
    
      
        


    


[image: K:\G\Gardiner, Jeff\Falco\PRINT\Front Page Splash.jpg]

JEFF GARDINER


PART ONE

Chapter One

My claws stick cleanly into the gnarled trunk; with such a good grip, I bound quickly to the top of the oldest oak tree in the park. I find a good branch and sit. In the darkness, I see colours vividly and sense movements with my whiskers. I can tell where birds and insects have been within the last few hours. They leave a trail: scent mixed with changes in colour and a faint pulse.

Up here, the boughs are thinner but I’ll need them to hold my human weight. A thick, forked branch will cope and I have no fear of falling, even as Luke. I relax, take a deep breath, and grow. Holding on is much harder without claws and I lose my balance once my tail disappears, so I haul myself into position again until I’m precariously balanced on the topmost branches. I manage to squint at the distant lights, wishing my human eyesight was as good as my numen’s.

This tree must stand higher than two houses. It could be a thousand years old. I try to imagine how different the view would have been then.

Trees possess such wisdom and knowledge. It’s awesome. As soon as I brush my cheek against the rough bark, I have an insight into being an ancient solitary giant. I’d felt this connection before. 

‘Bloody hell, it’s cold up here.’ I’m naked in the wind and I become aware of pins and needles in my legs. I look at my hands and examine the stump of my missing finger. It seems so long ago – much more than just a few months.

Luke, imagine yourself as part of the tree, enclosed in leaves and foliage. 

However daft they sound, I follow Guy’s instructions, having done so before with mind-blowing results.

I embrace the tree and use my imagination; tendrils suddenly shoot out from the trunk, wrapping around me. It doesn’t strike me as odd; in fact, I expected it. Leaf buds grow and open in fast motion, covering my nakedness. The sprigs continue winding, sending thickening branches about me like armour until my body is entirely clad in glossy leaves. It feels comfortable and natural. And most importantly, I’m warm.

The countless stars remind me of my insignificance. Gusts of wind press me to one side but I stand firm. The hardest bit is letting go. 

Let the wind grow stronger until you hear the whistling of it in the tree. Then we’ll join its sky dance. Guy’s ‘voice’ is a clear mixture of words and images in my head, quite independent to my own thoughts. 

I close my eyes and prepare for the madness. Sometimes you just have to let go and be crazy.

Now!

I scream. I always scream. It expresses thrill, joy, fear, and absolute freedom. There’s nothing like it. 

At first, you hurl outwards. With a growing panic, you feel yourself plunge downwards, certain you’ll die. Then the wind or a thermal collects you and you have to relax into it. Like swimming. Now I have to trust air currents. Guy tells me the best shapes to make for certain manoeuvres. He guides me towards the rising patches of heat, invisible to my eyes. He can sense streams and uplifts, however small they are. Guy has taught me the pockets and troughs to avoid until we gain the height to rush through the wispy, low clouds. 

On each descent, I can’t hear myself scream, but my throat is dry and aching. It’s lucky Guy’s words are not communicated by sound or I’d die, unable to hear his instructions. I know when Guy is talking to me because they’re not ideas I’ve formed; they flick into my brain as realisations.

Lean back and left. Put out your right arm. Now pull it in.

Each little adjustment makes a big difference. I quickly learn about aerodynamics: airflow, drag, pitch, roll, and yaw. 

After a good soar, swoop, and float, I begin to feel shakily exhausted, but content. 

Now, for the hardest part. The part I haven’t mastered yet.

Find the lake and make the adjustments as you fall. 

And that’s what landing is, really: controlled falling. I don’t have the wings to give me enough stability to stop myself from hurtling down incredibly quickly. 

As long as we hit the water, we’re fine.

We. It’s the first time I’ve been aware of Guy using the word. I’m no longer an individual but two people. How much of me does he share? 

The distraction is welcome until we pass through the cloud cover and I see the ground rushing towards me. No, that’s wrong. I’m the one tumbling out of control – towards it. The lake still looks a long way off. 

Relax. You’re less likely to die if you relax.

It’s not helping. 

Guy has me in the right direction again as the water – an iridescent black with stars reflected in its ripples – gets closer. At the last second, I curl into a ball and smash into the searing coldness. Desperate to breathe, I kick and struggle manically. Down here, it’s completely black so I have no visual clues. My body is numb and I can’t tell if I’m moving in the water, drowning on the bottom, or suspended midway. My first clue that I haven’t died is when I feel my hands break the surface and react to the cold wind. Then my head emerges into the breathable air. I gasp, splutter, and laugh until my stomach squeezes itself into an unbearable cramp. I possess enough energy to doggy-paddle myself to a nearby wooden fishing jetty. My numb hands only just grip the wooden boards and I manage to clamber out. My verdant jumpsuit has fewer leaves on it now and the cold wind easily finds its way through the gaps. I rip it off, shake myself in the frozen winds, and transform into Felis.

Even with fur, it takes a while to feel its benefit as I scamper home, leap onto the fence, the windowsill, through the open window, and finally into my warm bedroom.


Chapter Two

A clicking noise forces me to come to. It’s dark and stifling beneath the duvet and I’m snuggly and warm, all curled up. More noises follow. Footsteps and a voice: my mum.

‘Morning, lovely. It’s Monday. Time to get up.’

Damn. I’d forgotten about school. 

‘You OK, Luke?’

I hear the curtains being pulled open and Mum’s footsteps. I remain woozy – wondering if I’m ill and could blag a day off. I look out from under the duvet, still groggy.

Light suddenly erupts into my eyes and I look up to see Mum’s confused face.

‘What on earth...?’

I hear my dad leave his bedroom in response to Mum’s words. 

‘What’s up, love?’

‘There’s a bloody strange cat in Luke’s bed.’

‘What the...’

‘Where the hell is Luke? Is he downstairs?’

Dad approaches and starts hitting me. I think about changing but in my panic, I can’t. Or don’t. 

‘Get out! Scram! Sod off! Bloody thing.’

I lash out with my claws but miss. Then I snarl and hunch back, unable to think straight.

Mum stares into space.

‘Where’s Luke? Why has he brought a stray cat into the house?’

Dad has no answers.

‘Let’s wait and see. There’s bound to be a rational explanation. Maybe he’s gone out for a walk or something. Perhaps he sneaked out and got drunk with some mates and crashed at someone’s house, the sort of thing I did at his age. Let’s not jump to conclusions. He’s been acting pretty odd recently, going out all the time.’

‘Why couldn’t he have a mobile like everyone else?’ Her voice is beginning to falter. Why the hell can’t I change?

‘Let’s not jump to conclusions.’

‘Do we call the police?’ Mum asks breathlessly. ‘Especially after what happened to Guy.’

‘Don’t be daft. You watch, love. He’ll come sauntering through that front door and say he’s been for a jog or something, and we’ll all be laughing.’ 

Dad hisses at me and I scamper to the corner of the room.

Caught off guard! I’d been too interested in feeling sorry for myself to be aware of movement around me. The deep, guttural growl from the doorway comes from Frisky. He’d finally detected my presence and I’m in his territory. Up to now, I’d avoided him as Felis and had always dreaded this moment. What scares me the most is that I can’t transform into Luke. 

Guy? Are you there? I could really do with some help.

Trust your instincts, Luke.

Frisky stalks forward, eyes wide and mouth open. The noise he makes turns into a hiss. I can’t decide if it’s better to hide behind an object or be out in the open, ready to strike back. I look up to see if my path to the window is clear. I have to escape as quickly as possible. Outside, I can run and he’ll probably give up the chase. In his mind, he just needs me to leave his territory. All the time I’m here, I’m in danger of being hurt... or worse. 

I start backing off in the direction of the unlocked window, but Frisky decides to spring up incredibly high and cut off my route. Whether he does this knowingly or if it’s an unfortunate coincidence isn’t clear. 

Frisky suddenly goes on the offensive, taking a bound towards me while lashing out with his claws. They just miss my cringing head but give him a dominant position, only inches away. His crazy stare unnerves me. I’m close enough to lash out, but he towers over me. I remain flattened against the floor. Part of me doesn’t want to hurt him, but I fear for my life and have to defend myself. 

Getting past him becomes my priority.

He begins the yowling. This is his warning. I return the sound in a higher pitch, and then back off again; this time in the opposite direction, hoping he’ll sense victory and ease off. If I offer no threat he might relent and give me the opportunity to make my escape. But Frisky proves an obstinate foe. 

Instead, I find myself backed into a corner, with Frisky’s eyes even wilder. Then, with no warning, he attacks. The force of his assault knocks me over and he slides in with claws to the fore, grabbing my ear and the top of my head in his jaws, kicking his back legs furiously against my belly. He’s crushing my skull and ripping open my skin. His bite squeezes until my eyes are about to burst. The pain is intense. The relentless tearing at my stomach makes me yowl again – a sound I keep going without taking a breath. It’s hard to think or breathe. I copy Frisky’s ripping motion and dig my claws into the side of his face. This forces him to let go and I nip at his ear. We both fly upwards, still attached to each other, and I manage to flip over and land on top of Frisky. This knocks the wind out of him and affords me a split-second chance to dash for the window. 

With all the strength I have left, I hurl myself at the windowsill, land neatly, and paw open the window. It swings open slightly and I squeeze my head through. Once that’s out, I know my body will follow. The fresh air gives me renewed energy, so I leap straight onto the grass, tumbling slightly, and use the momentum to complete a short dash and stretch up my front claws for the top of the opposite fence. The claws sink in and I scramble my hind legs up to follow. Energy spent, I fall limp, hoping my claws will hold me up. Hissing tells me that Frisky is right behind me, jumping up to grab any part of me. He manages to claw my back leg, making it sting. I haul again. I’m scared my claws will rip out, but I have to keep going. Frisky once again leaps up for my tail when I decide to spray him. 

While he falls back, temporarily blinded, I manage to struggle my way to the top of the fence and, from there, I clamber onto the shed. This gives me a few seconds to get my breath back. My head, belly, and leg all sting. Blood drips from my tummy, matting my fur. I hope that now I’m out of the garden, Frisky might give up. No such luck. 

He appears like magic. Frisky isn’t giving up on me. He looks crazed and I can’t be certain how far he’ll take this. Bleeding or not I have to look after myself. Crouching down, I take what I hope he’ll read as a position of submission. I need him to think he’s beaten me. Then, as he arches his back, I let fly. I scratch his eyes and sink my fangs into his throat. We roll over and over in a deathly embrace, landing with a bump onto the garden lawn. He claws uselessly at me, and I have control. I gnash and this time I taste his blood in my mouth.

Standing astride my foe, I turn wild. I lose any sense of self-control I possessed as a human. I strike him again and again. I tear his windpipe out. Frisky falls limp beneath me; the soil around us smeared red. Fur floats about, settling on us and wafting on the breeze. 

Frisky is dead and I’m in great pain. I have no doubts that he would have killed me. The fury in his eyes had been terrifying. It’s hard to tell which pool of blood is his. All I know is that my wounds hurt like crazy. Everything around me goes out of focus as I lie there, vaguely aware of shouting and movements nearby. I’m encased in a shimmering white haze, before sound and vision slowly fade back to me. 

My limbs and body don’t respond. I can only flick my tail and turn my head.

Above me, I see my dad, his face a mask of lines and his lips tight over his clamped teeth. He’s holding something above his head threateningly. A shovel. My God! He’s going to kill me!

Dad! It’s me!

I know I can’t leap or roll out of the way so I close my eyes and, as calmly as I can, imagine myself as Luke. 

I don’t want to die!

And the miracle happens...

I cringe and snarl in a spasm as my head and body split open to enable me to grow. My limbs lengthen, my chest swells, and my skin stretches, furless and white all over. 

Dad’s eyes bulge as he stands open-mouthed.

Mum comes into view, staring in horror.

‘Luke? Oh my God...’

‘What the hell just happened...?’

‘It’s Luke. He’s hurt.’

‘What the...’

‘Luke? Are you OK? Oh God, please tell me he’s alive!’

‘We need to help him.’

‘Call an ambulance.’

‘We can’t just leave him here...’ Dad is always practical.

He manages to haul me up over his shoulder and lower me onto the sofa. 

‘Get a blanket, some warm water, and towels.’

Mum soon gets to work, dabbing my bleeding skin, sobbing as she does so.

‘I don’t know what the hell is going on, but just hang in there, OK?’

‘What about an ambulance? Shall I still phone them?’ Dad stands back, looking anxious. ‘What exactly do we tell them? If we tell them what happened they’ll chuck us in a loony bin.’

‘I don’t understand it either,’ Mum replies. ‘But he’s breathing and conscious. Perhaps he’ll be all right if we see to him ourselves. I’ll dress the cuts and clean him, then perhaps we can go to the hospital later or tomorrow.’

‘We need to keep a close eye on him.’

‘Course. Perhaps you should clean up the mess in the garden.’

Dad stays where he is, looking dazed.

‘Right. Yeah. You OK here, then?’

Mum nods.

I drift in and out of consciousness. Mum carefully washes my wounds and puts cream and stinging lotions on my cuts. She binds my belly and arms in bandages and puts plasters on my ear and forehead. I must look a right state. 

Aware of my parents’ constant attention, I trust them to look after me. I don’t even have the energy to call on Guy, who seems to have abandoned me. 

I lie on that sofa for nearly two days. My brain remains fuzzy, unable to initiate a conversation or thought. Mum keeps my dressings clean, and I manage to sip some tomato soup through a straw.

Dad strokes my hair at one point. 

‘You gave us a fright, mate. I still can’t believe what happened. Perhaps I’m going mad, except your mum saw it too. Unless we’ve both gone doolally. I think you’ve got a bit of explaining to do, son.’

‘Leave him alone,’ Mum scolds. ‘Let him get his strength back, poor love. I’m sure he’ll tell us when he’s ready.’

I manage a nod and a weak smile.

Dad screws up his face, but seems satisfied as he wanders off.

Mum helps me to wash carefully in the shower. My cuts don’t need stitches, and they are healing quite quickly. Once dried – very gently dabbed with a towel – Mum gets me into my bed, where I stay for another day and night, with constant observations. 

I’m glad you’re feeling stronger.

Guy! I’m glad to ‘hear’ from him again. His silence has started to concern me.  

Where were you? I could’ve done with your help. 

You survived alone. You don’t need help. 

Nothing fazes Guy. He has more faith in me than I do. 

I thought you’d left me, Guy.

I am trying to find my other numen.

Pica?

Not Pica. A different form.

Are you still inside me?

This parasitic relationship we share still spooks me out if I think about it too much. 

For now. But soon you won’t need me all the time. You are growing stronger in many ways. 

It’s comforting to know that Guy is still with me. I think I understand what he means, too. I survived this latest danger alone. Perhaps it’s this independence that Guy is pushing me towards. 

I wake up feeling physically and mentally strong. My mind is made up.

Making my way downstairs, I find Mum and Dad watching the news in the front room. Mum switches off the telly and stands up to give me a hug. 

‘Thank goodness, Luke. You look fit and healthy... sort of. Can I get you some breakfast? Porridge?’

I squeeze her affectionately. She kisses the rough knuckle where my missing finger should be attached. I think it’s her way of showing she even loves my imperfections.

‘I have lots to tell you. I need you to listen without judging me. Just let me speak, even if what I say sounds stupid. In fact, let me show you first. It’s easier than explaining. Are you ready?’

I close my eyes and feel the familiar shiver as I vibrate slightly and fall into Felis. Fur, tail, whiskers, all fours. My pyjamas fall about me and I step out of them towards my gaping parents.

Dad swears loudly.

I jump up onto the sofa and approach Mum, who gingerly puts out her hand to touch my back. When she strokes my head she pulls back my ears, which hurts slightly, but I purr anyway. 

Dad picks me up and turns me around to inspect each part of me, like fruit in a supermarket. 

‘Bloody amazing.’ He finally puts me down on the carpet. ‘Now change back.’

I do.

He whistles and Mum’s staring agog. 

I’m standing naked in front of them. My eyes are unfocused and I’m stumbling over my words.

‘Look, I know it’s unbelievable. It’s mind-blowing. It changes everything you ever believed in the world. But trust me; it’s real. Guy taught me. He used to change, too. He’s still alive but his human body has gone.’

My parents continue to stare silently as I put on my pyjamas.

Dad finds his voice first.

‘It makes no sense.’

I nod. ‘You’re right. It goes against everything you’ve ever thought was real. Trust me, I know.’

Dad still gawps at me, and I’m waiting to see if he dribbles.

‘Are you ready for this? I’ll tell you everything.’


Chapter Three

I go to school because I have to. Everything’s different since Guy came along. My school was damaged in the ‘earthquake’ and I got sent to St Mary’s Academy, which is over-subscribed. Apparently, I’m ‘lucky’ to study there. It’s no different from my old school – the same stuff about reaching targets. But I’ve changed. 

Sometimes I allow things to get a little out of control. I can’t help it. 

During a particularly dull IT lesson, about the thrilling secrets of computer programming – ‘sequence, selection, repetition’ (yippee) – I realise that Viv, my viviparous lizard, has escaped from my coat pocket. 

I’d found her earlier that day as I sat on a wall, eating my apple. I don’t have any friends at St Mary’s, and those who came from my last school avoid me and tell others to do the same. But I don’t care. The lizard had scuttled towards me and onto my leg; a young one, about ten centimetres long. I noticed the tail was partly missing: perhaps bitten off by a bird. The stump had gone gooey. I slipped the lizard into the inside pocket of my blazer, and picked up a few slugs and worms for it to eat. 

Then, in the middle of the IT lesson, I put my hand into the pocket only to find Viv gone. I try not to panic, but look around furtively. She’s most likely to be attracted to the warmth of the computer monitors or screens. I regret bringing her in. Guy doesn’t answer my silent pleas. 

Then mayhem breaks out.

‘Urgh! What the hell’s that?’

Half a dozen girls leap from their chairs, shoving each other to get away.

‘What on earth are you doing?’ shouts the teacher.

‘There’s a bloody snake thing or something!’

‘Urgh! It’s so gross.’

Two girls run out of the classroom and everyone else crowds around, trying to see what the fuss is about. 

‘OK, folks. Calm down. Calm down. Stay in your seats. Let’s not get silly.’ The teacher walks to where the girls had been sitting. ‘Can’t see anything. What exactly am I looking for?’

‘Some sort of animal just ran over the desk, sir.’

‘A snake can’t run ...’

‘Was it a frog?’

‘I didn’t see it properly.’

‘What’s going on...?’

I stand up, shaking my head, and call out.

‘It’s a lizard. It won’t hurt you.’

The teacher looks at me with narrowing eyes. ‘Did you see it?’

I stare back at him. ‘Yes. It’s just a lizard. I’ll catch it and put it outside.’

The teacher nods. ‘Don’t tell me you brought that thing in here, Luke.’

I ignore the question and get down on my hands and knees to find Viv. 

Suddenly, a loud slam makes us all jump. I look up and see that one of the boys – a lad called Ashton – has found a set of textbooks and dropped them on the floor. 

‘You bastard!’ I scream. ‘You stupid bastard!’

‘What’s wrong with you, weirdo? Problem sorted!’ Ashton grins smugly and sits down again.

I run at him and ram the heel of my right hand into the side of his face. He tumbles backwards and over his toppling chair. I feel myself getting pulled backwards and dragged away by the teacher. He screams to one of the pupils to get help from the classroom next door. Before I can see if Viv really is dead, I’m fighting back furiously as I’m held down on the floor while everyone looks on. I give up struggling and try to ignore the pain of the hands pressing on me. Eventually, a member of staff pulls me to my feet and marches me out of the room, while the other pupils laugh and catcall. 

I end up in the Head Teacher’s office. Mr Carline is a skinny man with a whiny voice, who always scratches his chin or rubs his mouth nervously when speaking. 

‘Do you feel you’ve calmed down enough to talk, Luke?’ He peers at me uncertainly, pinching his bottom lip. ‘Your mum should be here soon, so maybe you’ll talk to her.’ 

‘Ashton killed a lizard.’

‘I beg your pardon?’ Mr Carline’s eyes narrow as he rubs the dimpled end of his chin.

‘There was a lizard in the classroom. I offered to catch it and put it outside, but Ashton grabbed a pile of books and killed it. I was angry, so I hit him. He killed the lizard!’

‘Oh, right. I see.’ Mr Carline looks flummoxed. 

‘Shouldn’t we protect wildlife? Isn’t it our responsibility to look after nature and the environment? That’s what we’re always being told by teachers. Or isn’t that important?’

‘Well, yes, Luke. That is important and it’s great to see that you want to protect wildlife at any cost.’ Mr Carline scratches his neck and stares out of the window. ‘However, you have hurt another human being. You don’t seem to consider people worth protecting quite so much.’

‘Humans can look after themselves, sir. We’ve damaged the world so much it’s time to turn things round.’

‘What? At the expense of human rights? Not sure I agree with you there.’

‘Someone’s got to stand up for Mother Nature.’

‘OK, but I also want to stand up for civilisation, decency, and good manners, all of which you seem to have forsaken.’

‘We’re destroying the planet with our selfishness and greed, and by killing animals we share the world with. People are stupid.’

‘Well, can I remind you, Luke, that you are a person – a human – whether you like it or not. Your personal agenda does not justify you hitting another student. Ever.’

‘So what about the lizard, then? It’s dead. Ashton killed it, not me. What’s going to happen to him?’

‘Ashton will be dealt with, but what happens to him is no concern of yours. It’s not your place to tell us what to do.’

It’s obvious I’ll get nowhere. Like all people in positions of power, Mr Carline is convinced he’s right.

I’m forced to sit outside his office for a quarter of an hour until my mum arrives. ‘Oh, Luke, what’s going on?’ Mum sounds exas-perated. Mr Carline starts on the ‘We’re so disappointed with you’ routine. I can’t bear it. It might just make me punch someone else. 

Why can nobody understand what I’m trying to say?

I have little hope of convincing Mr Carline of my innocence. Ashton should be punished. It’s so bloody obvious.

A few minutes later, I’m sitting at the Head’s desk again, next to my mum, who remains strangely quiet. Mr Carline must feel he hasn’t actually got her full support.

‘So, Luke. We understand you’ve had a difficult time recently and we’re glad to have you here at St Mary’s, but there are certain boundaries you must not cross. You stepped over one of those boundaries today and I am compelled to deal with it as fairly as I can. Hitting somebody and using foul language in class would normally result in a temporary suspension, but I’m happy to waive that punishment and, instead, put you on a school action plan.’

He turns to my mum, as if explaining it to me is a complete waste of time. 

‘What that means is that Luke’s teachers will write comments about how he’s getting on in each lesson. From now on I expect his attitude to be perfect, and for him to try his best. At St Mary’s Academy, we expect all students to achieve their potential – and more. I hope Luke won’t be one of those students who ends up letting both himself and his school down.’ He turns back to me. ‘Do you accept the challenge, Luke?’

I shrug.

‘Oh, come on, Luke. You’re better than that,’ my mum finally says, giving me a glare. ‘Mr Carline is offering you a chance and you should be grateful he’s been so tolerant.’

I stare ahead, determined not to blink. 

Mum stands up with a sigh. ‘Thank you for your understanding. I appreciate it, and I’m sure Luke does too, even if he can’t express it in so many words.’

The adults shake hands and Mum leaves the office. I spend the rest of the school day in the isolation unit. Finally, at 4 p.m. I’m released and dawdle home.

As soon as I open the front door, Mum meets me in the hallway.

‘I thought we agreed that you wouldn’t bring unnecessary attention to yourself, Luke.’

‘But that idiot killed my lizard.’ Why is this so difficult for anyone to understand?

‘I thought you said Guy had advised you to keep calm and keep your temper under control.’ Mum had her arms crossed. She and Dad had taken things very well over the last few days. They clearly supported me, even as they continued to adapt to the new reality I’d forced upon them. 

‘Yeah, I know. You’re right. Guy’s right. I’m working on it.’

‘You’ve got to be extra careful. Remember what happened the last time you got really angry?’

‘Yeah, yeah.’

‘Most other people won’t be as understanding as us. I only believed you because you’re my son, and I love and trust you. But others won’t feel the same way. This... power will be misunderstood. You’ll be treated as a loony and sent away if you let on. I hate to think what they’d do to you if you showed them what you could really do. They’d probably cut you up and do experiments –’

‘Ugh! Mum! Thanks for that. And yeah, I know. That’s why I was too scared to tell you and Dad.’

‘It’s still very strange, though. I want to understand what’s happening to my son. How this happened.’


Chapter Four

As Felis, I always feel alive. In fact, being a cat has become more normal than being human. I learn how to extend and retract my claws efficiently; how to listen in different directions and pick up the tiniest signals never before available to my ears. My range of hearing has expanded to very high and low tones. The weirdest thing is how my cat brain interprets sounds with visual images. Then there’s smell and taste. My nose can detect mere traces of scents and odours. Somehow my brain knows whether an animal or human has passed recently or even many hours before. The intensity of the smell becomes apparent, leaving an incredible trail that turns into a visual line curling through the air. Each touch of my padded paw on the ground gives me a whole array of information. 

My whiskers bring an entirely new sensation. This literally is a new sense. Vibrations occur through the air – perhaps electrical energy or waves, constantly changing and broken. The slightest vibration – sound or movement – causes my whiskers to tickle. They must be connected to some kind of extra-sensory organ that reads and interprets these pulses and thrums. Instinctively, I have the image of a man walking a dog to my left. I turn and there they are. The dog smell hits me with a frisson of aggression. My fur raises on my neck and back. My tail flicks up, bushy to make me look bigger. None of this is done consciously. I hide, of course, and the human walks by without realising I’m there. The dog catches a whiff and stops, vaguely intrigued, before being yanked away by his lead. 

And then there are ‘memories’ I’d never previously recalled. I seem to know and picture things I’d never been aware of. Call it instinct or genetic implanting, but there are things I understand now about the planet, geography, the cycles of nature, and about survival I’d never been taught. Baby eels seem to know which directions to follow to return to the exact location of their spawning ground thousands of miles away. Baby cuckoos are not brought up by their own mothers and yet they know how to behave like cuckoos. There must be some kind of pattern that makes us behave in certain ways and be automatically aware of things that we’ve never been taught, or had the chance to copy from others.
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