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  Dedication




  This Book is dedicated to Julia Prosser 1956 – 2013




  The gentlest of souls.




  

  Introduction




  Hello, allow me to introduce myself.





  I am Oscar, a superior living in the home of my Longlegs




  whom I refer to as My ‘The Him’ And ‘The Her’.




  He doesn’t seem to do much but sit with a pen in his hand and




  she drives me scatty with the rodents she brings home. Or she




  has recently anyway.




  Provided they feed me on time I’m very easygoing with them




  both though I do have fun




  Sometimes waking My ‘The Him’ up if he forgets my food or




  even if I just want a hug.




  Welcome to my adventures which I hope you’ll enjoy, and also




  my words of wisdom which I hope you’ll follow.




  Let’s not waste any more time and just get on with the




  book…………..




  Rebuffed




  It was still dark this morning when I decided to wake 'The Him' who lives in my home.




  I could hear a strange and loud purring coming from his place of sleep but it stopped when I jumped on his chest. He sat up in shock and I told him it was time to stroke me as I deserve. He made some strange noise with his mouth and his whiskers quivered but he did stroke me. It was fine for a while but I soon got bored and told him so by biting his hand. He understood and stopped. I did get off his sleeping place in a hurry though in case he barked any more strange noises at me.




  I realised it was time for food and as I can't manage to wake 'The Her' I had to return to the sleeping place of 'The Him', he'd gone back to sleep. How could he, didn't he know I wanted food?




  I jumped onto his chest again and started to explain my tummy was empty. Yet again he sat up and I found myself sliding down his chest to his lap. He purred something and I heard my name mentioned very loudly, but he swung his legs out giving me chance to jump off and lead the way to my dishes. He followed.




  I saw 'The Him' pick up my dishes and take them away . A minute later he brought them back clean and emptied some food into one and water into the other. Water huh, I suppose it will do. He left me to eat in peace. When I'd had enough I went to thank him and all he did was pull his bedding around him. I purred my thanks and left to have a sleep.




  I went to ‘The Her’s' bed. I know she will let me sleep and not disturb me.




  After a little sleep I woke up and stretched as I do. 'The Her' was also waking up. I wished her good light and she stroked me. It was nice, especially when she rubbed inside my ears. I purred at her. I also said "Thank you" even though it was no more than my due, after all we have to show the Longlegs that we have manners.




  She left her sleeping place and I saw her go to my dishes. I saw her take them away again and then return with them clean again. Then I saw her put more food and water in.




  Two first light meals in a day, wonderful. " The Him' was up and had his fur on, she went to him and pointing at my dishes made loud noises at him. Then she returned to me and stroked me. I jumped off her sleeping place and with a purr left to eat my new first light meal.




  Sometimes the Longlegs can be so kind but I think that's because I've trained them well.




  
Oscar gives fair warning.




  I slept much of the night with 'The Her' snuggled up at my side but there's no fighting nature. I could hear the scuttle of animals in the grass outside and wanted to let them know who's territory it was. I stuck my nose in ‘The Her’s’ ear, she wriggled for a moment but just curled up again. Sterner measures were called for, after all 'The Her' is here to serve me. I licked her nose. She jumped and it was so funny but then settled again. Nothing for it but to bite. I wriggled down her sleeping space, found her pad and bit. The blanket came away and the long legs moved. I heard my name and some other muffled noises as by then I'd sought the blanket again.




  The clearway got opened and I was off like a shot. I could see Ginger on the garden wall and I mewed to remind him who's garden I was in and who was King of it. Then just to be sure I laid a few new markings.




  The I heard the rustle again and stood still waiting to hear where it was coming from. What I had not expected was that it was coming from above. At the last moment I ducked as claws from the fliers wings ran across my back. That was so close.




  I prowled for a while but I was shaking, not that I could let Ginger see that, but luckily the flier must have scared him too as the wall was empty.




  Then at the end of the garden I saw him reappear at the gate so I did my best swagger in that direction and marked the wall beside him. Then turning slowly I made my way back towards the open clearway and food.




  Inside I called out to 'The Her' to let her know I was back and went to check my dishes. Empty again, what are they thinking of ? Sometimes the long legs forget to fill it up as soon as I empty it. I shall have to remind them. 'The Him is close and more fun to wake anyway, and much easier. I sauntered through to his room and he wasn't ready to go with me, at least until I jumped up next to him and rested my paws on his head. Maybe it was a mistake to flex my claws at that moment but the blood was his own fault for moving quickly. I didn't expect it. At least he followed me and as I told him off he filled my dish again.




  Time for a sleep I think.




  Later.




  The Long legs were out when I woke up but returned a little later with others. It was rude that they threw their furs off on my sleeping space even though I had moved to go and see if they had food. I wandered around their feet for a few minutes to see if I could attract a stroke or a scratch by my ears...I love that. But they folded themselves up and sat there talking and making funny little hiccuping sounds of pleasure. I know those sounds, they do it when I chase my tail sometimes. Anyway, there was a smaller 'The Him' long legs and I decided to attract his attention. I placed my front paws on his back legs and stretched out, my claws in and out of their sheaths as usual. It was not as though I was sharpening them but he let out such a howl he scared me. He stood and dropped his hand dish on the floor so I chose to take that as a gift of his meat, picked it up and ran. I heard 'The Her' shout my name but guessed she didn't want to stroke me with others there.




  I went under the sleeping platform 'The Her' uses and enjoyed the ham I'd been gifted with. I may just doze under here for a while.




  An Injury




  It's hard to understand the long legs sometimes. Some days they seem to listen to me and other days it's as though I speak a foreign language to them. Sometimes they like the things I do and at other times they don't like anything.




  At light time today I came to my home after a prowl in the dark. ‘The Him’ did not seem glad to open the clearway that lets me out and yet I had given him some head buts to show him he was loved. I know he was in his sleeping place but I was showing I cared wasn't I?




  I came to my home wounded. Ginger had come into my ground and we had fought. A lucky blow from him had opened a wound on my ear. I took it straight to ‘The Her’ to see too but she screamed my name when I jumped up onto the part white fur she had on. I thought the red looked nice on it. She did bathe the ear though for me, but then tricked me into a small space with a catnip treat and locked me in. Then she swung me about and when she opened it again to set me free I was in the home of another Longlegs who had on a white fur.




  




  I sat there as dignified as always while a ‘Him’ in white fur looked at my ear. I showed no fright when he pointed one of his long silver claws at me, but then he dug it into my ear and I forgot my dignity long enough to turn and swipe my claws across his paw to remind him of who I am. His voice roared in my head and ‘The She’ said “Oscar” in a way that said I had done something wrong. See, it's hard to understand them.




  I was pushed back into the small space and again swung about until I was back in my home with my own Longlegs.




  I went and hid behind the long place they rest on and refused to come out.




  After a while I was bored and decided to eat and then allow them to play with me for a while. I am after all most gracious and forgiving.




  Sticky fur day.




  'The Her' was making strange things. There were strange but fun ripping noises as she put a new coat on something and then held the coat on with stickyness*. And she had a strange claw in her hand that she used to cut the new coat and the stickyness. I rubbed up against her hands to make sure my scent was on these things but also to say "I am here, you must stroke me." I managed to get some of the stickyness on my fur and it wasn't fun when she pulled it off so I walked away and left her.*(sellotape) Soon 'The Her' and 'The Him' left through the big clearway carrying whatever was in the new coat and I could hear them making that strange hiccuping sound again. I heard 'The Her' call "Be good Oscar" but what does that mean? I went and lay on her sleeping place for a doze.




  When I woke up the darker time was coming and it was very quiet. I went and had something to eat. There did not seem to be much in my dish so I finished it. Then I went to have a look round my home. The wooden leg of their seating place looked inviting so I sharpened my claws on it in case there were any scuttling things around. One soft thing from a sleeping place had once had flying things there as I found a feather sticking out. Yet when I looked inside after fighting my way in there were no flying things there.




  They must have been scared by me and flown away. Still at least I had all these feathers to show I'd been doing my job.




  It seemed a long time since my long legs had gone away, and now there was no food in my dish at all. It wasn't right, my care should be most important to them. Why weren't they here and there was no open clearway for me to go looking for them.




  On the floor I saw 'The Her’s' removable paws that she wears in my home. It was time to remind her not to leave me for so long and so I widdled in one to show her she's mine.




  Then I heard a rattle and the freeway opened. My 'The Her' and 'The Him' had returned. I told them off because I had no food in my dish and led them to it. "Poor Oscar" I heard him say and watched him put food in my dish again from a shiny thing in his hand. They are clever I have to say.




  I ate my fill and asked for the little clearway to be opened. I always have to show them as well as they don't seem to understand me. I was just leaving when I saw 'The Her'




  taking off her removable paws and start to put the ones on that I had marked for her. As I reached the ground outside and readied myself in hunting mode I heard her voice shout my name and she didn't sound pleased. It is not a good time to return now as I have work ahead of me in the dark time, maybe she will be happy if I bring her a gift later and lay it on her soft thing in her sleeping place?




  Oscar Gives a Gift.




  My prowl through the grass was successful at early light time. I caught a small running thing. I just knew that I wanted to play with it but that I had promised a gift for 'The Her.' I jumped up onto the ledge of the clearway and though my mouth was full I still managed to call out my success. 'The Her' would not wake and so it was only fair that this gift when through to the him, after all I had asked four times in the dark for my head to be scratched and stroked and he had done it. Not for long enough but he had understood my orders. Especially the last one to open the small clearway and allow me out.




  Anyway, I walked into his sleeping space calling loudly to him to prepare for the gift I brought. As I jumped up on his platform he woke and slowly opened his eyes. Wider and wider they went. Such strange faces these long legs can pull. I told him of the gift then realising it would be easier without a full mouth I dropped the gift in his lap and explained it was because of his good service. 'The Him' shouted something which I guess was their way of saying thank you and at that moment the stunned gift woke up and ran.




  These Longlegs can move quickly when they want to. 'The Him' shot off his sleeping place and followed the gift out of the door. Naturally I was close behind. When the gift ran in to the big room with sitting places for the long legs I readied myself to follow and show my prowess again but 'The Him' went in and closed the clearway so I could not follow. I sat where I was left and called out that he had forgotten me. He seemed not to hear and I called louder which made 'The Her' come to see me. She ruffled my ears and opened the clearway but I heard 'The Him' call out to her. Too late I was in.




  'The Him' was looking for the gift behind the long seat which was silly as I could smell it behind the thing that gets hot and has fire. I went to get it and it ran again right over




  'The Her’s' foot. She made a loud noise.




  'The Him' picked me up and placed me in the food place and closed the clearway. I was not happy. Why do they let the gift run away like this and then they pretend to look for it when I could take them straight to it. I heard a squeak and was pleased that 'The Him' had learned some of my skills and caught the small running thing. After a few minutes, when I heard a clearway being opened and closed, my clearway was opened. I checked the place where the smell had last been but it was gone. 'The Him and The Her' must have eaten the gift. I was pleased that my gift had been so well received but why do they not thank me with a few strokes and some food? They seem to be ignoring me apart from some strange looks they send my way. I think this is ingratitude and might not show off my skills again for them. No more gifts until they learn.




  The Postman’s Foot




  I'm not greedy. I'm sure you're far too clever to be taken in by silly rumours that sometimes I wolf my food down too fast. It's just that I get hungry.




  After my period of hunting in the dark-time, I came back through the clearway and found that 'The Her’ and ‘The Him' had filled my dishes with fresh chicken. I was hungry, very hungry, as the hunt had not gone well. I tell you this so that you Longlegs will understand that when I started feeling sick, it was the food's fault and not mine for eating it at speed in case it got away.




  My stomach started rebelling against me and I made the sound of wanting to give the food back. 'The Her' grabbed me round the stomach and ran with me. This did not help at all. ‘The Him’ opened the large clearway and I was ejected unceremoniously. Unfortunately my flight came to an abrupt end as I hit a ‘Him’ who comes daily and puts things through the little hole in the clearway. We were both startled but he more so as my stomach had decided now was a good time to eject it's contents, all over the removable paws of The Daily ‘Him‘.




  I scrambled to gain my footing and shot off to admire the flowers in the garden from inside a large bush, but from where I could hear loud words from the clearway as The Daily ‘Him’ and ‘The Her’ talked. I saw ‘The Him’ come with water stuff and start wiping down the Daily ‘Him's’ back paws.




  Things quieted down a little and The Daily ‘Him’ left, I could hear him talking quiet words all down the path. ‘The Her’ threw water all over the place where the infected food had left me and turned to go inside. I shot in before the clearway was closed against me.




  I did not think the long legs would understand about my illness but I was wrong. As I launched myself onto ‘The Her’s’ sleeping place she came in and offered strokes as I heard her saying "Poor Oscar" and other things I don't understand. I lay back and accepted my due.




  Now all I have to do is hope that Ginger and the others don't hear of my flight or I'll never hear the end of it.




  Sock it to Me One More Time




  I like to sleep on the longlegs sleeping places. Sometimes with them and often without. I also have a sleeping place they gave me which hangs from a warm place and a secret ,quiet place of my own. Or it was secret until today.




  'The Her' was scratching her claws with something that made a lovely sound and I liked the movement. Back and forth, back and forth. I liked it so much that I jumped onto her legs and rubbed my head against her paws so she could stroke me. As she did so I grasped the scratch thing in my mouth and ran. She called after me but not very loudly and I heard that funny hiccuping sound again that they make when happy. I could hear her telling 'The Him' something to make him hiccup too.




  I took the 'borrowed' object to my secret bed but it did not move back and forth for me. It just lay there even though I played with it a lot.




  After a while I rested.




  Later on as I walked through my home I saw something interesting in the small place with a seat. The door was open and near the fountain where I sometimes get a drink was something long and hard with a wonderful smell. The hole where the smell came from was too small to get anything but the very tip of my tongue. It was annoying but I knocked it to the ground to play some more. As I jumped down I landed on it and a long worm ran out of the small hole. I pounced but my claws went straight through it and my paws were covered in the white sticky with a nice smell. I soon tired as it did not play with me and decided to walk away. As I did so it was funny because my paws were left behind wherever I walked and yet they stayed on my feet. I could see them, and I walked in a circle and so did they.




  'The Him' came towards me but he did not hiccup this time. I heard my name in a roar and ran. 'The Him' followed and caught me up with his long legs just as I reached my secret sleeping place. He roared again as he saw where I was and my bed.




  "Socks" he shouted, "My socks" he shouted even louder, and started pulling my bed to pieces, lots of pieces, lots and lots of pieces as I had found that his removable fur for his back paws was very very soft and nice to sleep on so I had 'borrowed' some.




  'The Her' approached to see what was wrong and there were the hiccups I liked again. They were so loud that even 'The Him' had to join in and at last he rubbed my head as I deserved.




  As it is now a good hunting time I will not be telling my stories every day. I hope you will forgive me for this but I must find lots of gifts for my Longlegs.




  The New Girl in Town




  It was light-time and I had been for a walk in the green stuff and to talk to my friends. Ginger was in a good mood and didn't want to fight though he didn't want to talk either so Tiger, Gizmo and I had told our stories of this disappointment we felt in our Longlegs.




  None of them seemed to show the proper gratitude for our hunting skills and for the gifts we brought. Tiger who is the largest amongst us had even brought back a flying hunter that hooted too close to him, to his Longlegs and they had made loud noises at him before shutting him away. They must have eaten it though because it had gone when they let him out again. Typical Longlegs.




  We were joined by Smokie, a new lady who had only just moved to the homes. As she approached I'd heard Ginger start to purr in a 'notice me' kind of way but she ignored him and came to talk. I saw both Tiger's and Gizmo's ears perk up but they pretended not to notice her arrival. They're both quite young and still need to impress. Smokie didn't seem to notice and just asked whose ground we we're on. I said this was a place we could all come without fighting so she relaxed and asked how the hunting was in the dark time. Everyone spoke at once to tell of the time they had done this or nearly done that or what gifts they had won for their own Longlegs. Even Ginger told of the time he had nearly caught a brush tail though I noticed he didn't tell that it was only a cub.




  Smokie looked and sounded impressed for a minute and then started to wet her paw to wash herself.




  "And who lives in the big place" she asked, pointing her nose in the direction of my home. "That's mine" I replied, " would you like to see it?"




  "Love to" she said.




  "Come on then" I told her as I walked away , and yes I swaggered a bit. After all, she hadn't asked the others where they lived.




  I jumped up to the open clearway and told her to follow me, which she did.




  "Welcome" I purred. It's difficult not to be impressed by such a pretty young thing.




  First place I took her was my dishes to offer her some food. She accepted gracefully and by the way she ate I would say gratefully too. Then I showed her the sleeping places of my long legs and told her of the way I liked to wake my 'The Him' at early light to open a clearway. We we're just on our way to the place where my Longlegs sit when the clearway opened and there was my 'The Him' now. I was about to tell Smokie who this was but she had turned and run, I turned back to 'The Him' and he had jumped back at the sight of us. "You scared my friend" I told him and putting out a paw I swiped him. He jumped back another step and fell backwards over the side of his sitting place. As I saw his legs in the air I didn't stop to laugh as I thought maybe I'd gone a little too far. My name was roared and that told me maybe I was right.




  I turned with as much dignity as I could and swaggered off to find Smokie. She had retreated to the open clearway. She explained that she didn't have much trust in Longlegs and with a purr goodbye and thanks she was off. I was not pleased at all that my 'The Him' had spoiled the visit but I purred that she was welcome anytime and turned to get some food.




  After I ate I went back to the sitting place and my 'The Him' was there talking loudly and I know my name was mentioned. I ignored him and jumped up onto the legs of my




  'The Her' and started purring until she scratched me behind the ears and started purring in her own way back at me.




  After a while I might even sit with my 'The Him' and let him stroke me just to show him I'm a forgiving master.




  Funday




  Longlegs are funny things. They have a place where they take their fur off just to wash. They don't use a paw like I do but have water thrown over them like we do if we sing outside too loudly in the dark time. That seems to be the time that Longlegs decide we need to wash like they do.




  Anyway, the clearway to my Longlegs washing place was open, and I like to look around in case there are scuttling things about. I walked in and on the side of their oasis was a little box of those things I see my 'The Her' use sometimes. Funny little sticks with what looks like softwhite on the ends. I like to be sure of things so it was only right that I checked. I reached up and pulled the little box , it jumped off and fell to the floor where the top came off. Lo and behold some of the little sticks jumped out at me. I pounced. I rolled around with one and fought it until the softwhite started to come off. I was right about what it was, but this was fun. I fought until it had all come off and it seemed to be spread all across the floor. There was more on than I thought.




  Just to be sure it wasn't the only one like that I picked a few up in my mouth and headed for another place where it was warmer. In the place with no small clearways between the sleeping places of my Longlegs I fought a few more battles. Each one was fun but soon I had no more sticks left and I was bored. The floor was covered in the softwhite where I had fought so hard, it looked like the outside floor sometimes looks during the long dark times when it is very cold. But it did not chill my paws like that does.




  There was a small clearway open and I wandered towards it when I noticed my 'The Him' coming towards me. Naturally I veered in his direction to rub myself up against him so other superiors like me would know he was mine. He can be so clumsy I'm not always sure I should claim him so openly. Anyway, I decided to be nice and prepared to rub when he tripped over me and landed in the soft white. Just as well I'd placed it there obviously in case he fell. I turned to give him a loving head-butt to let him know I forgave the trip when I heard him take in breath like he does before a roar. It was time I wasn't here. I ran for the clearway and was almost outside when I heard my name being called in a huge voice, "Oscar, what the he..?"




  I spent a delightful time under the Longlegs chariot watching the world go by. I saw Smokey walk past Ginger with her nose and tail in the air, I saw a yappy thing go past pulled on a rope behind a Longlegs, they do not have trust like us to run free. Finally it was time to eat and I could stay here no longer. I got up and walked back to the clearway and jumped up and in. I'm very athletic.




  The softwhite had gone, I guess my 'The Him' had taken it to play with now. I wandered towards my food dish and enjoyed a meal then decided to see if he had stopped roaring now. I found both my Longlegs in their sitting place. I started to walk past 'The Him' but he brought a hand down automatically so I sidled up to let him stroke me. As I walked through his open paw to let the claws run down my back I saw his paw becoming black. It must be something on my back from where I was under the chariot. I decided to say nothing and instead moved over to where 'The Her' was sitting. I heard her make the funny hiccups and she held out a paw to stop me jumping on her knee. "Oh no you don't " she said,"You're for a bath." And before I could stop her she scooped me up and took me to the place of washing where she dropped me in a deep place and rained water on me. I wasn't even singing. Then she put something on me which turned the water to slimy bubbles and rubbed my back. Into the room came 'The Him' with black marks from where he had rubbed his head and started to was his paw in the water raining down on me. I heard him say he didn't understand what had happened and saw my 'The her' point to his face. He looked in the mirror and screamed quietly, but like a brave warrior used some of the water to wash his face. 'The Her' finished with me and turned the water flow off. She wrapped me in something so I couldn't run, it was soft, just like the softwhite I had played with. Then she placed me on her knee and rubbed me.




  "Ah, that's better" I thought, knowing that I was being treated as I deserved. It must have been by way of apology for raining water on me. 'The Him' sat down but his glance at me said he didn't feel like stroking me and so I put my nose in the air to show I was too superior for it to matter. I knew he'd change his mind later as stroking me always seemed to make him feel good.




  Such funny things are Longlegs.




  If it’s Tuesday it Must be Fish




  It was quite late in the light when I roused from a nap and sensed something in the air. Not very much can happen without a superior knowing about it. I left the 'The Her’s'




  sleeping place and went through the open clearway my Longlegs had left before they went out. The other Longlegs was in the place of making food where strange high noises were coming from her mouth.




  It did not take me long to walk to the village and the closer I got the more the sense became a strong smell, and the more the smell came the wetter my mouth became until I had to lick the drool from my lips. But I could not stop to wash now as it was so close.




  The big hard drink smell home appeared. I have heard words like Fursty Ferret used about this place but I have never yet seen a ferret here.




  The main clearways were all shut to me but as I walked round the building I saw a small one was open. It was a tall leap but moments later I was up and through.




  And there it was. In the room where I have seen all the Longlegs drinking as they do from their hand dishes, a long table laden with food. And in the centre a dish with a large salmon fish.




  There were no Longlegs here in this room but I could tell there were some close and could hear the clatter of their dishes being piled together. This feast must be for something special, but maybe it is for us superiors and if so I am lucky to be the first to arrive. It was kind but no more than our due. However, I do not care for eating in public and so chose to take my share there and then. Taking the tail of the salmon fish firmly in my jaws I pulled and it slid beautifully off the table. It took all my strength to jump to the clearway with it dangling behind me, and through again to the light. The salmon fish firmly held between my jaws and trailing between my legs I struggled to reach home again. Back through my own clearway without meeting any of the other superiors , especially Ginger, I took a place beneath the sleeping place of my '' The Her'.




  The feast was delicious but I could not finish it all just then. I ate what I could and jumped onto my 'The Hers' sleeping place where I washed myself and settled to doze.




  My Longlegs came home a little later as the light was moving away. I stirred myself to rub up against their legs in case anyone else had tried to claim them and then allowed them to stroke me. I purred for a long time. I could see 'The Him' keep lifting his nose to the air and sniffing. Though I don't always know the meaning of the words they use I can hear them. 'The Him' was asking if 'The Her' could smell anything unusual. She shook her head.




  Soon I decided it was time to finish my feast and after doing so I was back on the sleeping place keeping myself clean when 'The Her' entered later ready to lie down to sleep.




  As it was cold to her without a good skin she closed my clearway and settled. It was not long before 'The Him' was there saying he could smell something. He looked around the room but saw nothing. He ruffled the fur on my head and said "Goodnight".




  When the light came again a little I decided it was time for a stroll. There were no clearways open so I went to 'The Him', jumped onto his stomach whereupon there was a strange gasp and I stuck my nose in his ear to wake him. He woke ! It was quite sudden and he sat up so quickly he would have dislodged me had I not managed to grip so well with my claws. As I did so he let out a muffled scream and swung his legs off his sleeping place. I released my grip and landed on the floor where I led the way to the clearway. He opened it and without even the hint of a stroke turned and left to go back to his sleeping place moaning something about "four o'clock."




  I jumped back in for a minute and went to rescue the remains of my salmon fish which I easily got outside as only the head remained now. Leaving it where Ginger and the others could find it I returned home for a little catnap.




  As light appeared properly I was disturbed by the sound of voices. My Longlegs were at the large clearway talking to some other Longlegs whom I recognised from the village. The visitors were telling my Longlegs how there had been a party for Mellors, the Longlegs from the garden, in the dark time but that the centrepiece (?) of the display had been taken. This morning they had found the thief still eating it, "a mangy ginger thing" they said, " right down to the head it was eaten."




  They had chased him.




  As I said I don't understand a lot of what the Longlegs say, they talk so fast too. I lost interest and went for a stroll. I found Ginger under the chariot . He was trying to sound relaxed but I could sense a problem and he finally admitted that some Longlegs had chased him. They are strange beings who do that to a superior and I don't understand them.




  I went home and as I entered the clearway I could see 'The Him' walking round with one of those hissing tins in his paw spraying everywhere. I heard him call to 'The Her', "I can still smell fish but I can't find where it's coming from now." I know the word fish but did not show interest as I had eaten fish and didn't want more. Instead I walked through to 'The Her' for a stroke because I am kind. On the chair where 'The Him' sits was a plate. It had one of those funny things with pieces of bread around something. I looked and there was ham, my second favourite meal. I tugged at a corner and the ham slid away from the bread. I took it under the table and was enjoying it when my 'The Him' returned. He picked up his plate, sat down and took a bite. "You forgot to put anything in my sandwich " he said.




  'The Her' who had seen what I had done was making those funny hiccups again that the Longlegs call laughing ,and she was rocking back and forth. I could not go to help her as I wanted to finish my ham. The tears rolled down her face and 'The Him' started as well. As I said, I don't understand my Longlegs very well , but if they keep stroking me I'll keep them.
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