


To
Kirsten Brown,
who loves cats so much
she wanted to take Melissa-Kitty

home from Swiggum’s farm.

And . ..
to the memory of Kitty Tom,
a cool Kansas cat who lived

his life spoiled rotten.
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orpten 7

“I'm sorry, Goofey, but you have to stay in my room tonight,” I
said, bending down to stroke my cat’s motley fur. “Our stepdad’s
off his allergy pills for the weekend.”

Goofey looked up at me. A brown patch of fur colored the gray
around one eye. “Me-e-o-ow.” It was as if he were apologizing for
making my stepdad so miserable.

“Itll be okay, baby,” T whispered. Not having the heart to
tell him Mom’s plan, I softly closed the door. Spending the entire
weekend—every weekend—from now till who knows when locked
away in a room was not something you discuss with your beloved
thirteen-year-old tabby. But it was Mom’s only solution to Uncle
Jack’s reaction to his allergy pills. For now.

Hurrying downstairs, 1 thought about Uncle Jack—no blood
relation—who was once married to my dad’s sister, now in heaven.
The only allergy medicine that worked for him was making him
drowsy. And for an upbeat, fun-loving guy, that was bad news.
Tonight, though, things would be back to normal.

“Party time!” Uncle Jack called, tossing a round pillow at me
as I entered the downstairs family room.

“Hooray!” cheered eight-year-old Stephie.
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Holly’s Heart

“Let’s watch a Meredith home video,” Carrie, my nine-year-
old sister, suggested, pulling out one of our family before Daddy
divorced Mom.

“Forget that,” I said, playfully tugging it away from her.

“Let’s rent Deep Space Invasion,” suggested Mark, my nine-year-
old cousin-turned-stepbrother.

Phil, ten, tossed a baseball cap into the air. “Cool! Let’s gross
everyone out.”

“Yeah, and when we get scared, we’ll crawl into bed with
Mommy and Uncle Jack,” Carrie said. She scooted across the floor
on her stomach, making room for me in front of the TV.

“Think again,” fifteen-year-old Stan said, sprawling on the floor
next to me. It was still weird having four cousins turn into three
stepbrothers and one stepsister overnight. “How 'bout a John Wayne
movie?” Stan suggested.

“Not tonight, pilgrims,” Mom said, snuggling up to Uncle Jack.
I sneaked a glance at them as they kissed. Still enjoying the honey-
moon stage, no doubt.

“So . .. what are we watching?” T asked.

A comical grin sparked mischief in Uncle Jack’s eyes. “You'll
love this one,” he said, popping a DVD into the player.

Everyone cheered when the title came on the screen. But 702
Dalmatians wasn’t exactly the kind of movie I was hoping for.
Especially with Goofey stuck upstairs in my room instead of here
purring next to me.

Halfway through the movie we had intermission. Carrie and
Stephie raced upstairs to their bedroom while Mom and Stan went
to the kitchen to make ice-cream floats.

Thanks to the movie, I missed Goofey more than ever. I trudged
upstairs to my room. When I got there, the door was open!

I scurried around my room, searching the closet and under
my four-poster bed. “Here, kitty, kitty,” I called frantically. Man,
would I be in big trouble if Mom found out Goofey was on the
loose in the house.
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Second-Best Friend

And poor Uncle Jack! He’d been off his medicine since this
morning, hoping for a stupor-free weekend.

Dashing downstairs, I looked everywhere. The living room,
under the dining room table, in the kitchen. Worried, I ran to the
lower level. That's when I saw disaster waiting to happen.

Loaded down with a tray of root beer floats, Mom couldn’t see
that Goofey was right on her heels! As she made her turn to the
round coffee table, my cat leaped onto the sectional.

I crouched behind the sofa as Mom placed the tray of sodas on
the wood surface. Quickly, I tried to grab Goofey before Mom or
Uncle Jack noticed him. But he leaped away, out of my grasp.

Oblivious to Goofey, Uncle Jack munched on popcorn. Then,
reaching for an icy glass of root beer, he took his first drink.
Meanwhile, Goofey—whose slightly torn ear flopped, reminiscent
of his tomcat fight days—padded straight across the top of the
sectional.

Then it happened! Goofey did the unthinkable. He curled him-
self around Uncle Jack’s neck.

My stepdad jumped up. “What on—ah-ah-aw-choo!” He sneezed
once, then twice, then three times! Before I could grab Goofey, he
leaped from Uncle Jack’s shoulders and darted out of the family
room and through the furnace room door.

Mom spun around. “Goofey!” she yelled, casting accusing eyes
at me. “Where is he, Holly?”

“Honest, Mom, I didn’t let him out,” I said.

I fled to the furnace room to look for Goofey. There I found
him crouched on top of a heat duct.

“Please, Goofey,” I pleaded, “come down here. You've caused
enough trouble already.”

He refused to budge. His whiskers twitched as if to say, “I'm
not bothering anyone up here, am I?”

Stan came in just then and saw my predicament. “Here, I'll
get him for you.” He pulled out a stepladder and climbed up, but
when he reached for Goofey, the cat slithered away. “Your cat’s
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Holly’s Heart

wreaking havoc with our family night, little sister,” he said—John
Wayne style, of course.

“You can say that again,” Mom said, peering through the door-
way with Carrie at her side.

“Your cat’s wreaking havoc with—" Stan began again, but
stopped when Mom looked at him cross-eyed.

“Carrie,” I said. “Bring Goofey’s dish down here with some of
his favorite food in it.”

“Okay!” She bounded away, giggling.

Mom sent me a stern look, then left to see how Uncle Jack was
doing. Meanwhile, Stephie, followed by Mark and Phil, squeezed
into the furnace room to watch the excitement.

“I know what'll get him to come down,” Phil said. He rolled
his eyes and howled like a hound dog. “Ah-whooo! Rowf! Rowf!
Rowf!”

“Oh, that’s really gonna help,” Carrie said as she brought in a
dish of tuna-flavored cat food.

Stan took the dish from Carrie and held it up. Sniffing his favorite
meal, Goofey inched out, away from the wall, step by kitty step. Slowly,
Stan slid the dish down the heat duct as I steadied the ladder.

Stan grunted as he leaned forward. Mark made alien faces, Phil
whined softly like a puppy, and Stephie made weird kissy sounds
with her lips.

Closer . . . closer . . . Goofey crept toward the dish.

In a flash, Stan grabbed my cat with his free hand. Frightened,
Goofey spit and hissed. I snatched up the cat dish just as Stan lost
his balance, toppling into a pile of laundry.

And Goofey? He ran for his life!

I chased him upstairs and into my room. And Mom was close
behind. She closed the bedroom door firmly behind her.

I was expecting a full-blown lecture, and she didn’t disappoint
me. “Holly-Heart,” she started in, “this is serious business.” She stood
across the room as I sat huddled with Goofey on my window seat.
Her soft blue eyes squinted slightly. “I think it’s time you found
another home for your cat.”
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Second-Best Friend

I looked up at her, shocked. “But he’s part of our family!”

Mom wasn'’t listening. “The pills make Jack listless. He’s not
himself, and I'm really tired of it.”

I took a deep breath, thinking of Goofey. And of myself. The
purring on my legs rose to a gentle rumble as he relaxed into my
lap. T kissed the top of his head.

Mom sat opposite me on the window seat. “Listen, honey, I
don’t want to make things difficult,” she said. “I know how much
this cat means to you.”

This cat? What a way to refer to the precious bundle of fur who’d
seen me through Daddy’s leaving and the divorce. Who’d been with
me ever since I'd learned to walk . . . and so much more.

“I'm sorry, Holly-Heart.” She touched his drowsy head. “My
decision has nothing to do with how I feel about Goofey.”

“Please, Mom!” T begged. “I'll do anything to keep him here.
I'll even make a place in my closet for him when I'm at school. He
could eat and drink and sleep in my room, even on weekdays. I
promise he’ll never go out unless I carry him.”

Mom made a sad little sighing sound. My speech had tugged
on her heart strings. Perfect!

She stood up to leave. But I could see by her face that I had
lost the argument. “Please don’t do this, Holly,” she said. “I think
it’s best that Goofey leave. I'm sure you can find a home for him
by the end of the weekend.”

“But, Mom—"

“I'm sorry,” she said and headed down the stairs.

I held my beloved cat close. “It’s obvious no one loves you the
way I do,” T whispered in his tattered ear. “We have to find you a
home. One where we can still spend lots of time together.”

Pushing my shoe rack aside in my closet, I arranged a soft bed
of blankets. “You'll be safe and warm here,” I told him.

“Show time,” Stan called to me from downstairs.

“Coming,” I answered. I didn't feel like watching a silly DVD
about pets. But I clumped down the steps anyway, thinking only
of Goofey’s future.
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