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 My name is Chip Miller. I‟m a very tenacious, streamlined, 

beautiful, athletic North American Shorthair.  

 You‟re probably wondering what the heck a North American 

Shorthair is. Well, I‟ve got Canadian blood in me, but I‟ve 

spent much time in the U.S. Therefore, I consider myself a North 

American Shorthair.   

 I live in Green Town, California, a beautiful little town 

with a population of ten thousand, not including the companion 

animals therein.  

 My „pretend parents‟ are Bassam Imam and his fleshy android 

wife Linda Strathmore. I forced ... I mean I convinced my 

pretend father to secretly purchase a fleshy android to be his 

wife and also to be my beloved pretend mother.  

 I wasn‟t trying to be a tyrannical kitty of sorts, but I 

wanted to have the ability to shut my mother off, for good if 
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necessary. That is, if she ever became a nuisance for my father 

or me.  

 Fleshy androids can be pre-programmed. My pretend father 

threw a fit at first, saying that he wanted a „real life wife‟ 

rather than a fleshy android. Also, he‟d explained to me the 

horrible complications and problems that can occur from this 

kind of an arrangement.  

 Initially, what‟d happened was that my pretend father and I 

agreed that his first wife would be a fleshy android. However, 

if for any purpose she was turned off for good or destroyed his 

second wife would be his for the choosing.  

 The three of us lived in a beautiful white mansion, 

containing a perfectly mowed shiny green lawn, a three car 

garage a swimming pool in the back, a patio, ten bedrooms, a 

game room, two kitchens, two study rooms and more. Furthermore, 

we had three satellite televisions; seventy inch HD.  

 The food we ate was superb. Absolutely nothing could beat 

my pretend parents‟ cooking. They did their research very well, 

reading home economics books and cookbooks.  

 As for me I always had a special taste for the well-known 

foods and drinks. Fancy foods were certainly a delicacy but to 

be eaten on occasion only.  

 My father and I had moved from Arizona a few months 

earlier. The Green Town Park was always a nice place to visit. 

It contained artificial ponds, beautiful grass and trees, 

wildlife, and much more. Water fountains were scattered 

throughout the park in case anyone needed to drink. In addition, 

several snack bars and a dining hall were open 24 hours a day.  

 Green Town didn‟t have the high crime problems of many 

cities and towns in California. I was thankful to be in Green 

Town.  

 My father and I managed to bring along our special copying 

machine. This machine had the capability to print any currency 

in any denomination. And unbelievably, the bills looked exactly 

like the real thing.  

 In effect, our pretend family was in the millionaire 

category indefinitely, barring an unforeseen catastrophe.  

 But now, let me get to specifics about my life and that of 

my pretend parents.  

 Every day of our lives was very exciting indeed. However, 

some days stood out like sore thumbs. To tell you the truth, a 

fear in my head would prick at me every so often. It was a 

question, „when was this beautifully sheltered life coming to an 

end‟? I inherently knew that regardless of how much money we 

had, every family and pretend family undergoes trials and 

tribulations of sorts. Life‟s not a joke. It‟s full of ups and 

downs for everyone, including cats.  
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 On a beautiful Saturday morning, at 7:00 A.M., I decided to 

go to my personal playground. It was located on the opposite 

side of our three car garage.  

 I played with my toys, did pull-ups on the monkey bars and 

horsed around until 7:45 A.M. until something quite unusual 

caught my eye.  

 Someone slowly drove his dark van through our street a 

total of five times. Each time it appeared that the driver was 

eyeing someone or something. I wasn‟t sure if he was trying to 

break into one of the mansions on our block, steal an article 

from a yard or snatch a human or animal and then drive off 

really fast. Either way, I placed myself on high alert.  

 On the fifth round the driver pulled over right in front of 

our neighbour‟s mansion. The Martin‟s were a retired elderly 

couple. Both had once been stock brokers who‟d made it big. They 

were set for life. But unfortunately for them they were in their 

eighties. Not much to do at that age even as a multi 

millionaire.   

 I stopped horsing around, and then slowly crept towards the 

dark van but halted at the peripheral of our lawn. I squatted 

down, zoomed in on the dark van and extended my claws and bared 

my teeth.  

 I was ready for combat. So much so I could almost feel my 

blood boiling.  

 Then, out came a hefty pot-bellied man, over six feet tall. 

He was carrying a tool case in his right hand and a wrench in 

his left.  

 The hefty man was wearing blue overalls, a flannel shirt, 

jeans and steel workman boots.  

 His hair was greasy and predominately gray but still 

contained about 30 percent black hair. Beads of sweat dribbled 

down the sides of his head.  

 The hefty man could never have won a beauty contest. In 

fact, I instantly took him for a criminal. But as he approached 

Terrence, the Martins‟ sleeping Beagle whom I admired so much, I 

came to the conclusion that the hefty man was a buncher. A 

buncher is a low-life thug-criminal who snatches companion 

animals and then sells them.  

 I made up my mind to attack the hefty man, choosing the 

Bengal Tiger method of attack.  

 Bengal Tigers prefer to attack from the behind. They prefer 

not to see the victim‟s face. It made no difference to me, 

however, as I only took it as a preferred strategy against an 

armed man.  

 I readied myself to run across the street, enter the 

Martin‟s yard and then leap onto my target‟s neck then take him 
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down really hard. My objective was to knock him out cold, not 

maim or kill him.  

 It would‟ve been an honour and a joy to take down a human 

being. I‟d done it before and I was looking forward to doing it 

again. I don‟t hate all humans, just the bad ones.  

 After he was out cold I‟d run back home and tell my pretend 

parents to call the police. It appeared that simple. But then, 

my plan collapsed like a deck of cards.  

 “Chip, what are you doing? Why are you crouched down like 

that? Wait, you‟re intending to attack that man across the 

street, right?” 

 “Dad, please be quiet! I‟ve formed a fool-proof attack 

plan.” 

 Chip, I‟m ordering you to turn around and come into our 

home. I‟m your pretend father, so you can‟t argue or disobey 

me.” 

 I turned around and then grudgingly galloped back into our 

mansion with my father at my tail. Meanwhile, I was pissed off 

as hell.  

 “Chip, go wash up so we can have breakfast together. Mom‟s 

waiting for us. She‟s starving.  

 Mom has prepared a delightful breakfast including but 

certainly not limited to your favourite entries ... French toast 

swimming in syrup with a large dab of margarine on top and an 

egg and cheese muffin sandwich.” 

 After hearing those words I sprinted to the restroom 

nearest to me, entered it and then washed and dried myself off.  

 In a jiffy I was seated at the breakfast table beside my 

dad and facing my mom.  

 The kitchen table was full of good food and drinks. The 

first thing that I did was grin at my parents. I then drank some 

milk.  

 I‟ve always enjoyed dipping chunks of French toast deep 

into syrup then pulling out the chunk and eating it. The eggs, 

muffins, milk, margarine, juice and toast were terrific.  

 We ate on a round table, covered with a flower-designed 

table cloth. That was my pretend mom‟s idea. Initially, I‟d put 

up an argument but back down. She wasn‟t going to change her 

mind. I could tell that my dad was afraid to even try to reason 

with my mom on this particular issue. Let bygones be bygones, as 

those wise ones often say.   

 “Chip, guess what? We‟re going to take a vacation. Dad says 

he wants to go to Mexico, then back to northern California, 

Oregon, Washington and British Columbia in Canada.” 

 “Mom, I‟m not stupid. I know where British Columbia is ... 

it‟s in Canada.” 
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 “Chip, may a cat bite your tongue. I‟m your pretend mother 

and I will not stand for this back talk! Do you understand me?” 

 “Sorry mom and sorry dad. I‟m all ears mom. Proceed with 

your narrative.” 

 “Chip, we‟re leaving next Sunday. We have to go to the 

airport at 9:00 A.M. So that means that we must awaken at 7:00 

A.M.  

 We‟ve already made all the arrangements. We‟re going to 

take several tours and live in first class hotels. We‟re also 

going to visit some zoos.” 

 “Mom, some zoo animals are very depressed. They can‟t go 

anywhere.” 

 “Chip, may a cat bite your tongue again! I don‟t want any 

more back talk!” 

 “Chip, she‟s your pretend mother. You must respect her.” 

 That was the end of our combative conversation. We all got 

back to the business at hand which was eating our tasty 

breakfast.  

 When the alarm clock went off to awaken us for our trip I 

opened my eyes and hovering above me was my father. To tell you 

the truth I was quite stunned. Why was my father hovering over 

me? He appeared intent on doing something, something very 

important.  

 “Chip, before I start packing there‟s something important 

that I have to tell you.  

 The hefty man in the overalls who you were keenly eyeing 

and appeared to want to pounce on wasn‟t a buncher. I know that 

mom and I have told you over and over again to watch out for 

low-life thugs.  

 In reality, the hefty man was a plumber. He circled our 

neighbourhood because the Martin‟s had told him not to knock on 

their door a single minute before the scheduled appointment 

which was at 8:00 A.M.  

 As for the dark van, Roger, the plumber had informed the 

Martin‟s that his business van was being worked on at the auto 

shop. Therefore the temporary van had no logo or words written 

on it.  

 Oh Chip, don‟t always assume the worst case scenario 

regarding strangers. Besides, you should get the facts straight 

before deciding upon action. And, one more thing, if he‟d been 

an armed buncher then what would you have done. He could‟ve shot 

you right there on the spot.” 

 “That‟s right, dad. Next time I‟ll be more careful.” 

 “Okay, Chip. Now, shower-up and pack. Your pretend mother 

and I will do the same.  
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 We‟re driving our van to LAX (Los Angeles Airport). Then 

we‟ll leave the van. One of my associates is assigned to drive 

the van back to our home.  

 Rio Grande Airlines has changed the departure time to 11:00 

A.M. That‟ll give us an extra hour to goof around, unless the 

ticket booth line is long.” 

 We washed up and then packed our belongings. My pretend 

parents didn‟t bring along an animal carrier. I was their 

pretend son thereby there was no need for that. Besides, I 

informed them that that‟s one place I wouldn‟t be caught dead 

in. They understood and that was the end of it.  

 At 9:00 A.M. we were ready to go. My parents and I double-

checked our luggage and the plugs and appliances.  

 We left home, walked to our garage and then my pretend 

mother pressed the „open‟ button for the garage door.  

 As soon as the garage door opened my pretend mother 

motioned my pretend dad and I to stand clear while she entered 

the van and slowly reversed it to the curb. We did as told and 

then we were off.   

 “Chip, if we have time to stroll through LAX we‟ll try to 

grab something to eat. Otherwise, we‟ll have to wait until we‟re 

served lunch in the plane.” 

 The drive to LAX took an hour. By the time we entered the 

airport parking lot, got out and then got in line it was already 

10:20 A.M. Thankfully there were only three persons ahead of us.  

 When our turn came my pretend father handed the ticket 

agent our tickets and passports. The ticket agent, a young 

gorgeous blond with smooth long hair, smooth white skin and 

pretty gray eyes requested that I leap onto the counter in order 

for her to get a better look at my face and features. At the 

time I was crouched on the floor. I didn‟t blame her she was 

trying to do the job she was paid for. 

 After tagging our luggage the ticket agent motioned to a 

scrawny middle-aged man standing to her right to put the luggage 

on the conveyer belt.  

The final boarding call for flight #356 to Mexico City came 

at 10:45 A.M.  

 The ticket agent told us to walk briskly to gate #12, and 

that she‟d notify the agents there that three more passengers 

were on their way. If we had run airport security would‟ve 

stopped and questioned us. In that case scenario we would‟ve 

missed our flight.  

 We thanked the ticket agent for the quick friendly service 

and headed to our gate.  

 Thankfully, two ticket agents were waiting for us in front 

of the entrance to the skywalk leading to our plane. They 
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removed a tab from our tickets and then handed the remainder of 

the tickets back. 

 Walking through the skywalk I felt a chill. But that wasn‟t 

an issue for me because my stomach was growling with incredible 

intensity. I needed food! 

 After entering the plane we went to our seats, which 

thankfully were in first class. I was expecting to receive food 

and soft drinks shortly after takeoff.  

 “This is Captain Garcia speaking. Please fasten your 

seatbelts. We‟re getting ready to hit the tarmac. On behalf of 

myself, the crew and Rio Grande Airlines we wish you a pleasant 

and rewarding trip.” 

 Captain Garcia reversed the plane, stopped briefly and then 

drove it to the runway. A short while later we were in the air.  

 Thankfully, nothing out of the ordinary happened up to this 

point. I could see, smell and hear the tasty articles on the 

food tray nearby.  

 It wasn‟t long before the first class flight attendants 

were offering the passengers snacks and drinks.  

 Our section contained two flight attendants. One was a 

beautiful woman perhaps twenty five or so, 5 feet 6 inches tall 

and possessing a very cute and calming smile. She and the other 

flight attendants in the plane wore blue uniforms with the 

airline logo clipped onto their left chest area.  

 The other flight attendant in first class was already in 

her mid-thirties, 5 feet 2 inches tall, chunky and not very 

attractive. Although I judged neither of the flight attendants 

according to their beauty most human passengers do. I was under 

the impression that the latter flight attendant understood that 

her days were nearly over. Being overweight, unattractive and 

middle-aged were characteristics that basically ended a flight 

attendant‟s career.  

 “Hi, how are you doing? My name is Claire and this is my 

co-worker Louisa,” said the chunky flight attendant. 

 Claire had a beautiful contagious smile; naturally, we 

smiled back at her.  

 “Would you like a snack and a drink?” asked Claire.  

 “Yes, I‟d like the mini-chicken sandwich, peanuts and some 

milk,” I replied. 

 My parents ordered after me. After we got our snacks and 

drinks the flight attendants moved onto the next row. I then got 

a mild bitching out from my parents. How dare you order before 

us, was the gist of their line. 

 I put on an act, indicating that I‟d felt bad about my 

behaviour, but I really didn‟t care because my stomach was 

gnawing away. 
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 After we ate our snacks I glanced over at my parents and 

seeing that they were preoccupied reading the airline magazine I 

casually leaped onto the aisle.  

 As soon as my paws landed onto the aisle I scanned the 

first class section. Thankfully, it wasn‟t full. 

 Aside from us there were only four other passengers; an 

elderly man in his eighties who appeared a bit gaunt but dressed 

like a millionaire. There was also a young couple in their 

twenties who were making out like there was no tomorrow.  

 But it was the man wearing shades that gave me the chills. 

He was wearing a black suit and was eyeing me for some unknown 

reason. He‟d forgotten that cats have incredible vision. I could 

see his creepy eyes gazing at me from behind the darkened 

lenses. In fact, he wasn‟t even blinking.     

 There was nothing to see outside but the glare of the sun, 

clouds and virtually nothing else. This is the moment when a 

passenger would love to see an alien spacecraft. In my case it 

was wishful thinking.  

 I walked through the curtains separating first class from 

economy. The economy section was more or less full to the rim. 

There were people therein from every race and nationality. 

However, most were of Hispanic origin. Many of them were 

conversing in Spanish, a language I couldn‟t speak.  

 I decided not to stroll through the section because there 

were too many kids playing around. All it would‟ve taken was one 

rotten one who hated cats for a fight to ensue. I wasn‟t in the 

mood to pound a kid‟s face in. Besides I was officially on 

vacation and didn‟t want to get into any trouble with the 

airline crew or Mexican City Airport officials.  

 I stayed low for a while before I smelled food emanating 

from behind me. Naturally, I hustled back to my seat and waited 

anxiously for my meal.  

 A short while later, we were eating a hardy meal consisting 

of steak, French fries, garden salad, fruit salad, a large 

oatmeal cookie, pop and coffee.  

 After eating our delicious meal we decided to hit the sack. 

It was either that or space out for a few hours.  

 But before I could close my eyes I got into a skirmish with 

my pretend mom.  

 “Chip why don‟t you read something beneficial before you 

hit the sack?” 

 I was groggy and satiated. Nevertheless, I wasn‟t in the 

mood to speak to anyone, especially my pretend mother. Sometimes 

she could be a real bitch.   

 “Mom, let me sleep! I‟ll read after I wake up, okay?” 
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 “Chip, that‟s it, I‟m not allowing you to sleep until you 

apologize to me in front of the other passengers and crew. I 

won‟t take no for an answer!” 

 “Mom, just shut up!” 

 That was the last straw for my dad. Up until then, he‟d 

remained silent.  

 He grabbed me by the scruff and hoisted me into the air 

where the other first class passengers could see me. Then, he 

put me down. He didn‟t have to say anything. It was obvious what 

he was trying to tell me; he was my pretend father and was 

always going to be bigger and stronger than me.  

 But, I‟d had it. As soon as I started to shout at my 

parents my pretend mom grinned. Oops, I knew she had a hidden 

weapon somewhere. Actually, we both knew what it was.  

 My mom quickly pulled down her shirt to expose her breast 

and then she grabbed me with the other hand. She basically 

smudged my face against her breast.  

 Well, before I knew it I was a little kitty again being 

breast fed by my pretend mother. I became groggy almost 

instantly.  

 But before I could close my eyes and sleep I sensed that 

there was something unusual in the air. So, I glanced to my left 

and saw the elderly man. He was enjoying the spectacle. Worse 

yet, he rubbed it in. I could see his lips moving and hear the 

quiet words that came out of his mouth. 

 “Kitty, you‟re a momma‟s boy,” he said.  

 And to add insult to injury he was carrying a big fat smile 

on his face. Although I wanted to rumble with him, sleep 

overtook me. The breastfeeding routine was like being on the 

operating table and being put to sleep in a flash.  

 I must‟ve been out for several hours. When I came to we 

still hadn‟t arrived at Mexico City yet. Now, I was really 

worried.  

 My parents were out cold, but so was everyone else in first 

class. Come to think of it even the flight attendants were out 

cold. Indeed, there was an unusual calm in the air. I could hear 

the revving of the airplane engines and the air conditioner 

working. That‟s all.  

 I decided to stroll through economy class and to my utter 

shock I noticed that everyone there was also out cold. It wasn‟t 

sleep, it was something deeper. Like, they were drugged.  

 After pondering about the unusual situation and strolling 

through the interior of the plane I decided to go to the 

cockpit. Step by step I approached the cockpit with increased 

anxiety. 
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 Shockingly, the cockpit door was wide open and the pilot 

and co-pilot were out cold too. Worse yet, it was dark out. I 

had absolutely no idea where we were.  

 I returned to my seat but as I pulled out a magazine to 

read I remembered what the elderly man had said to me. I 

certainly couldn‟t let that go. So, I leaped onto the aisle and 

then onto the elderly man‟s lap. I gave him an incredibly 

powerful left hook to the jaw. 

 My punch was so devastating the elderly man‟s head flopped 

back and forth quite rapidly like a speed bag. I counted a total 

of twelve flops.  

 Now I was ready to close my eyes and sleep. Maybe, I 

thought to myself, things would return back to normal by the 

time I awakened.  

 But when I came to the world around me appeared to have 

flipped over several times. The situation in the plane was 

horrific at the very least.  

 I brushed the crust out of my eyes and then scanned the 

area. Shockingly, I saw my father lying down on the aisle 

looking sickly and with what appeared to be blood in and out of 

his mouth.  

 I leaped onto the aisle and then onto my father‟s chest. By 

now, it became apparent to me that we were the only passengers 

on the airplane. The curtains partitioning first class from 

economy had been torn down. The cockpit door had been ripped off 

its hinges.  

 “Dad, please, what‟s going on here?” 

 “Son, Chip, I love you so dearly. Please do as I say, and 

do not disobey me. For your own sake, please do not be defiant 

this one time.  

 Something terrible has happened. When I came to I was 

already on the aisle floor with a horrific internal wound. I 

can‟t survive much longer. Please, Chip, my blue duffle bag. 

Open it and remove the mini-parachute. It‟s for you. Actually, I 

was going to give it to you as a „funny present‟ after we 

arrived in Mexico City.” 

 I did as was told and then returned to my father as quickly 

as I could.  

 “Dad, please, I love you. Please don‟t leave me. Even mom‟s 

gone. I need my pretend parents. I‟m just a kitty, but being an 

orphaned kitty is even worse. I‟ve become too humanized for my 

own good. I don‟t know if I can survive on the tough streets.” 

 “Chip, don‟t worry about that. Your pretend mother and I 

have made you the sole beneficiary our estate if we die. Also, 

I‟ve got some extra protection for you. Inside my duffle bag is 

a spare special copying machine (counterfeit machine). Take it 
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