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Some Serious Comments about the

Saga of a Fat Cat

 


Cute, and oh so true! I have the scars to
prove it. Giggle... cats are awesome, and you've offered some very
helpful advice here. Good job.

Annabel Sheila, writer, Newfoundland,
Canada

 


Delightful, Stan. Love and peace to you,

Regis Auffray, writer, Peace River, AB,
Canada

 


Oh my, a fat cat for dinner sounds
wonderful...

Edd Matlack, writer, Landisville, NJ,
USA

 


Hi Stan, Yep, it's the man's pride! LOL This
sounds like my mother's cat... he thinks he's from Somalia...
hahahaha…

The Bear Paw, writer, Ladysmith, WI, USA

 


Ha Ha Ha this brightened my day. Love it.

George Carroll, writer, NY,  USA
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Our Park

 


“Wuff!” I said politely. One is
expected to act in a civil manner in the most beautiful Park in
town. A sort of heaven, really. Or as close to one as we are likely
to get while still here. Here and now, that is. Many cites have
beautiful parks, but the Mount Royal sets Montreal in a class of
it’s own. They say that from the top you can actually see heaven.
Or the USA, or something.

She was a really beautiful bitch. Golden
retriever, just like me, only she was pure gold. And those eyes!
She turned them away the moment she saw me, but in that single
instant I knew that fate brought us together for a purpose. Things
like this only happen once in a blue moon. And we are not allowed
to walk the Mountain during the night. Figure….

“Wuff-woof!” I repeated adding a hint of
Westmout accent. I didn’t want to be pushy, but, well, I already
told you. The blue moon and all that. I had to take my chances.

And then, as George, my lord and master,
attempted to change the retractable leash from one hand to another,
with a single leap I managed to disappear into the bushes. George
run after me, but, let’s face it, he had no chance. I knew he’d
feel guilty about inadvertently granting me my freedom. Strictly
against the law. Human law. Arff, to the human law. I wasn’t going
to do anyone any harm. I’ve been around.

Anyway, it worked. Pretending that she was
helping George to look for me the almond-eyed beauty took after me.
In no time at all we were half-a-mile away, sitting almost side by
side, on a flat piece of rock. She pretended that she’d found
herself next to me quite by accident. I gave her the once… maybe
the-twice-over. Then I rose elegantly from my haunches and strolled
to the nearest tree. I managed to squeeze out a few drops. For a
moment she ignored me. Then, looking away, she followed my
footsteps. When I first got a whiff of her scent, my head spun.
This was heaven all right.

“We really should go back, you know,” she
said at last.

“What’s your name?” I countered.

Her long eyelashes once again trembled in the
shimmering light, then lowered over her eyes as though examining
her toes. I’d swear her nails have been manicured. “I am called
Brandy,” she wooffed hardly above a whisper. She was so shy it came
out as Blantee. To George it would sound like just another “bwuff”,
but to me it was the sweetest sound I’ve heard since George said
“it’s stake-time!”

But that wasn’t really the point. Fate has a
way of bringing together what was meant to be together.

“I am Cognac!” I said proudly giving my tail
a swashbuckling swing.

“That’s not funny,” she said.

“Really!” I assured her displaying my collar.
“Cognac as in Grand Champagne.”

“I’m just... Brandy,” she yelped softly. She
sounded crestfallen.

“It’s the most beautiful name I’ve ever
heard!” I assured her.

“Really?” This was closer to a plaintive
howl.

Dames are all the same. You throw them a bit
of flattery and they lap it up. I? I need a good-sized bone before
I’ll wag my tail. When I wasn’t picking up dames, that is. But she
was beautiful. I mean, really.

“Really?”

Cripes! I’ve spent so much time with George
lately I clean forgot that we—my species—could read each other’s
thoughts. She must have tuned in on my subliminal stream. There is
another great advantage we have over George and his kind. We can’t
blush. Otherwise... Hey, how come I wasn’t reading her
thoughts?

“Race you to that hill!”

I was right. She’d read my thoughts before I
actually said them and was off before I moved a leg. And what a
runner she was! Why, she hardly touched the ground! She beat me by
half a length. Of course, I would have won if it hadn’t been for
the retractable leash that didn’t quite retract. Anyway, as she
pulled up, I couldn’t stop in time. I bumped into her. Her silken
fur rubbed against my neck. I swear it was an accident.

“Sorry!” I wooffed over my shoulder.

“Are you?”

This dame was hot. Blood rushed to my head,
then drained to the tip of my tail. I felt weak. Like a teenager on
his first date. Then I remembered what my father told me. “Son,”
he’d said. I was only a runt then. “Remember, when you think with
your balls, you can’t read anyone’s thoughts!” Then as now, I
panted in confusion. How come dames are so much cooler than us? We
are supposed to be the strong-silent ones.

Finally I gathered enough courage to look at
her again. This time she did not turn her eyes away. I thought I
detected amusement in her gaze. Her tail was marking time like a
metronome. I wondered if she knew about the problem we, machos,
suffer from. Thinking-wise. I bet we could smell better, though.
Right then, I would have bet my evening Alpo I could smell her
excitement. I was still panting but was ready to propose another
race—you know, just to try and beat her—when we both heard George
talking to someone.

“It is she,” Brandy wooffed softly. She
licked her front paw. She wasn’t even out of breath. Must have done
a lot more running than I.

“She?”

“Jenny. My Lady. I bring her for runs every
Sunday. She’s quite good.”

“You mean you run together every week?”

“Sometimes also in the evening. Mount Royal
is really beautiful around sunset.”

“Every week...? My mind was working overtime.
If Brandy and what’s-her-name come here every Sunday, all I had to
do was to make George take up jogging and I’ll have it made. Holy
Canine! To meet Brandy every week...

“It would be nice, wouldn’t it,” she threw
over her shoulder.

I’ve done it again. She was reading me like
an open book. Then I swallowed hard and took the bull by the horns.
Or something like that.

“Would you consider...”

“Duck!” she let out a silent yelp as she
leapt behind the bushes. I heard her. I heard her silent yelp!

I’ve never seen a duck but I ducked. George
just never went hunting. Before I had a chance to think I followed
her like an obedient puppy. That was not the way it was supposed to
unfold. I was supposed to be the one giving orders. On the other
hand, walking behind her I could smell her tail. I’m not
stupid!

One whiff and I forgave her. For having
faster reactions, I mean.

On the pathway winding its way through the
thick bushy undergrowth, a couple emerged chatting
nineteen-to-a-dozen. You’ve guessed it. George was huffing and
puffing, doing his best to keep up with Jenny, who was prancing
like a ten-year-old. Brandy was right. Jenny must have been running
every week. She was slim, sun-kissed and, for a human, her hair was
quite beautiful. It matched Brandy’s only it was longer, of course.
They didn’t seem that worried about the two of us taking off. For a
moment, I actually felt hurt. George should have worried about me.
I could have gotten lost, or something. I never would, of course,
but he should have worried anyway.

“How do you like her?” Brandy was at my
side.

“Jenny? She’s all right.”

“I think she’s beautiful.”

Not half as beautiful as you… It was too
late. She’d read me again.

“George is damn good looking,” I countered
trying to cover my embarrassment. And anyway, he was my George, and
when I didn’t make life hell for him, I liked him a lot. I mean he
was my best friend.

“He really goes for Jenny,” Brandy didn’t say
it, she just thought it aloud. That’s a different kind of thinking.
It’s thinking with emotions. Such thoughts I could read anytime.
Hormones notwithstanding.

And then it struck me.

George and I have been walking the Mount
Royal on Sundays since early April. He didn’t run, of course, not
my dear George. Don’t get me wrong. He isn’t fat or anything, but
if he were to shed some twenty pounds, it wouldn’t hurt him either.
And now that I think about it, I could swear that I had seen
someone very much like Brandy before, only from a distance. They’d
jogged past us... The problem is that seeing is not the same as
smelling. Try it.

Brandy was busy grooming her legs, her ears
and whatever it is that girls groom in the park. I knew she was
listening. I am a quick study and she’d listened in to my thoughts
before.

“I thought it would do George some good if
they met,” she said meekly. “He could loose a pound or two.”

“He’s just fine the way he is,” I don’t like
being manipulated.

“B-but... but...”

Brandy stretched on the grass, all fours up,
scratching her back. What could a fellow do? She was the most
gorgeous bitch I’ve ever seen. Who cares if George falls for Jenny
or the other way round, as long as they start jogging together. It
wouldn’t do me any harm either. And what if it was Brandy who
thought of it first? So she was beautiful and smart.

Well, I was stronger.

And so was George.

George and I could take care of Brandy and
Jenny in any Park. Even on the Mount Royal, after dark. It may be
illegal, but... when the moon is blue...

“Cognac!” she was looking at me with those
fantastic eyes. “You’ve been dreaming again.” Then she looked
behind her. “They went that way,” she said. “Shouldn’t we follow
them?”

“Of course!” I took over immediately. After
all, someone had to look after George. And Jenny, of course.
Something told me that Brandy would be pretty good at looking after
herself.

“This way,” I said. I was myself again. She
followed two paces behind me.

 


 


They were sitting on the grassy slope
overlooking Pine Avenue. George was still talking; Jenny was still
looking good, her sparkling eyes competing with the shimmering
light filtering between the leaves. She really did have beautiful
hair. Like a bunch of ripe chestnuts caught in early morning
sunshine. Like Brandy’s.

“Have you noticed,” Brandy sounded coy, “that
our car is parked just behind yours?”

“The world is full of coincidences,” I
assured her gravely. I had no idea what Jenny’s car looked
like.

“It certainly is,” Brandy agreed. But she
couldn’t hide the grin that parted her beautiful jaws. And her tail
was again working overtime.

 


“Ah, there you are!”

At long last they both noticed us. We’ve been
sitting behind them stretching our bones for quite a while. Jenny
continued to smile as though sharing some secret thought with
Brandy. George got up and pulled Jenny up.

“See you next Sunday, then,” he said, “if you
promise to take it easy. I really haven’t jogged for years,” he
added.

“And then some...” I detected Brandy’s
emotive thought as she glanced at my George. I gave her a dirty
look but she ignored me. She was now preoccupied with Jenny.
Bitches are like that. They stick together. Look after each other.
Or… just then I caught Brandy’s eye. Would you believe? She was
laughing at me! Her tongue hanging out like there was no
tomorrow….

 


Then Jenny shook George’s hand and we all
made for our respective cars.

As Brandy jumped into the back of Jenny’s
Pontiac, I just detected her emotive thought, this time directed at
Jenny. “I think we got them, don’t you?” she said silently.

Jenny appeared to understand Brandy quite
clearly. “We most certainly have,” she replied, hardly above a
whisper. “We most certainly have.” And she stuck her own tongue at
Brandy. Would you believe it?

I had no idea what the two girls were talking
about, but somehow I began looking forward to next Sunday with
renewed interest.

 


***

 




If you enjoyed the story, the author would
very much appreciate your comments and/or review at

http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/24196

 


 


 


My Cat is Fat

Saga of a Fat Cat

Part One

 


My cat is fat. He swallowed a rat.

He also eats too much for dinner.

If he was a she,

a lot more like me,

He would be both, cuter and thinner.

 


We went to a vet, a doc I’d just met.

He promised to make my cat leaner.

To cut off his—you know…

(that stuff down, below).

He said cat would keep his demeanor.

 


I really can’t blame him; he’s really so
macho.

My dear pet—not the doc I’d just met.

My cat did a flip,

Turned at the hip.

And… the jet got the vet soaking wet.

 


***

 


 


The Ark

 


To tell you the truth, he could have
said something. I mean to us—personally. Or at least mentioned it.
Or told Bart about it. After all these years, that’s the least he
could have done. We’ve been guarding his place for as long as I can
remember. Days, nights, it made no difference to us. And that goes
for all of us: Sue, my brothers, Yin and Yang, and my baby sister,
Babe. Not that Babe is much good at warding off the jackals or
hyenas from the chickens, the ducks and the rest of the livestock,
but she does her best. Sue, my mother, kept vigil over the
household long before my brothers and I took over. Bart, my dad, is
too old now, of course, but he’s given Noah the best years of his
life. And he’d served Lamech, Noah’s father, before him. Dad
doesn’t do anything much any more. He just follows us with his
eyes—when he’s awake, that is. Which is not often.

Now, since Noah got this crazy idea, we
aren’t even sure he’ll take us all with him. Especially dad. I
think that after so many years.... he should. Dad’s earned his
keep. And the rest of us, well, we’re all pretty useful. We look
after him as much as he looks after us. Not like Purr and Whiskers
who just lay about all the time. They wrap themselves into a sort
of large seashell as if they were trying to swallow their own
tails, and wait for the sun to set behind the horizon. But,
somehow, they’re both first when there’s some food around. They
could stay behind, as far as I am concerned. The canine members of
the family should come first. Would Noah leave any of us
behind?

“Pairs,” he’d said. “Just pairs. There simply
isn’t room for more than one pair of every kind.” He keeps
repeating this round and round as if he’d heard it from the Big Dog
in the sky or something.

No one ever questions what Noah says. He’s
the boss. I wonder what he’s going to do with all the bugs. With
the fleas and other bugs that bug me. Just pairs? I wish....

I can’t really blame old Noah. He just woke
up one day with this idea that it’s going to rain. And he doesn’t
mean a shower or two, such as we get during the rainy season. Forty
days and forty nights, he said. I mean really rain. Cats and dogs.
No offence. But he talks as though the sky is about to come down
and drown us all in a flood like you’ve never seen.

Well, I too have visions. I dream of juicy
chunks of meat, of nice, plump rabbits, of occasional slices of
what they’re having for dinner. But rain? Give me a break. What’s
wrong with a bit of rain? At least that would keep the thieves
away. No wonder nobody believes him. And now, with all this
construction, it only gives Yin, Yang, and me extra work. And Babe,
of course. We have to keep all the gaping peasants off the
property. They just sit around and laugh.

“So where’s this deluge you keep telling us
about, Noah?”

Noah just looks sadly away.

They laugh and laugh. Those peasants are not
very nice. And given half a chance, they would steal, I’m sure they
would. There is a lot of valuable timber lying about. And Noah’s
storing dry food and other supplies, too. Dry! That’s a joke.
According to him everything will be pretty wet, pretty soon. As a
matter of fact, the Ark is only half-built and the sky is already
getting darker day by day. Some days we get no more than an hour or
two of sunshine. Not much fun.

Maybe the old man is onto something,
somehow.

 


 


It’s getting dark again, but I think
it’s already evening. Must be. Shem is laying the fire. Shem is a
useful sort of a guy. He’s not very bright, but works hard.
Frankly, I don’t think much of Noah’s sons. They work, they help
him, but they only do it because they’re scared that their father
is right and that they’re really going to get good and wet.

Now, Ham is a different story. He’s cool to
the point of indifference. He doesn’t think, he calculates. He is
dark, swarthy, like his thoughts. He’s no match for Shem
physically, but he sure knows how to calculate the length of timber
to fit the ribs of the ark. I don’t think Noah would do well
without him.

And then there is Japheth. He’s fair, really
handsome, almost like a girl. If you ask me, he’s all-emotions. He
can make a mountain out of a molehill any day. On the other hand,
he’s kinder to us than all of them put together. He is the one who
remembers to make sure Bart always gets his share, even if he’s
late for dinner. I mean dad, not Japheth, although he’s late, too,
sometimes. Probably composing some songs by the river. I think he’s
a poet.

But it’s Noah who keeps us all together. If
Shem, Ham and Japheth are sort of muscle, brain and heart of the
family, Noah is the guide. There is a strange peace about him. No
matter how the peasants pull his leg, about the ark, I mean, he
never loses his cool. He is a very wise man. Wise, calm, and old.
He keeps his family together like Bart keeps us together.

And then there’s Na’amah, the Beautiful,
Noah’s wife. She embodies all Noah’s traits without ever showing
them off in any way. Bart says she’s like Noah’s soul, like his
subconscious, but I don’t really know what that means. Dad tells me
that in humans, subconscious is like instinct with us, dogs. We
just know things even if we don’t quite know how we know. A sort of
sixth sense. The other five I understand. Senses, I mean.

So that’s our family. There are also the
three wives of the three sons, but there is little I can tell you
about them. They sort of cook and giggle and that’s about all.

 


 


Last week we had the topping off
ceremony. That’s when the roof was closed over our heads. And not a
moment too soon. The rain showers were getting longer, and cooler.
My brothers and I were happy there was a large place indoors we
could dry out in. Soon Noah will start collecting the pairs.

The word ‘pairs’ makes me shiver. How can he
talk about pairs when there is dad and mom and Babe and Yin and
Yang? I’ll tell you one thing. If Noah doesn’t take all of us, then
I am not going. Even if he does choose me. But I’m not a pair. I
guess he’ll have to choose a bitch from one of the other families.
I could do it myself but, well, I was just too busy. What, with the
construction and all. And now am I going to be punished for working
so hard? It just doesn’t sound like Noah. On the other hand, he
does keep repeating this ‘pairs’ business. I’m telling you, it
makes me shiver. I suppose I’ll stay and die with my parents. Of
course they’re a pair, but they’re too old to have pups. Not at
their age. Anyway, they gave me life, they will take it. Together.
Like it should be. I hope the Great Dog in the sky will give me
strength.

 


I’ll miss them. I suppose, I’ll miss Na’amah
most. She’s so beautiful. No wonder they call her The Beautiful.
And she’s so kind. She seems to know, in advance, what Noah
wants—like she’s reading his mind. Like Whiskers. Or Purr, for that
matter. I can see the way Noah looks at her. When he sees her,
there are stars in his eyes.... As for me, there is just one thing
that annoys me about her. You’ve guessed it—Purr and Whiskers. When
the two of them, yes, a pair, are not asleep, they keep rubbing
their heads and ears or bodies or whatever it is that cats rub,
against Na’amah’s legs. Or they jump on her lap and just stay
there. As if they owned her. She’s too kind, of course, to throw
them off. I would. Not that I have a lap, exactly, but you know
what I mean. They’re lazy. I told them that once… sort of.

“Have you seen any mice lately?” Purr asked,
licking his foot.

“Or rats?” Whiskers added.

“Or any rodents?” they asked
together.

I just looked at them and thought, “I’ve
never seen you catch anything. Lazy cats, you probably don’t know
how to hunt, anyway.”

“We do it at night, when you’re snoring,”
Whisker purred.

“I don’t snore, funny face,” I barked. She’d
read my thoughts. Cats have this weird habit of reading every one’s
thoughts. I hate that.

“Easy boy!” Purr hissed ever so gently. It’s
funny that. The bigger his tail gets, the softer he hisses. And at
the same time his talons come out by about three inches.

“Birds have talons,” Whiskers meowed. “I have
claws. And anyway, they are not three inches.”

She sounded as if she took the three-inch
thing as a compliment.

“Aaah, forget it,” I said, as softly as I
could. “I’ve got work to do.”

I’m the eldest brother. I had to offer an
example of self-control. And anyway, by the time I swaggered off
they both looked asleep. I hate cats.

 


 


The ark is finished and it’s impressive as
hell. I’ve never, I mean NEVER, seen anything that big. It looks
like a mountain. At least thirty cubits high. Maybe taller. And
three hundred cubits long and fifty cubits wide. That’s like twenty
houses stuck side by side along its length. Probably more. Or fifty
tents. Really. I’ve never seen anything.... I’ve already told you
that. Nobody has ever seen anything that big. Nobody. It takes
forever to run from one end to the other. Babe can’t even make it;
she has to stop and walk.

The storage spaces are full of food and the
first pairs have begun to arrive. Two camels and two monkeys turned
up one morning. The food Noah has is fine for them but what about
the carnivores? What about them? What are they going to eat? After
all, there will probably be lions and tigers, and pumas, and...
Great Dog! I’m a carnivore, aren’t I?

And then, suddenly, it hits me. Noah didn’t
pack any meat because no carnivores are going on board. I look
around.

“On the other hand, cats eat meat too!” I
whisper.

This cheers me up no end. As a matter of
fact, if the water rises to our level, I’m a hell of a lot better
swimmer than either Purr or Whiskers. I might even make it to some
high ground and wait it out. The flood, I mean. I’m so sure about
mom and dad. Distance swimming takes a lot out of you. How can Noah
come up with these stupid rules? How can he?

 


You wouldn’t believe how many pairs there are
in the world. I imagine, thirty or forty? I don’t go around
counting pairs, you know. But there must be hundreds of them. More.
I can’t believe how many. Big and small. How on earth did Noah know
how big the ark needed to be? When this all started, Noah stood on
a large rock and gathered all of us around.

“...every living thing that is of flesh, two
of every sort... they shall be male and female.” That was the first
time that this pair-business came up.

“...birds after their kind,” he said. I bet
Purr and Whiskers loved that. I bet they’ll give those birds a
proper run-around.

“...and cattle after their kind, and every
creeping thing of the ground after their kind, two of every sort...
will keep them alive.”

He must have been talking about those fleas I
told you about. Two of every sort, my foot. Just how many sorts of
fleas are there, anyway? And all the other bugs crawling. I don’t
mind telling you, it gives me the creeps just thinking about them!
They bite, for crying out loud!

That’s about all he’d said before he made the
calculations for the ark. The size I mean.

Hey! Maybe he isn’t taking the lions and
tigers and hyenas after all. Just cattle, birds and bugs. They
wouldn’t be too bad. But if that’s true, then why three hundred
cubits?

Something’s fishy. Then it hits me right
between my eyes. Of course! The carnivores will eat fish! Sometimes
I’m so smart I surprise myself. With water all around us, we can
fish all the time. I mean they can fish. Shem and Ham and
Japheth and their wives. That’s a lot of fish!

Noah must have worked it all out. He might
have missed out on the pairs, but he’s as sharp as the spikes we
use in construction.

 


The pairs just keep coming. The queue’s as
long as the eye can see. For some reason, the carnivores aren’t
eating the herbivores, and even the omnivores are keeping their
fangs to themselves. Noah must have thrown some sort of hex over
them. Behave or stay behind, I suppose. That’s a persuasive
thought. This Noah, I tell you, is some sort of a guy. Whoever gets
close to him, they become calm. I mean, immediately. Serene and
kind. To each other, I mean, no matter how obnoxious they were the
day before. That’s really strange, because Noah’s father, Lamech,
was strong like Ham, but he was wild. He destroyed things. Noah is
probably even stronger, but he builds things instead. Like the
ark.

And what energy Noah has. Bart told me that
Noah’s six hundred years old, but he moves like a young man.
Really. Bart knows a lot of things. Sometimes he gets up at night
and just looks at the sky. I’ve heard people say that Bart howls at
the moon. I know it isn’t so. Bart told me once that he’s invoking
the power of Sirius, a bright star in the Dog Star something or
rather. Constipation I think he called it. The most important star
in the sky, he said.

“A day will come when the sun and Sirius will
dry up the land, after the big water,” he prophesied. Father does
that. He sees the future. Not much of the present, but he’s big on
the future.

 


There isn’t much to do anymore. The loading’s
going to take another day or two, and there’s nothing left for the
peasants to steal. We—Yin, Yang and Babe—are just lying around
having some well-earned time off.

“You’re wrong about this pair business,” Babe
says.

Girls always think they know everything.

“She’s right,” Whiskers pipes up. Of course,
females always stick together. Even cats and dogs. On the other
hand, cats know things dogs don’t. That’s because they can read
your thoughts. But we can smell better.

I wag my tail. I’m listening. I’ve never
hoped so much to be proven wrong. Even by a cat.

“When Boss spoke of pairs, he also said that
he’d take seven and seven of every clean beast, male and female,
but only two, also male and female, of the unclean beasts. The same
goes for the birds. I don’t know what’ll happen to the bugs, the
crawlers, but frankly I don’t care very much.”

Seven and seven. Dad, Sue, Babe, Yin, Yang
and me, that’s . . . that’s...

“Six, oh Great Mathematician,” Whiskers
purrs, with her usual condescending smile.

I’ve never been much good at math, but
there’s no need to be sarcastic. “No offense,” she adds, even more
softly. Maybe she isn’t such a bad sort after all.

“See!” Babe jumps on my back.

“Get off!” She’s so childish. Whenever Babe
is happy she jumps on me when I least expect it.

“I told you, I told you,” she chants dancing
around.

So there’s a chance that we might make it
aboard. But there’s still a problem. We aren’t pairs. Apart from
mom and dad, we’re kin. Not that good for having pups.

 


Dad’s been listening to all this from afar. I
thought he was sleeping. His eyelids were so low, they looked like
they were on his cheeks.

“Gather around,” he rasps. His throat’s
gotten pretty rough from years of barking.

Somehow we all hear him. When Dad speaks, all
listen. He is as smart as any dog in history. Some say he’s as
smart as Noah, but I think that’s pushing it.

“Gather around and listen,” dad repeats.
“I’ll tell you things you don’t know. Even most humans don’t know
what I am going to tell you.”

That does it. Even humans don’t know? I’m
happy when I see Purr and Whiskers advance and lie down in front of
Dad’s nose. First row seats for those two. As always.

“Now listen closely, for these are great
secrets I am going to tell you,” Bart says, his voice gathering
strength as he continues. He must have been a magnificent dog when
he was younger.

“Not all things are as they seem...” he
begins, and suddenly there‘s great silence all around. Even some
birds fly close and gather on outcroppings of rocks. And then
nature stands still. We all forget about the line of animals
waiting close by. We forget about Noah and the ark and the flood.
We listen.

“Things are not always what they appear to
be,” Bart repeats. My head feels funny and I feel nervous. It’s
like he’s only talking to me. Perhaps he is. Maybe the others feel
like it too. Bart has strange powers. He is our Noah, our
guide.

“There are times, when we forget why we are
here. We lose sight of the purpose of life. And, my children, there
is purpose to everything. To every beast and cattle, to every bird
that can fly, to everything that crawls under our feet. There is
nothing that is and shouldn’t be.”

Bart looks around. His smile is as kind as
Na’amah’s. He is as peaceful as Noah himself.

“The essence in every one of us, is but one.
There are no beasts or cattle or creepy-crawly things that are
apart. Neither are there birds nor fish. There is only life that
permeates every one of us and finds different forms of expression.
But it is the single life, the single consciousness that permeates
us all. Whiskers knows that. That is why she can read your
thoughts.”

“But why is it that I cannot read yours,
Sir?” Whiskers asks, nevertheless pleased at being singled out from
all present. Neither my sister nor by brothers would dare to
interrupt when Bart’s speaking.

“Thoughts, little one, are not the essence of
our being. They are generated by our intellect. At least thoughts
that are already translated into words, into symbols of that of
what we are thinking. I do not do that. I speak directly from my
consciousness. From my heart, you might say. The words are only
formed as they leave my mouth.”

Whiskers nods satisfied.

“So you see, that in essence, Noah is not
saving anyone. We are all present in each other. In each one of
us.”

“But the Ark?” I blurt out before I can stop
myself.

“Aah, the ark, my boy. The ark is a symbol. A
symbol of the very thing I am talking about. It is a state of
consciousness in which we are all unified. In which we are all
under the same roof, so to speak.”

He looks at us with great patience. “And the
flood, you might well ask? Well, yes, there will be a flood. At
least, it very much looks like it. Noah is very clever in
predicting the weather. When you’re six hundred years old, you
gather a great deal of experience in such matters.”

“So there will be no...” The words escape
Babe quite unwittingly.

“Yes, there will very likely be a great
flood. And great many species will be in danger of drowning. But
that would not explain why Noah wants seven of each of male and
female, does it?” His ancient jaw drops releasing a little saliva
on his paws. Dad’s very old for a dog. Very old indeed.

Just then I look up and see that the animals
in line have slowed down. They aren’t plodding forward to the ark.
They’re looking over at our little group. Are they trying to hear
what Bart is saying? Who wouldn’t? There’s only one Noah among the
humans, only one Bart among the rest of us.

“Seven, my children, symbolizes fullness, and
fullness implies perfection. When you can neither add nor subtract
anything, that state is a holy state. A state of Wholeness. Do you
understand?”

All of us nod.

“But what about the unclean couples...?” this
is Babe again. She is such a baby.

“The unclean couples are the imperfect
conditions, or those that still need work to become perfect. Don’t
forget, there is nothing without a reason under the great Sirius.
Nothing under the sky.”

Suddenly, I feel tired. I fight it hard, but
can’t resist. I rest my head on my paws and my eyes close. Bart’s
last words, ‘there is nothing without a reason’, still run through
in my head.

I see Noah standing on a hill. His silhouette
shakes and then splits into four parts. One remains on the highest
rock, the others look like his sons. One has no mind or emotions,
just a big hunk of muscle. One looks like he’s trying to understand
something real difficult, his brow all furrowed. And the third
looks kindly at the world around him; he’s warm and friendly. The
next moment Noah shrugs, and all three sons go back into his body.
They’re one again.

As I open my eyes, I see father looking at
me.

“They are all one, my son. We are all of
fourfold nature. There is our true consciousness. There is also the
physical, emotional and the one controlled by our intellect. But we
are all one, in essence.”

I nod knowingly, still not sure if I really
understand. I’m not even sure how he knew what I was thinking.
Everyone else is nodding too. They can’t have had the same dream?
That’s impossible!

“We are all one,” Bart repeats slowly, a
smile playing about his jaws.

Slowly I’m beginning to understand what my
father’s been talking about. There’s only one thing left to settle.
Can I ask? I needed to know that if there really is going to be a
flood, and if only pairs are allowed aboard the ark.

We’ve all been so absorbed in Bart’s words
that not one of us noticed that the long line of pairs has already
disappeared into the body of the ark. Noah’s sons are getting ready
to raise the ramp. I guess we won’t be invited to join them inside.
Neither the clean nor the not so clean.

“The great flood will cleanse the earth, our
lower nature, from misguided concepts. When it is over, we shall
settle atop a mountain, and rejoice in the new earth. And the
mountain's name shall be Ararat. It will be high above all plains.
It shall give us all great perspective on the new life,” Bart says
scratching his ear.

But not for all of us, I think. And then Noah
calls us.

“What is the matter with you all? Can’t you
see that we are ready to raise the ramp?”

“B-b-b-ut, the p-p-pairs....”

“What pairs, silly? You are family. Now come
along. You’ve rested enough!”

Noah actually taking with the dog?

My jaw drops as I look at my father. I have a
strange feeling that he knew all along. Maybe Sue also knew, she
looks very calm. Perhaps we all get calmer as we grow older.

“You see, son, our thoughts are unclean. We
need a good flood to wash them out,” dad says from the corner of
his mouth.

For the very first time I’m sure that I
really understand his words. I understand what it means to be one,
to be family. I run to the ark, happy for the first time in weeks.
Great Dog! What a stupid mutt I was. I wasted so much time worrying
about being left behind.
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