a bit concerned about leaving him alone all day while she goes to work. Ozzee has a good breakfast, then falls asleep again. After leaving some biscuits in a bowl, off she goes. Anxiously returning later in the day, she finds him still on the chair. Standing looking at him, she says,

‘Well, someone certainly knows what his priorities are.’

Ozzee wakes and instantly knows it must be time for food. After doing her most important duty, Kate sits down with a pot of tea, with Ozzee quickly making himself comfortable on her lap.

A few days later, it’s the Fifth of November. As the fireworks begin, little Ozzee jumps off the chair, runs to a dark corner in the hall, crouches down and hides his face. Kate goes up to him and sees he’s trembling, so frightened is he by all the noise, the bangs and whizzing sounds. She speaks to him quietly and tries to pick him, but he wriggles out of her grasp. She decides to leave him there. It's some two hours before all the noise stops and slowly he comes back into the room. By now, Kate is sitting in the main armchair and Ozzee comes over and jumps on her lap. She's able to give him a hug and a few strokes. He's calmer now and curls up to go back to sleep. At bedtime, he comes into the bedroom, jumps on the bed for the first time and goes to sleep at the foot of the bed.

Ozzee is suddenly the most contented of cats. On the rare occasions Kate can get to sit on her favourite chair, Ozzee soon learns she has the perfect lap to sleep on and she’s too kind-hearted to push him off quickly. Now he’s never dropped out of the window into the cold and wet, but there’s a soft warm chair, a bed to sleep on and loads of delicious food. 

One day, Kate returns from the shops with a flea collar in bright red. Ozzee struggles when she tries to put it on. ‘Now Ozzee, behave. This is for your own good and mine, which is what we always say to naughty children.’ Finally she succeeds. Ozzee scratches at it and jumps around but eventually accepts it.

‘My, you do look smart with the bright red against your black fur. I think you’ll have all the girls chasing you.’

With Ozzee here, Kate now has a perfect excuse when she’s found talking to herself.

After a couple of weeks, his fur is beginning to grow back already. Kate is even able to start giving him a gentle brushing, on the top of his head and down his back. She’s only done a couple of strokes when he wriggles away from the brush and walks off. He’s clearly never been brushed before. Kate tries again the next day and it takes a few attempts for him to realise how wonderful it feels to be brushed.

Bedtime soon becomes one of Ozzee’s favourite parts of the day. Kate usually goes to bed around the same time, especially if she has to go to work the next day. At bedtime, he’ll already be in the bedroom waiting for her. Once she’s lying in bed, Ozzee immediately stands on her, and starts pounding her gently with his front paws, left, right, left, right, as though he’s walking on the spot. At the same time, he purrs loudly.

‘What’s all this, Ozzee? I’m not a lump of dough which needs a good kneading before you stick it in the oven.’

He carries on regardless, but after several minutes he lies down on top of her. Kate strokes him and scratches his ears and they have a good old chat. When the light is turned off, he pushes under the bedclothes for a cuddle. He usually only stays for five minutes or so before he goes to lie at the bottom of the bed on an old pullover. On occasions, Kate will wake up two hours later to find he’s still under the bedclothes beside her, snoring away peacefully.
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2 – A New Chaos
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Suddenly one morning, things start to go wrong. There’s lots of commotion in the house; boxes everywhere, chaos developing, furniture being moved around. Ozzee becomes worried and frightened. His comfortable new home seems to be falling apart. Then everything is getting taken away, even his favourite chair and he fears he’s about to be dumped outside again. When the house is empty, all he can do is squeeze into a corner and tremble. Then Kate picks him up and tries to force him into a tiny box. He hisses and twists out of her grasp, escapes and runs upstairs, but there’s nowhere to hide.

Kate comes into the room with Susanna. They don’t seem angry but speak gently. It doesn’t help. Kate picks him up again and between them they force him into the box. All he can do is whimper. He gets carried outside into the cold air and then bumped around for a long time. 

The journey seems to last for ever, until he’s briefly out in the cold air again. Finally, he’s put down and the door of the box is opened. He’s too frightened to move and stays well inside the box. Time passes. It’s quiet all around him. He sneaks a look through the opening and sniffs. There are a few familiar smells; and food, he can smell food. He steps out of the box and takes a few mouthfuls then sniffs around the room. There are the smells of night-time and the bed; he can smell the bed. He jumps up and suddenly feeling so exhausted, he curls up and goes to sleep.

Later, Kate comes into the room, sits on the bed and talks quietly to Ozzee.

‘How are you dear? Recovering from your trauma? We’re in a new place now, well away from those awful people you knew before. We have a lovely garden, well it will be lovely when it’s tidied up a bit, and it’s all ours. There’s even a flap in the door so you can come and go as you please. Now, I’ll leave the door open and you can follow me downstairs when you’re ready. Your favourite chair is there, but I’m going to use it first, until you come down and push me off of course. See you later.’

Ozzee feels safer now, and soon follows Kate downstairs. He finds her sitting on the chair drinking a cup of tea. He walks around the room for a few minutes, familiarising himself with some of the old smells, then jumps on to Kate’s lap, where she gives him a hug. She strokes the top of his head and he licks her other hand. All’s well.

Boxes seem to be everywhere and the house is chaotic. Kate has occasional bursts of activity moving and sorting, while Ozzee soon picks up his old routine of eating and sleeping. 

It’s two days before Kate takes a chance, unlocks the cat flap and opens the back door, allowing Ozzee to go out if he wants to. Once he realises the opportunity is there, he flies out of the door. After all, he hasn’t been outside for over a month. A quick look round and he skips and jumps along the grass, then disappears under a bush. Kate watches from the kitchen window with some concern. 

Two hours later, when Ozzee still hasn’t returned, Kate is getting worried. She walks around the garden, looking under the bushes and the hedge at the end of the garden, softly calling his name. No sign. She goes back indoors and continues organising the kitchen, leaving the back door open, in spite of the cold. Around four o’clock, Kate makes a pot of tea and opens a new packet of chocolate biscuits. She sits down and starts overindulging with the biscuits. Half the packet has gone when suddenly, ‘Meeow, meeow.’ It comes from the kitchen. She jumps up just as Ozzee comes into the living room. He looks exhausted. Kate is so relieved she kneels down to give him a big hug.

‘Ozzee, I’m so pleased to see you. Are you hungry? Come on, teatime. Ozzee quickly demolishes a plate of meaty food, with biscuits on the side. He walks into the living room, looks at the big armchair, and attempts to jump up. He doesn’t have the energy even for that.

‘You poor old crock. Come here.’ Kate picks him up and gently puts him on the chair. He immediately flops down and goes to sleep.

It’s soon obvious Ozzee has never seen a cat flap before. He has no idea what to do with it. He stands at the back door and waits for it to be opened. Kate holds him at the flap. 

‘Look Ozzee, you put your little nose here and push, then it opens and you walk through.’

Ozzee is not keen and wriggles out of her grasp. After several unsuccessful attempts at this tactic, she holds the flap open with some sticky tape, then opens the back door for him anyway. 

Later in the day, she realises he’s in the house so he must have come in through the open cat flap. Progress then. From Ozzee’s side, if the favourite servant is in the kitchen, the absolute least she can do is open the door for him – he stands at the closed door and waits until she gets the message.

When the flap is in proper use, and he feels he’s waited long enough for her to open the back door,  he pushes the flap with his paw to make it rattle. What’s the point of a cat having a servant if they don’t at least open the door? Sometimes he even has to rattle the flap twice when Kate is rather slow in attending to her duty. 

Gradually, Kate gets the house in order, throwing more things away as well, things she should have dumped before she moved. Ozzee seems to be back to full life and vigour and very much in charge in a subtle way.

Kate might be sitting on the large armchair and Ozzee is happy to sit on her lap – for ten minutes. Then he decides it’s his turn. He’ll move on to the arm of the chair and start to push his face between Kate and the back of the chair, making it clear he wants her out of the way. This amuses Kate greatly. Because he’s so good natured and she’s become his slave anyway, she’s happy to relinquish her position and sit somewhere else. Ozzee takes over the chair.

This happens several times when Ozzee decides this dumb human must have got the message by now. He tries a new approach. He merely sits on the arm of the chair and looks at her. Nothing happens. He gives her a gentle touch on her arm with his paw. The message is clear. Kate smiles at him. This cat is too clever by half, she thinks. She nods and moves out of the chair. Ozzee wins again.

One of the first things Kate does is to hang a few large crystals in the windows. She bought them a while ago in a small antique shop and they came from an old damaged chandelier which had been dismantled. Once the sun is shining on them, they throw rainbow colours on to the floor and walls.

Slowly the house is becoming tidier and more civilised.

One morning, Kate has to open a window to let out a bee. ‘What are you doing here this time of the year,’ she says to it as it flies away. And then what larks. The open window means one of the crystals is swinging and its rainbows are bouncing around the floor and the walls. Ozzee is suddenly wild with excitement, trying to catch them all at once. Jumping and twisting, he’s full of buzz and confusion. When Kate closes the window, the rainbows soon stop moving, causing Ozzee to crouch over a large rainbow on the carpet, ready to attack if it dares to move again.

The removal men put the lawnmower straight into the garden shed and Kate feels it’s about time she has a look inside it. As soon as she opens the door, Ozzee goes straight in, keen to explore any dark corners. Taking out her mower, Kate sees another mower leaning against a wall. Dragging it outside, it’s obviously past its best, rusty and clogged up with old grass.

‘That’s for the council dump then.’

On a shelf, there are flower pots made of plastic or clay and half a sack of potting soil on the floor. In a corner is an old gardening fork with a severely bent prong and a dilapidated rake in even worse condition. Two more candidates for the dump here. But there’s one more item in the corner – a besom broom with an interesting kink in the handle and a good bunch of twigs tied up with twine.

‘Oooo what a prize, a real witch’s broomstick. You see this, Ozzee. It looks well weathered but hardly seems to have been used. And you completely black; witches always have black cats, you know. Perhaps you were with a witch in a past life. We’ll have fun with this sweeping up the leaves.’ She puts it back in the shed to be used on a fine day.

There are two emotions when Kate receives a box of chocolates. Firstly, she loves dark chocolates, whatever they have in the centres. Secondly she loves them too much and has no willpower. Greed can take over, although Kate prefers to call it ‘extreme appreciation’. 

Ozzee is sitting on her lap, dozing and purring. He usually jumps on her lap even before she has properly sat down. She takes a second chocolate.

‘This one’s coffee cream – my favourite. Yes, Ozzee, I know I said the same about strawberry cream, pistachio, and creamy fudge.’ She crumbles the silver foil into a ball, then picks up the foil from the strawberry cream and adds it to the ball. Gently she throws the silver ball on to the carpet. Suddenly Ozzee is not asleep after all but jumps off her lap and races off to catch the ball. He pounces on it and flicks it across the floor. Another chase, another catch and another flick.

‘I think we might have discovered a new game here Ozzee, which means I have to make another silver ball, which means I have no choice but to eat more choccies so I can get more foil.’ 

Armed with two silver balls, Kate kneels on the floor and starts bowling the balls towards Ozzee. He crouches like a goal keeper and wiggles his body as he waits eagerly for the ball to be flicked towards him. Kate shoots, Ozzee blocks and flicks it back to her in one swift move. The second ball Kate flicks just gets past Ozzee.

‘Goal!’ she shouts. ‘That’s one all. Right, three more penalties on the way.’ Ozzee blocks them all. ‘Brilliant. You win. This is fun isn’t it? We’ll have to give this game a name. Catball? No, that’s too close to furball. Let’s call it OzzeeBall. We’ll patent it and make a fortune.’ 

Ozzee comes up to Kate and rubs his face against her, the usual sign meaning it’s time he was fed – again.

Within a day, Kate has a small pile of silver balls ready to fire at Ozzee. She plays fair though, and flicks them one at a time and never several all at once. Little Ozzee has got to have a decent chance.

Over the following days, he certainly takes to the OzzeeBall game. When Kate has eaten all the chocolates, she has no trouble saying it’s all Ozzee’s fault. It was the only way she could find all the necessary bits of foil to make the little balls. He becomes expert in stopping them and flicking them back, and only occasionally does Kate manage to get one past him and score a goal.

Having been in the new house for a few weeks, Kate thinks it’s about time she did something in the garden. She stands outside and surveys the area, with all its winter detritus.

‘So Ozzee, we need to start by gathering all the dead stuff and sweeping up some leaves. Let’s do the leaves shall we?’

Ozzee just looks at her so she takes that as approval.

‘Good, that means we can use the witch’s broom, unless we want to be posh and call it the besom broom.’

From the shed, she takes out the broom and looks it up and down.

‘Come on then, we’ll start in the far corner.’

Ozzee skips and jumps as he weaves around her feet, appearing to do his best to trip her up.

‘Watch it or I’ll chase you,’ she says giving Ozzee a playful push with the broom. 

The broom is very effective at sweeping up the leaves, when a sudden breeze flicks a few leaves into the air. Ozzee dives into action at once, jumping up to snatch one of the leaves out of the air. Then he goes for a second. When the leaf lands, he jumps on it and holds it down with both his front paws.

‘Well done. Such a hero. That’s another baddy dealt with.’

Once there’s a pile of leaves, Kate stuffs them into a large bin bag. Ozzee carries on chasing and jumping as the occasional leaf tries to escape. In due course, most of the leaves are harvested and bagged up. With the bundles of leaves ready for a trip to the recycling, Kate says, ‘There we are Ozzee, that’ll do. What a triumph. I think I’ll leave the broom out here; it’s sheltered in this corner.’ She props it against the  shed, next to a metal watering can, a large flower pot and an old hoe with a curve in its handle. 

‘Look at that, it looks like a rustic still life doesn’t it? Come on, time for recovery with a cuppa.’ Ozzee skips up the back step ahead of her.

The following day, it’s time for Ozzee to make his evening patrol before bedtime. He nudges his way through the cat flap, takes a few steps and sniffs the air. It’s a crisp sharp evening as he watches the full moon rising just over the roof of the house at the far end of the garden. A good bit of night patrolling is one of Ozzee’s greatest pleasures. 

He visits all his favourite local spots and optimistically crouches and waits, hoping for a passing mouse. When he’s getting a bit nippy, he makes his way back home. He passes the broom which is still propped up against the shed, near the back door. Out of the corner of his eye, he thinks he sees the broom twitch. He jumps sideways and takes up a low action position, ready to pounce. Nothing happens – all is still. Cautiously he starts to walk on, but there’s another twitch of movement from the broom. He jumps up in surprise then dives through the cat flap with a clatter and a crash. He zooms through the kitchen, into the living room and hides behind the sofa.

Kate looks up from the magazine she’s reading when she sees this black streak rushing about and disappearing.

‘Hello Sweetie, who shook your rattle then?’

It’s a minute or so before Ozzee appears, looks around and jumps on to her lap. He wriggles about, making himself comfortable under her protection. Kate gently scratches the top of his head and the purring becomes even stronger than usual.

The next evening, Ozzee is very cautious as he approaches the broom. It’s much darker this night but he can see the broom handle and the silver metal watering can in the gloom. He dashes past them, runs on to the garden and disappears under a hedge. He covers one of his favourite routes in the decreasing light of the evening and is relieved to get back indoors without another threatening action from the broom. 

Kate now lives several miles away from her good friend Susanna, but they stay in close contact. On one of Susanna’s visits, she turns up wearing a bright blue leather jacket, streaks of gold highlights in her brown hair and her latest bits of steampunk jewellery; a necklace and matching earrings of cog wheels, some made of stainless steel and some gold plated.

'Dashing,' says Kate.

'Aren't I just,' replies Susanna, as she walks in with a regal wave of the hand.

She sees Ozzee sitting upright on the window sill, with his front paws together and his toes turned out slightly.

‘Oh, doesn’t he look pretty?’

‘Or perhaps handsome, as he’s a boy,’ responds Kate.

‘Boys can be pretty too. But he’s certainly looking healthy and so bright eyed.’

Kate goes into the kitchen and returns with a bottle of wine and two glasses. She stands motionless when she sees Ozzee is now curled up on Susanna’s lap.

‘Ozzee! You two-faced treacherous little whatnot.’

Susanna, gives Ozzee a hug. ‘I think she’s jealous, Ozzee. He makes such a cosy comforter.’

‘If he’s going to be so disloyal, he might end up sleeping in the shed.’

‘Hear that Ozzee, under the surface, she’s a real monster?’ says Susanna in Ozzee’s ear. ‘I see you’ve got him a scratching post.’

‘Yes. I bought it the other day. He loves it, but it leaves bits of fluff over the carpet. It still doesn’t stop him from scratching the furniture at times when he thinks I’m not watching. Also, quite often he pounds away on my lap with his front paws. It doesn’t hurt but do you know what it’s all about?’

‘Not really, although I think only happy cats do it.’

‘Well he certainly purrs a lot at the same time.’

Later, Kate demonstrates the wonderful game they play with the silver balls. Ozzee is dancing, jumping, running and twisting as he chases and catches them.

‘Hey, this is tremendous,’ says Susanna. ‘Cats go for the movement and these things wiggle about as they roll, and they sparkle. They’re perfect play-things. This is a real success. Have you tried it on the stairs? Let’s give it a go.’

They pick up all the silver foil balls and go into the hall. Kate throws one of them up the stairs and it starts bounce, bounce, bouncing its way down. Ozzee soon gets the idea and grabs the ball. He’s immediately running furiously up and down the stairs chasing one ball after another. Five minutes of this and he sits on the carpet and won’t play any more.

‘He’s worn out. I think more lap-time and wine are needed,’ says Kate. ‘This new variation is sheer genius, Susanna.’

'Have you tried him with the string game?'

'What's that?'

'An essential bit of nonsense for any cat. Get a couple of metres of string or coloured parcel twine and dangle it near Ozzee. He'll start jumping around trying to catch the end. Tease him a little but not too much. He'll have great fun.'

‘I’ll give it a go.’

After some minutes of quiet, Susanna says, ‘Someone was telling me black cats often get abandoned or left behind in the cat rescue places. Apparently they don’t show up well in photos for social media. People want colourful cats. Idiots.’

‘You hear that Ozzee? See how lucky you are? Maybe you should start a club, for the special protection of all black cats.’

Ozzee opens one eye then goes back to his nap.

‘He can tell the time, you know?’

‘How so?’

‘Well, when I’m at home all day, usually much of the weekend, I always have tea approaching four o’clock – I’m dead old-fashioned like that. Ozzee expects it because he knows it means more lap time. So if I’m a bit late, then he sits on the arm of this big chair waiting for me. At bedtime too. I usually go to bed around the same time, especially if I’ve got work the next day. He’ll be in the bedroom waiting for me and we have a nice little chat while I stroke him, and then he’ll push under the bedclothes for a cuddle. He might stay for only a few minutes but sometimes he even falls asleep there.’

Susanna looks at her with a blank expression.

‘Why are you looking at me like that?’

‘Just the vision of you tucked up in bed with a cat. He’s definitely in charge now, isn’t he?’

‘Well, poor little thing; he’s had a traumatic childhood.’

‘For a woman who was reluctant to take on a cat, you’ve soon become a complete softy,’ says Susanna.

‘Rubbish. You’ve no idea how he bullies me. There ought to be a law against it. Actually, he’s very good natured and affectionate.’
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