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Meow

Gentle clouds pillowed across the bright blue sky, as I parked into my usual spot. As I exited my ’76 Chevy. It was painted bright blue and pink colors that reminded me of a bubble gum flavored icicle pop. It was that color when I bought it last year for about $1000, runs great. My guess was the old hippie I bought it didn’t use it for driving much. Although I managed to get the hippie-stench out of it, I never bothered to get it repainted. It reminded me of the summertime. The wind blew gracefully, brushing my hair away to the side of my face, and gave me a slight chill. I looked around at the bursts of spring poking out of the ground. The perfect day. I smiled and grabbed my backpack out of the passenger seat along with my purse. 
I stood up and turned around and there was my neighbor, Mr. Egg. He was dressed in the light blue tee and khaki pants that he always wore on the days that he filmed, with the mail and newspaper in his hand. He always seemed to be omnipresent, and despite his friendliness, gave me the creeps. He always seemed to be there, even though it was by coincidence. I didn’t mind too much, since my circle of friends is excessively small and ever shrinking. In fact, Mr.Egg was the only neighbor that I really talked to.
Despite Mr. Egg’s aura of mystery, he was a very friendly man who seemed to get along great with the few people he made small talk with. He always seemed pleased to meet me, unlike the other 20-year-olds that attended Leekton U. I definitely appreciate the small friendship that we have, even if he has a tendency to scare the daylights out of me every once and awhile. 

As if his friendliness wasn’t enough, he was an astounding chef on a small local television show, ‘Cooking with Egg!’ where he was admired by housewives and about ten other people that lived within a one mile radius of the station. 

“Hello, Mr. Egg.” I said cheerfully. Even though he was creepy, he was still the nicest person at our complex. He fixed my car a few times, and always seemed up-to-date on going ons. He was nothing like the other neighbors, despite the fact that he had a slightly creepy aura that surrounded him.

“Hello, Alice.” He said with a grin. “Lovely weather today. Did you get your paper yet?”

“Why, no, I haven’t.” I said, slightly puzzled, “Why do you ask?”

“Well, on the front page there is an article that really worries me.” He said concerned as he showed me the paper he had in his hand. “There has been a huge crime wave going about this area. Apparently an ‘Unknown’ is causing all sorts of havoc, robberies mainly, but a few murders as well.”
Mr. Egg was always concerned about crime in the area. This was Leekton, what on earth did he expect? You can’t have a decent sized city without crime. That’s completely unheard of! Sometimes I think he lives in la-la land, if you know what I mean. I knew he would go on for hours if I let him, so I just said “I’ll look at my copy later and we’ll discuss it another time.” I added a goodbye and headed into my apartment, picking up my paper on the way in.
“Wait, Alice,” he said happily, “I was tinkering with my recipes all day! In just a few moments my masterpiece will be done.  Won’t you come in and have some?”
“Actually, why don’t you come over to my place? I have to feed my cat and put my things away.”

Mr.Egg nodded in agreement. I then told him that I would leave the front door unlocked and he could just come on in, and that I would probably be in the kitchen. I waved as I unlocked my door.

When I entered I was greeted by my cat, Whiskers, who gave me his “Welcome back” meow, followed by a “what did you bring me?” one. Whiskers and I are best friends. I know that sounds really weird, but we really understand each other. I can tell the difference between all fifty of his different meows, and his thirty different purrs. We really spend a lot of time together.

“I didn’t bring you anything today, but maybe later I’ll give you some treats.” He gave me a satisfied mew as he went to investigate my purse and bag. I threw the paper and my keys on to the bronze coffee table, and plopped onto my couch.

Whiskers wondered over. “I’m hungry.”

“I just sat down!” I said irritably. He seemed to be hungry at a lot of inconvenient times. Unlike most cats, he doesn’t eat on an internal clock; he wants food at various times during the day.

I got up and headed into the kitchen. I’m kind of thirsty. I should make Kool-Aid, Egg will like that. I think Whiskers can wait a few minutes, and I started to get out the pitcher.
“Where’s my food?” He meowed impatiently.

“Hold your horses” I said as I started to mix the ingredients. “You’ll get your food in a minute.” By this time, the Kool-Aid was complete and I started to pour some in a glass.
“Feed me you jerk!” He insisted, as I groaned. I put my glass down and got him some food from the cabinet. I poured it into his bowl and then placed it on the floor.
“Thank you.” He said happily as he began to eat his banquet of dried bits of fish and chicken, shaped like cute little hearts. 

“Are you happy now?” I said as I washed my hands and then returned to my drink. I saw him nod, but then what I saw next really baffled me. 

Whiskers didn’t start to eat again, but instead got that gaze in his eyes that said “what’s this thing?” the kind he usually gets when he smells something of interest, like photos or old shoes. 
I stared at him puzzled. “ME-OW!” He said. 

“What was that, Whiskers? Is something wrong with your food?” I was so puzzled.

“ME-OW!” he said again, like when its raining after dark and I have to go out.

Now I was scared as I felt my shadow disappear across the floor. That’s when I realized what that meow meant, it was something new, and something I never hoped to hear again. Whiskers meant “watch out for that man with the knife.”

* * * * *
I dodged quickly and fell flat on the floor. My arm stung slightly as I got back up. I noticed the red puddle on the white tiled floor. I stood right on it like a deer in the headlights while the mysterious figure hovered over me. The man was tall and dark, with a scar across his cheek. His eyes were none like I've seen before; they were dark as the night and filled with stains of a deep red. They seemed so hypnotic, I needed to inspect them, and there was something strange and different about them.


"MEEEEOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW!" Whiskers said loudly, breaking my trance. The man took his next swing. I shrieked loudly as I ducked out of the way, and tumbled into my pantry. Before the man could catch me, I closed the door quickly as Whiskers dashed in.


What do I do? What do I do? I looked around the large pantry quickly and barricaded the door with heavy boxes of canned soup, cereal, and spegetti-o’s, each large box packed to the top with cans. It seemed to work well, it was such a good thing that I have a tendency to stock up on things, in case of the unexpected, like unemployment or war or something. 


I pulled on the light as the man banged on the door, screaming to let him in. Yeah, right. I sat a bare space of ground and Whiskers jumped on my lap and purred gently. This calmed me down a little, but I was still really scared. Plus, I think Whiskers just wanted some attention. I usually play with him more, but right now I ignored him. Maybe he'll just go away. Killers do that right? I knew this was false, but I was trying to calm down best I could before I could think logically.


 Do I have anything that I can use as a weapon? Not really. I have plenty of soup though. Maybe I can throw those. Anything else? A broom and a mop. Not much of a match for a knife, but the cleaning supplies on the other hand....


The banging continued for awhile and the suddenly stopped. "Fine. I'll just wait for you," the man said calmly, "you can't stay in there forever." Damn, he is right. I can't stay here too long. Okay, do I have anything in my pockets that can help me? Let’s see, I have my watch, that’s much good. A comb, no good. What else do I have in here? Oh yeah my cell phone.... out of batteries. Great.


"What do you think Whiskers?" I whispered into my cat's ear, as he stood up.


"Follow me" he meowed as he started to walk to the far end of the pantry, sat back down again and mewed proudly. I soon realized that Whiskers was a genius.


"Say, where are you magazines? I’m starting to get bored here." The man said impatiently. 


"On the table in the dining room." I said without thinking as I looked out the small peep hole Whiskers had shown me. I suppose that was the hostess in me. Now I could keep an eye on him. 


“That was sarcasm, you twit!” the man shouted.


Ow! My arm still hurts badly. I looked down and noticed the speckled red flowing out of my arm. I can't believe it took me this long to realize that I was bleeding, and pretty badly too. The cut was nearly four inches. I grabbed my paper towels off of a shelf, ripped open the plastic with the picture of the lumberjack on it, and quickly applied pressure as I watched the man through my little peep-hole.


Wait a minute! The paper towels.... I searched my pocket one more time and pulled out a pen. Why didn't I think of it before? A note. 


I rolled up the tiny scroll and placed it in the space between Whiskers' collar and his tiny neck. As I did so, I started to remember the things that made me and Whiskers so special; I suppose this isn’t what most people think of when they are in a life or death situation. This was probably part of the whole “my life was flashing before my eyes” thing, without the regret.

 It felt like I was sixteen again, with the stray I had found in a cardboard box on my way home from school one day. I remembered how I had tied notes to his collar, in hopes that the cute neighbor boy would get them. Just like then I hoped that this would work, and prayed that, for the first time, this would be successful, and just like then, it seemed that my life depended on it. In order for this to work, I needed a good distraction.


Just then the front door swung open. The noise echoed throughout the apartment and the voice that I heard next chilled me. "Alice, Where are you?" Mr. Egg called from the doorway. Then I saw the creepiest thing in the world next. The man grinned as he walked casually out of the kitchen.


I felt my heart sink as I heard Mr. Egg call from the doorway again, "Alice, I brought you some of my famous hard-boiled eggs. Oh, where are you? Can you hear me?" No time for that now!
I slipped Whiskers out of the pantry; I whispered the same thing I used to whisper years ago, "Next Door"


I watched Whiskers for awhile after I barricaded the entrance up again. He casually walked out of the kitchen. I don't think he ever understood the "next door" command, but hopefully he will make it and find help, in case Egg fails me, or the man persuades him that I’m not home or something. Whiskers is risking his neck for me, now I’m going to do something else that I hope works, and it’s the only thing I really can do.

"EGG HELP!" I screamed from within the pantry, but he couldn't hear me. Instead, he heard a different voice.


"Alice is busy." the man said angrily from the other room, “Very busy."


"She can't be, I just talked to her a half hour ago."


"A lot can happen in a half hour. Don't ask questions, just go." the man said in a casual and cold voice.


I could picture Mr. Egg raising an eyebrow before he said, "Where is she, Smith?"


Smith. The man's name is Smith. Wait a minute, how does Mr. Egg know him?


"You haven't changed at all, well except for that 'Egg' bit."


"You certainly have. That scar wasn't there when we were in school."


"If you had chosen the same path as me, you would have one to show off too." Smith said.


"Don't hold the fact that I became a good honest person instead of someone who should be in jail against me." Mr. Egg said with a slight raise of his voice, "now, I'll ask you one more time, WHERE IS SHE? Where's Alice?"


"Don't worry; you'll be in the same place soon." He said as he scooted Mr. Egg into my view. "She’s in there. The pantry."


“I’m not falling for your bag of tricks, Smith.” Mr. Egg stated boldly.


“Trust me. Here take this.”


“Lucky? Hmmm, you always were a one weapon man.” Mr. Egg paused. “You used it.”


Smith made an affirmative grunt as I saw Mr. Egg walk over to the front of the panty, carrying the knife that Smith had used earlier.  He reached for the handle of the door.


"She barricaded it." Smith said as he walked behind Mr. Egg, "Come on, open up Alice."


I'm not that stupid. Mr. Egg seems to know what’s going on. This is weird.


“Alice….” Mr. Egg started to say, unable to finish. I saw Smith quickly grab the blade of the knife and Mr. Egg turn around as I screamed. It all happened so quickly and it made me feel sick to my stomach. 


He should have known better. He should ‘ove. You never turn your back on a man like Smith, ever. 

I skidded away from the peep hole. I didn’t want to see anymore. Warm tears drifted onto my sweater. I wished I hadn’t sent Whiskers out, I needed a hug. Another thought crossed my mind, what if Mr. Egg saw Whiskers? Is that why he knew something wasn’t right? Is that really that outlandish? Is it my fault that he’s…?

“Alice,” Smith said coolly, “I’m tired of playing games. I want to go home, Alice. Just come out of there and let’s get this over with.”

* * * * *


A Game? He's just toying with me? I felt my knees shaking under my thick skirt and the water drops that soaked my face. I was the scaredest I have ever been, and all alone now. No one would come to my rescue, no one would save me. The only person I knew in my complex was Mr. Egg and he, well, isn't here anymore. Everything felt so hopeless. 


"Alice," Smith said in the same cool tone he had used whenever he addressed me, "Come out."


No way. Maybe I could stall some more. "First tell me how you knew Mr. Egg."


"That doesn't concern you, Alice." Smith said coldly, "all you need to know is that we went to school together."


"Were you friends?" I inquired cautiously as I tiptoed back over to my peep hole, even though I wasn't really ready to peep, I just wanted to see where he was in the kitchen. 


"You could say that."  Smith said, and then added, "We parted ways. Now he’s here on your floor. That’s all you need to know." I gazed through the hole, scanning the room, unable to see Smith anywhere. Maybe he is in the living room?

All of a sudden, I saw that red speckled glow in my hole again. Smith had found my peep hole, "ah"-ing at his discovery. I jumped.


"You little....." He started to say as he backed away from the hole. "And here I thought you were just a scared little girl in a closet. What were you planning? Did you honestly think you could get away with this? You'll pay, Alice ...oh, you'll pay." I could hear him pacing about the room. "I know. Not only am I going to kill you, but, oh, this is good. I'm framing you for your Egg-Friend's death."


Aw, spit. "How are you going to do that?"

"Alice," he continued, almost as if he was ignoring me or knew what I was going to ask, "I'm not telling you my plan now though, oh, no. I don't want to be one of those idiots who tells everyone exactly what they are going to do, only to be foiled. No, I'll keep my upper hand thank you."


Just then I heard a meow that I recognized from out of the pantry. It was a "thirsty" meow, to my surprise. Whiskers didn't go next door at all. I'm a moron. I shivered because I was so unsure of what was going to happen next. I hoped with all my might that Whiskers would miraculously save me from this fiend.


"MEE-OOW" Whiskers stated more impatiently. I heard Smith chuckle under his cold breath as Whiskers continued to ask for water.


"Was this your plan?" Smith said hysterical with laughter, "Send a cat with a note? You idiot!" As I sat in the corner shaking, I couldn't help my face turning beet red. This is no time to be embarrassed! He's going to be angry! 

"Alice," Smith said casually, stressing the "c" in my name, "I want you to see this." I don't want to see any thing else today. Smith wasn't too happy with my resistance. Enraged he shouted, "I told you I was done playing games with you! Now get out here or I'm going to have to take my rage out on something else...."he lowered his voice back to the calm tone he used more often, "like Mr.Kittycat."


My eyes widened as the sobs continued. Me or my cat. I can’t win this, can I? I tried to peep out my hole again, but to my dismay it was blocked. Smith must have put something up against it while I was in my corner. Me or my cat. I wish I could have paused time, and left my story there. Needless to say, the sharp meow I heard next was more than enough to get me moving. 


I know now that what I did back there was stupid, and probably the worst thing I had ever done. But, Smith had already taken Egg. I wasn't about to let him take Whiskers away from me. Not today, not ever. I had been through enough, and losing my best friend was the last thing I needed.


I shoved the boxes out of the way as rapidly as I could. I heard the heavy cans of soup splatter as I knocked them over quickly and hard. Another mess to clean up. 

I boisterously burst out of the pantry, to find Smith perched about a foot away from Mr. Egg, holding Whiskers by the tail, who was screeching and clawing as best he could. Smith must have known that I would do almost anything for that cat, which is a very unique trait that very few pet owners possess. Had he studied me beforehand?


Smith stood there with a big grin on his face as he looked right at me and then threw Whiskers. I wasn't able to see where he landed; I just remember the horrid screech he made as he flew and the silence after the bang of him hitting a distant wall. I swallowed my fear as Smith's smile widened bigger and bigger, and I stood there, my face getting redder and redder.


"Dumbass!" He yelled, "You'd risk your neck over some brainless cretin! Your as stupid as that cat!" I could feel my face burning; my head feeling like it was going to explode. As his insults began to drown in my head, I looked around the room, and I examined Smith. Debating when I should make my move. 


“You see what happens when I get angry Alice? Nothing makes me angrier than a stupid, useless fool like you. You are a waste of earthly space, just like that idiot over there!” Smith continued, pointing at Egg. 


As he started to say more insults, I began to drown him out. That’s when I saw it. I made my fists as tight as I could.


Smith laughed maniacally, and then said in a surprisingly normal tone of voice, “What are you going to do, Alice? Are you going to hit me?” He smiled and I nodded as I tip toed closer to him. “Go ahead, Alice, you weak little vermin.” He extended his arms and hit himself welcoming me in the chest. No one underestimates me.

"Kyaaa!" I grunted as I did a low round house style kick, tripping Smith. I did it. I had taken Karate as a kid, but had never used it, I was always too shy. I don’t look like a ‘karate kid’ but I could always be tough when I was angry enough. Unfortunately, Karate not usually the first thing you think of when you find a man with a knife behind you, if it was I could have saved a lot of time. Maybe I am a dope.

Smith quickly got up and dropping his cool voice murmured "You little..." He got out the knife again and took a swing at me. I ducked without being hit and tackled him, which didn't do much except push him away. I was too small and he was too muscular. I couldn’t pull another fake out like I did before, so I did the only thing I could think of at this time. I started to run; I had to get out of the kitchen. 


I struggled profusely, kicking Smith however and wherever I could. No kicks were as effective as my first one, and he was now able to block most of them. I did, however, make one graceful kick to the face, causing Smith to take a step back. I kicked again while he was distracted for that brief second and ran. Ran like the wind.


As I ran I could hear Smith's footprints clacking against the tiles as he ran to catch up to me. There was no way I would make it to the front door, so I ran into the bedroom. I locked the door, and grabbed the phone off my desk and dialed 911. 


After a seemingly long conversation, they stated heroically that they were on their way. I slammed down the phone and looked out the window. The window. I decided to make my escape. I began to crawl out the window as I heard Smith clanking on the doorknob, trying to pick the lock. I jumped out the window and ran as fast as I could to my '76, not like an old Chevy is the best of get-away cars. Where the hell are my keys? 


Smith poked his head out of my window, "I see you!" He said playfully, putting on a fake smile that didn't fool me. Unfortunately, it fooled the temporary gawkers, who went back to there normal business, thinking that everything was fine. I guess normal college students are rowdy and chase each other around? Normality is the one concept I could never understand, especially in people my own age. I was greatly annoyed that everyone thought we were playing with each other and I still want to go back and time and beat the crud out of all of those idiots. Since they were most unlikely to really do anything about my situation, I ignored them as much as they ignored me.


I ran faster and faster, hoping he would never catch up to me, but where on earth could I go? Then I ran past a tree. And another. The tree house. No one knows about that. Great hiding place. There are also a ton of things I can use up there!

So I ran into the trails that surrounded the backside of the apartment building, Smith catching up to me with ease. I ducked into a trail, and turned into another, circled around a tree stump, turned left, then right, then right again, then left, made a semicircle, and jumped across the river. I could feel my pulse racing along with my feet, and sweat that normally wouldn’t bother me stung my arm. 

The only really good thing about this plan was that I was familiar with this area, as I go hiking out here occasionally, and I know of a tree house-fort that some kids made and abandoned, probably after they grew out of that phase. I knew I could hide there, until then, I would run about until I cannot hear Smiths feet behind me, or smell the excess dirt that he was bringing up with each hard stride. 


I don't know how long I was out there, but I eventually lost him. I then found my tree and hid in there. I looked around for anything I could use as a weapon, and I found an old mirror, which I broke against the bark, and for once I didn't worry about bad luck. I sat facing the entrance clutching the big piece of broken glass. I have to stay here. I can't go back. 


As I sat there shaking like a madwoman, waiting for a sign that everything was okay, although far from over, thinking, Why me? Why? Why? Why? Why?! I felt my heart pound and my head airy. My cut mark stung more and more every second it went untreated. I still felt feverish, and I could tell my face was still red. I leaned against the bark of the tree, still clutching the sliver of glass, which was starting to hurt my hand. 


I stopped to think as I rested. I recollected on Smith’s explanation of Mr. Egg, as I was reviewing what I remembered what I could of their conversation, I realized the horrible truth. I was bait. That’s why he waited patiently outside the pantry; he knew Mr. Egg would come for me. To save me? I remembered his laughter. I was just part of the game.


Smith must have been watching me for awhile now. He knew about my friendship with Egg and my closeness with Whiskers. He knew no one ever paid attention to me, and that my other neighbors in my complex could not care less about what I did, even if I was screaming while I did it.  He knew everything, didn’t he?

I let more tears roll down my cheeks. I had been so stupid, Egg had warned me hadn’t he, with the paper?  I should have locked and bolted my door, instead of leaving it wide open while I was in the other room. I should have known better. I wanted to stop thinking now, it was too hurtful. 

I curled into a little ball, dropping the glass. In the back of my head I thought I heard an ambulance and a cop car in the distance, and Smith abandoning his mission, running deeper into the wooded outskirts of the city. I thought I heard someone screaming when they found the bloody mess on my kitchen floor, and I thought I heard Whiskers gentle, yet weak meow as he lifted out of unconsciousness. 


And, as I closed my eyes, I felt my self calm down and forget about what had happened on this dreary day, even though I felt the deepest pain of regret, but I also knew in my heart that this whole situation was far from over. Smith was the type of person who saw things through, and he always would get what he wanted, and even have fun doing it. I also know that anytime I hear a cat meow, I will look over my shoulder, fists in the air, or at least until our next showdown.
~

