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Foreword
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This book began not as a project, but as a promise.

A promise to remember two small lives—Kefi, the scruffy black dog who walked herself home, and Rosie, the one-eyed cat who watched in silence. They were companions, mischief-makers, guardians of the garden and the mountain. Their stories were never loud, but they lingered: in pawprints, in compost, in moonlight.

I wrote these fragments to honour their memory.  

To preserve the sacred hush they left behind.  

To let the mountain remember.

Each tale is rooted in truth, shaped by love, and softened by time. Some are playful, some reverent, all stitched together by the quiet legacy of two souls who shared one great home.

This is not a book for mass appeal.  

It is a sanctuary in spiral-bound form.  

A covenant between memory and soil.

If you are holding this, thank you for listening.  

May you find warmth in the compost, wisdom in the watcher, and joy in the mischief.

Let the stories remain sacred.  

Let the mountain remember.

—Alison  - 14 October 2025 Aberystwyth, Wales 🐾🐾

🌼 Introduction

Before the fables begin, it feels right to say this plainly:

Kefi and Rosie were real.

Kefi — the scruffy black dog who walked herself home.

Rosie — the one-eyed cat who watched everything with her quiet golden stare.

They lived on this mountain, shaped its days, and left their marks in ways only animals can. These pages begin with their true stories: small moments, everyday rituals, the kind of memories that settle into the soil and stay there.

From those truths, the fables grow.

The imagined tales that follow aren’t inventions so much as extensions – the mountain’s way of continuing their stories, carrying their spirits forward in pawprints, whiskers, and weather. Some pieces are real, some are myth, all are rooted in the companionship we shared.

This little book is simply an introduction.

A doorway into the world they helped build.

A gentle beginning before the larger stories to come.

Let the truth lead you in.

Let the fables carry you onward.
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​Kefi’s Mountain Adventures - Origins
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Kefi was born on the Greek island of Kefalonia. I found her on the second day of my holiday — a small, determined soul doing her best to raise her puppies alone.

She had no shelter, no help, just instinct and grit. 

I contacted a rescue group – usually holiday reps. They came and collected her.

They took Kefi and her puppies in, offering safety where there had been none. When the puppies were weaned, they found homes in Germany. Kefi herself was brought to the UK, where she lived with me for the next 13 years – warm, safe, and happy.

––––––––
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Now she watches the mountain with quiet eyes. Her story continues — in pawprints, in fragments, in the hush between snowflakes.

This is her story: some fragments true, others fables imagined in honour of her gentle nature and everyday rituals on her safe mountain home.



​The Great Escape
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True Story

Kefi arrived from quarantine quiet and unsure, her eyes still carrying the weight of the journey. I drove her home in silence, the car humming like a cradle. When we reached the house, I opened the door.

She bolted.

No hesitation. No backward glance. Just a determined trot into the unknown.

I was in hot pursuit—heart thudding, boots crunching, calling her name like a prayer. I found her on the forestry track above the house, trotting along with ears flopping and a wide grin stretched across her face.

Not a care in the world.

She had claimed the mountain before I could offer it. That was Kefi – sovereign from the start, already home.



​The Sound That Shook Her[image: ]


True Story

We were watching Ghosts of Mars – a late-night film, surround sound humming like distant thunder. The scene shifted. A low rumble began, circling the room like a storm trapped in walls.

Kefi flew across the room. Terrified. No warning. No hesitation. Just pure instinct.

She didn’t bark. She didn’t whimper. She bolted—ears back, eyes wide, body low to the ground.

That’s when I realised: she must have lived through an earthquake on the island. The sound wasn’t fiction to her. It was memory.

And then, years later, the earth moved again.

An earthquake struck the Llyn Peninsula — fifty miles away as the crow flies. I didn’t know what it was at first. Just a low rumble, deep and strange, humming through the cottage walls.

The cottage is built on bedrock, beside old mine workings. I stepped outside to check.

Five feet of the bank opposite had vanished – swallowed by the mineshaft.

The earth had shifted. Quietly. Without warning. And I knew: Kefi had heard this before. Not just once. Not just in film. But in the bones of the land.

​Kefi and the Unseen Cats[image: ]


True story

On the island, when Kefi was raising her puppies, every scrap of food was vital. Survival was a daily ritual. Cats were competitors — swift, silent, and hungry.

There was no room for friendship. Only instinct. So when she arrived in her new home — warm, safe, and fed — there were cats.

She didn’t snarl. She didn’t growl. She didn't chase. She simply ignored them.

As far as Kefi was concerned, cats were invisible. Not enemies. Not friends. Just echoes of a time when survival had no room for softness.
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