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I'm thinking about going on strike. My mistress won't feed me Sheba, won't fit a cat-flap and she's started going out and leaving me alone. 

She won't like it if I don't put my head on her lap and purr, or if I refuse to eat the stuff she puts in front of me. 

‘Eight out of 10 cats would prefer this,’ she says trying to soothe me, patting my head. 

Well, eight out of 10 humans no doubt love steak and kidney pud above all else, but what about the other two who'd rather have squid in a nice garlic and herb sauce?

And the cat-flap. She complains dreadfully about opening the door to let me out when I miaow, and about my crying to be let in again. She claims I upset the neighbours! So why won't she get me a cat-flap?

We've had conversations about it. You know, she looks at me and makes some comment, I look back at her and miaow. She says I'll look ridiculous squeezing through. Is she trying to make out I'm fat or something? I miaow again, tetchily. Then she says she can't talk about it anymore and rushes off. Frustrating.

In truth, she doesn't let me out much. She's got me one of these litter trays. I ask you, so undignified, and in the downstairs toilet too. I once used the yucca's plant pot in the living room instead to make a point and she actually smacked me. Then she picked up the picture of the man in the silver photo frame and began crying. I think she's lonely.

When I do go out I mostly hang around in the garden. There are lots of trees, so plenty of birds and squirrels to chase, not that I've had any luck in that direction! If only I could leap over our high wall, I'd like to visit the house across the road. There's a sweet little girl there who I've seen stroking a pretty tortoiseshell cat. There's a rumour that the girl and her father have a real coal fire, a proper one, not the kind where you burn your nose on the glass. 

My mistress is spending a lot of time over there. At first, when she began going out so often after dinner, I thought it was evening classes. Then I realised I never heard the garage door slam. So I've started watching. And, when she doesn't know I'm in the room – she thinks I'm still in the kitchen or somewhere, she forgets how quickly we cats (even large ones) can move – she sometimes waves at the house from our upstairs window. 

This tea-time, we're sat at the table together, a little ritual I think my mistress quite enjoys. 

‘Ronnie,’ she suddenly says – a dreadful name I know, I've never liked it – ‘Ronnie, how would you feel about moving house?’ 

Oh-ho, maybe she is getting friendly with the bloke across the road! Don't know how I feel about that, not having met him. So ‘Miaow’, I say, and as she looks at me like she wishes she could understand, ‘Miaow’ I say again.

‘Oh Ronnie.’ She reaches an arm round me, holds me very close. I struggle, and she turns away with a sigh. ‘What am I going to do with you?’

Later, she picks up the house key and goes out. I'm perched on the windowsill, watching. At the top of the drive she turns round, sees me and, after a second, waves. I just make out the little girl opening the door to let her in.

Now she's come back and the bloke from across the road, a widower I'm told, is with her. I'm sprawled out on the armchair. My mistress and the bloke – Michael, a tall chap, nice-looking, reminds me of the man in the silver frame – sit on the sofa. They smile at me, a bit nervously, I think. And they're holding hands. I'm not sure I ought to approve, but my instincts tell me I should and of course, being a cat, I'm always led by my instincts.

‘Well old boy,’ the mistress's new chap eyes me, ‘we've got something to ask you.’ I blink inquiringly. ‘Sylvia and me, we're getting on very well these days – she tells me you won't mind.’ 

I scratch my neck thoughtfully. Must trim the claws. 

‘Ronnie, if you do mind, you must let us know,’ my mistress says urgently, kneeling down by my chair and reaching out a hand to touch me. I give her fingers a little lick, a cat-kiss. I think she's crying.

The man is talking again. 

‘So you see, it would make sense for Sylvia to sell this house and move in with us, with me and my little girl. If you really don't mind. The question is, what happens to you?’ 

I lift up my head and stare, hard. 

‘It's Fiona, my little girl, you see, Ronnie. We wouldn't much care about the neighbours' gossip for ourselves, and there's been so much anyway.’ 

My mistress is crying openly now. I drop to the floor and sidle over, huddle in. She puts her arm round me, strokes my ear. 

‘But my Fiona, how's she going to cope? What about when she brings her friends home from school? What will we say – what will they say?’

I realise I've got to take some action. They sound like they've talked themselves into giving me away! I want to speak in my other voice, the one I haven’t used for nine human years.

I want to say: ‘It’s OK, Sylvie. Children will accept me for what I am. Kids do. Just please – take me with you.’ 

But the words won’t form in my mouth, so I do what I can. I stand on my hind legs and wrap my paws round Sylvie’s neck, embracing her. Then I extend a paw to Michael, and pull him into our circle, before I drop to the ground again, purring, and bury my face in Sylvie’s lap.

‘He'll have to come, Michael,’ Sylvia murmurs. ‘Whether I'm his wife or his mistress, he's still my husband.’ 

And I feel her tears, hot and wet, splashing on my pink bald head.

The End
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