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      Why, yes! Very good question. Yes indeed, I’ve had a few cases that proved to be quite frightening, even to a gentleman cat detective, such as myself.

      One case in particular stands out. My tail still puffs when I think of it.

      Please do not misunderstand. I’m not easily frightened, nor am I the type to go looking for proof of the supernatural. I take pride in my sensible approach to solving murder mysteries.

      But there was this one case, this one confounding murder mystery that had me questioning everything I knew about the laws of physics. I am secure enough in my tom-hood to admit that there were moments in which I rose to my tippy toes, every hair on my beautiful coat standing out…

      Oh, dear. On further thought, this story really isn’t appropriate for the youngest fur babies here. Puppies and kittens should always feel safe and secure. It would be best if we waited while you sent your litters to bed. Get those pups in a sleepy pile, and those kittens in their cuddle puddles. We’ll wait.

      All good? Excellent.

      As I was saying, this murder mystery was so frightening I almost forgot about the natural order of things. It all started in the weeks leading up to Halloween.

      One evening, Fidget and I snuck away from our homes in the dark, intent on having a jolly good frolic in old Paul’s pumpkin patch about a mile away. It’s an impressively large wooded property where an annual Halloween event, Hattie’s Haunted Pumpkin Carnival, was to take place the next week. Every year the residents of Bisque attend the carnival for family fun with games, contests, music, and food booths.

      Fidget, a small, lively dog about my size, is a good chum of mine. I try not to give in to his constant desire to roughhouse, but this seemed like the right occasion. And if I’m honest, he brings out the crazed kitten in me.

      Scampering along the suburban streets of Bisque, we saw adorably small pockets of fog floating on the neighbor’s front yards, as if blessing the Halloween decorations lovingly set up there. I loved this time of year! Excited about our secret outing, I hadn’t a worry on my mind.

      Little did I anticipate what was about to happen.

      A mile away, we ignored the human roads and took a shortcut through the woods at the south edge of old Paul’s property. Following the scent of pumpkins, we headed north, which was on a slight decline. Nothing too steep, but it made the journey easier. The urge for carefree speed hit us, and we went tearing through the trees and shrubs, rollicking through dry crunchy leaves in the dark. We tackled one another into the dirt, as one does, to see who could arrive at the field of pumpkins first.

      There were pockets of fog here too, but larger, and thicker. Our coats grew damp and uncomfortable, but we were almost there. No turning back now.

      But first, I stopped. “Feel like a good shake? We’re positively dewy.”

      After shaking his coat, Fidget looked at me in question. “Aren’t you going to shake?”

      I could barely contain my laughter. “I was waiting for you to go first.” With that, I shook vigorously, drops flying into Fidget’s face. Then I ran off!

      “Hey!” His eyes were wild with fun. “Come back here!”

      Our merry chase took us further, and deeper, into the woods. We noticed the fog had now filled in all the empty spaces, like a hungry shadow swelling to envelop the world around us. This forced us to slow down and carefully pick our way through the dark.

      By this point in our journey, I’d expected to see the lights of the pumpkin patch in the distance. Based on the scent of pumpkins that we’d been following, I was fairly certain we were going the right way. But where were the lights? Something was wrong.

      Fidget came to a stop. His constantly wagging tail was not wagging at all. “I can’t see enough to go any further. I can’t even see enough to go home.” He sighed. “I don’t understand. We were supposed to see the lights by now.”

      “It does seem odd. I heard my humans saying the patch lights stay on at least until after midnight.” Sitting next to Fidget, I nudged him with my nose. “I can get us back. Do you want to go home?”

      I left out the unspoken part. The part about cats having much better night vision than dogs. Dogs may see better in the dark than humans, but a cat’s night vision is superior.

      He seemed to consider for a moment. “Well … could you get us to the lights instead? Once we have the pumpkin patch lights it’ll be fun again.”

      We’d already had a great deal of fun on the journey, and I hadn’t counted on so much fog. I wouldn’t have minded going home at this point, but I couldn’t bear to see him so disappointed. “Absolutely, I will get us to the lights!”

      He wagged his tail as I positioned myself right next to him so he could feel me walking, and we set out again.

      We lost the merry crunch of the fall leaves. The dried leaves had grown quieter, softer, fading away as if dying again. Dank, they were now reaching out to cling to me as we passed their moist graves.

      The edges of the tree trunks were now murky and uncertain. Even the shrubs and ferns had melded into one continuous black shroud covering the ground, having succumbed to the hungry fog.

      In the distance I heard a faint angry hissing, off and on. No other sound that might identify whether it was a cat or raccoon, or some other creature. But something about it sounded wrong. I couldn’t say why that was. The wrongness of it felt creepy and unnerved me.

      Then the scent of pumpkins slowly faded out, as if dissipated into the air around us. Following a scent was the most natural thing for a dog or a cat to do. But … the pumpkin scent. Gone. Just like that! Neither of us had ever encountered the effect of fog on scent before.

      I came to a stop. “I’ve lost the scent of pumpkin. Do you have it?”

      “No.” He put his nose to the ground. “How are we supposed to find the pumpkin patch if we can’t smell it?”

      “And there’s the issue of the lights. We wouldn’t need the scent if we could see where the lights are in the distance … wait!” I sniffed the air. “I just picked up the scent of hay bales!”

      “Me too!”

      Knowing that Paul stacked fresh hay bales for children to climb during the Halloween season, we used that scent to gauge which way to go. Relieved, we traveled toward the hay bales, strong and sweet. But it only lasted minutes.

      “Sir Percival? I can’t smell the hay bales anymore. Can you?”

      “It comes and goes. I’m more worried about the lights.”

      I wasn’t telling him everything. I wanted to keep his spirits up, but my night vision was now on full throttle. It was a challenge to see much of anything clearly.

      I tried to hide the fact that I was anxious to get us out of this predicament, where our senses were failing us. Even my hearing was not trustworthy. I was hearing all sorts of things scuttle about in the bushes, but I couldn’t say for sure whether it was on the left or the right. Overhead, what was likely a raven, erupted into a startled cry then cut off. It sounded everywhere at once. I’d heard of birds fussing with each other over where to roost for the night, but this sounded different.

      Finally, we pushed through a tight line of shrubbery, going downhill a bit, until bursting out from its skinny-fingered grip, twigs snapping, bits of my lush fur left behind. We all but tumbled through, glad to be away from their reach. But I slowly came to a halt, blinking as the realization sunk in.

      “Fidget!“ Urgently snapping out a paw, I clawed into his fur to keep him from moving. “Stay put.”

      “What is it?” He sounded frightened. “What’s wrong?”

      “I can’t see.”

      He held still as I shook my head in an effort to see something. Anything.

      My night vision was gone.

      Aging trees creaked rhythmically in the breeze. Their sound seemed to float around us, as if the trees themselves moved their location.

      I gazed pointlessly overhead, unable to distinguish any treetops from the night sky. Even the stars were smothered. It was all one black canvas. We’d been plunged into a dark, empty world.

      I’ve heard my humans say that fog is just a cloud on the ground. Nothing to fear, really. At least, that’s what I kept telling myself. I confess I felt fear in that moment. With my sense of smell failing me, my hearing deceiving me, and my night vision gone, I’d completely lost my bearings.

      I heard a soft whine from Fidget next to me. “What do we do now?”

      “I don’t know yet, dear friend. I have to think.”

      “For what it’s worth, your eyesight is not to blame.”

      “Why on earth would you say that?”

      “Your eyes aren’t glowing. I’ve seen them glow many times at night. But they aren’t glowing now. That means there really is no light here.”

      “That’s … oddly comforting. I’m just so sorry I’ve let you down.”

      “Don’t be silly. It was my idea to⁠—”

      Just then, the deep, mournful hooting of a great horned owl slow-danced on the black breeze, moaning old stories of an ancient food chain, rarely broken. By instinct we froze. We were both right on the cusp of being too big for an owl to snatch up. But if he were big enough, or hungry enough, he might try.

      The scent of fresh meat and blood wafted by. The raven. So that’s what happened.

      We held still, our instinct of silence preserving us. For now.

      I had to figure out what to do! All I knew was that I had to prepare for a fight. My eyes wide in the dark, I silently extended my claws. Every hair stood on end and my heart pounded in my chest … waiting. An owl’s night vision is superior to a cat’s, so he clearly had an advantage. All I could do was strain to hear the flap of a wing, or feel the air stir in its descent. I’d strike lightning fast. I would not let him take Fidget.

      That’s when a woman let out a blood-curdling scream, somewhere out in the woods.
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      We jerked for a split second, then remained frozen. Caught off guard as to what to do, I couldn’t tell which direction the scream came from. With my vision gone, I couldn’t even run to help her without slamming my head into a tree. And then there’d be the matter of losing Fidget in the dark, plus giving away our presence to the owl.

      Laughter from the owl overhead broke through my panic. “You two are a sight! Don’t you know the mating call of a red fox when you hear it? That wasn’t a human, that was a red fox. It’s date night.”

      The scream repeated, identical to the first scream.

      Okay, got that one wrong. But the owl might be using this to take us off guard.

      With a menacing growl, I let him imagine what I’d do to him if he dared try anything. “Pass us by, Owl,” I hissed. “We won’t be easy eating tonight.”

      “Are you kidding me? You think I want to break my back on you clowns? You should take it easy on the kibble there, fella.”

      I blinked. “I beg your pardon? Did you just fat-shame me?”

      Fidget excitedly nudged me. “I see a light!”

      “Listen here, bird brain, I’ll have you know I am a stunning specimen of my species.

      “I’m stunned, all right. Stunned at how annoying you’ve been all night.”

      “Sir Percival, I think it’s a flashlight moving around over there!”

      “Not now Fidget!” I kept my attention on the owl, though I didn’t actually know where he was. “He might still try something.”

      “Oh, take it easy,” said the owl. “The remains of my dinner are on the other side of the oak tree, if you could see it. But you can’t, can you?” He laughed again.

      “I didn’t know owls were so rude.”

      “Yeah? Well I didn’t know cats were so stupid. I’m trying to tell you I’m sated. You’re welcome.”

      That’s when the flashlight drew closer. My hungry eyes absorbed what little light that was coming from that minor source. Part of my night vision returned. It was still dark everywhere, but I could at least see the outline of trees again. The dark mass on a branch overhead must’ve been the owl. I had to admit he’d broken the element of surprise that gives owls their advantage. So I supposed he was telling the truth. He was not hunting us. At least not this time.

      And the hay bales! I could just make them out from here. We’d arrived at the edge of the pumpkin patch and not known it.

      With a sigh, the owl muttered, “You’ve forgotten who you are.”

      I didn’t quite know how to answer that. “What are you talking about?”

      “You domesticated types. Living your warm, well-fed, pampered little lives with your humans for so long, you’ve forgotten who you are. You don’t know enough to avoid traveling in the fog, you don’t know the woods are dangerous, you didn’t even know the mating call of a red fox is not a human screaming.”

      The increasing light grabbed my attention. The flashlight bobbing all about told me someone had come outside, perhaps to investigate why the lights weren’t working. I didn’t know Paul, the owner of the pumpkin patch, but I guessed that’s who this was.

      I could hear him mumbling to himself. He sounded irritated, probably because he had to come out in the dark to fix something. He was carrying what looked like a toolbox. There was a faint muffled clatter of tools as he aimed his flashlight on the power generator to get to work. He opened a door on the side, pointed his flashlight inside, and reached in.

      A fierce crackle, like a dried old tree snapping, deep and loud, echoed throughout the woods. The high-pitched notes of shattering glass pierced the night as several light bulbs exploded. Within a split-second Paul’s black silhouette froze against a bright white light before the flash went out.

      A muffled thump told me his body hit the ground, while a scent hit my nose that filled me with dread. Burnt flesh.

      Suddenly the remaining lights that were draped in trees and encircled the pumpkin field, sprang to life in an ugly glare, flashing, fading, returning, then finally settling into a soft light, twinkling in the branches. More lights came to life in the distance at the north end, filling the entire pumpkin patch, carnival grounds, and beyond with magic. He’d designed it to look like an autumn fairy wonderland.

      A sadness welled up in me. Such beauty didn’t belong at the scene of a tragic accident.

      The three of us didn’t move, taking in the scene.

      Fidget’s broken-hearted whine broke the silence. “That must’ve been Paul.”

      I snapped out of it, returning to my responsibility, and blocked Fidget with my body. He was barely full-grown, still quite young. I needed to keep him away from the scene and get him home. The humans would know how best to deal with electricity, and poor old Paul’s body.

      The owl flew to the top of the hay bales, surveying the body down on the ground. His head turned at a disturbingly odd angle, staring us down with his enormous eyes. “You don’t even know that humans are the most dangerous animal on the planet.”

      With that, he flew off.

      Hours later, we were back home. I’d made sure Fidget scratched at his door until Sandy, his dog mom, let him in. I could faintly hear her softly scolding him for escaping.

      As for myself, getting back in the house involves the small window at the top of our laundry room. Once inside, I wandered into the living room.

      I found my cat mom, Brook, on the couch watching television. They think of it as human TV, which I find adorable. But it’s actually kitty TV. When I’m at Fidget’s house, we watch puppy TV. I’m not sure how to explain that. It’s instinctual, and all fur babies understand.

      But at the moment I wasn’t interested in kitty TV. Unless, of course, it was about the cheetah. She’s my dream girl who takes my breath away, and I hope to meet her someday. But it’s probably best she not see me when I’m feeling so sad.

      “Well, there you are!” Brook pulled me into her arms, hugging me as she rubbed her chin on the top of my head. I love that!

      “Why is your coat damp?” she asked. “You rolled around in the sink again, didn’t you?”

      “Uh, yes. Yes, that’s it,” I meowed. I never have to explain things to them. They’re always happy to invent an answer that makes sense to them.

      Looking toward the kitchen, she called, “Theo, Sir Percival finally came out of hiding. Do you still want to give him that snack you had for him?”

      Theo came into the room carrying a big bowl of popcorn. I could smell the butter. “No, it was only a bit of tuna that dropped to the floor. I already cleaned it up.”

      I didn’t care about a snack right now, anyway. As Brook stroked my coat, I settled myself into the calming place that I craved. Knowing what had happened to Paul tonight shook me, and I wanted to stay close to my humans. I was lucky to have them, no matter what that rude owl said about it.

      Theo sat down on the couch, placing the popcorn bowl on the small table in front of the couch. He pulled out the usual kernel of popcorn for me, setting it on the little table. But tonight I didn’t even move to sniff it.

      “Wow,” said Theo. “I guess he’s not in the mood.”

      I stood from Brook’s lap and went into Theo’s lap next. I love them both and often wish I could be in both laps at the same time. It’s complicated.

      Theo doesn’t put his chin on my head, but he has big hands and strokes my coat forward and backward. It helps me feel myself again. But being a cat, I then returned to Brook’s lap, because cats are experts on the social dynamics of the couch.

      Brook reached for a pamphlet on the table, decorated with little pumpkins all over it. She held it in one hand while she petted me with the other. Looking it over, she bit her lower lip. “There’s got to be something we could do to help.”

      Theo crunched his popcorn, watching the TV where humans knocked each other down over a ball. Why they all wanted to have that specific ball was beyond me. You’d think they could come to an agreement. “Help with what?”

      “With this.” She waved the pamphlet. “The annual Hattie’s Haunted Pumpkin Carnival. The owner, Paul, says the pumpkins have had a lot of frostbite this year, so he won’t have many pumpkins for sale. But he wants everyone to come enjoy the carnival anyway.”

      “Frostbite,” he shook his head. “That means crop damage. That’s bad news.” Theo munched on his popcorn, staring at the TV, looking deep in thought. “You know, I just heard some other news about that pumpkin patch, but it wasn’t about the pumpkins. It was a land dispute.”

      “Whoa. I haven’t heard this. What’s happened?”

      “The neighbor on the north side of Paul’s property thinks Paul encroached on his land.”

      Brook squinted in thought. “Wouldn’t that be Otto?”

      “Yeah, I think so.”

      “Who told you this?”

      “Kevin. Busiest handyman in Bisque.”

      “I guess a handyman hears a lot when he’s in demand.” Brook reached into the popcorn bowl, delicately pulling out a few kernels. “Paul’s sure having a hard year.” She hung on to the popcorn, thinking. “We could offset some of his losses. Or at least help him to break even. Wouldn’t you want him to keep the pumpkin patch going for next year?” She ate her popcorn, waiting for his reaction.

      Theo’s fist of popcorn lowered in resignation. “Did I just get volunteered for something?”

      Brook had her coy smile on. Yup. In her mind, it was already decided.

      “I’m calling Sandy.” She picked up her cell phone from the small table, poked at it, and put the phone to her ear. “Sandy, hey, yeah … oh you saw it? That’s what I was calling about. Yes!” She laughed. “It’s like you’re reading my mind. Between the two of us we could put this together quick. I’ll call you in the morning and we can brainstorm.” She put her phone down, then leaned back on the couch, sighing with a smile.

      I couldn’t be silent any longer, and stood to bump Brook’s chin with my head. “I’m afraid I have bad news that may dampen your plans. Paul was electrocuted tonight. I can’t tell you how I know, but trust me, he’s dead. Quite toasted, I’m afraid.”

      Brook began smoothing my whiskers back. It’s lovely, really. But I didn’t think I was getting through to her. I turned my head to Theo and meowed.

      Brook giggled. “Sir Percival is trying to tell us something.”

      I meowed again. “It doesn’t matter if you pull a crew together. Paul is lying in his pumpkin field right now. He’s rather pot roast at the moment. Overdone. Crispy edges, and all that.”

      Even if they didn’t understand (they’ve always been a bit slow if I’m honest) I knew they would find out soon enough.

      But I couldn’t get the owl’s words out of my head. Why did he choose that moment to say humans were the most dangerous animal on the planet? It didn’t seem appropriate to say that right after a tragic accident.

      I mean … Paul’s death was an accident.

      Wasn’t it?
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