Tailkinker’s Story

A/N: Any words in bold are words from the musical ‘CATS’ and any big sections of italics are words directly from Tailkinker.

“Momma?” the crème-point kitten searched the alley frantically. “Momma!” finally, she realized her mother was gone. Taking a deep breath, she began to wander the streets, wondering what she should do now. As she walked along a fence, she heard the most wonderful music. Intrigued, she began to search for a hole and found one. Thanks to her small size, she was able to wriggle through and found herself in an open space. She pressed against the fence looked from side to side, keeping an eye out for anybody who’d be sneaking up on her. She quickly darted across the open space and into a pile of junk. She carefully eased through the junk piles; indistinct voices floating to her on the back of the wind. She suddenly found herself on the edge of a clearing, faced with several cats, all much bigger than her. Startled, she scrambled up a pile and crouched in the shadow of a box, trembling with fear. A male voice floated up to her, surprising her.


“Are you cock of the walk?”


She was about to answer when a female voice answered, “When you’re walking alone?”


Her curiosity getting the better of her fear, she crept forward just enough to see what was going on in the clearing. As she watched, the cats in the clearing stood on their hind legs and sang, “Because Jellicles can and Jellicles do Jellicles do and Jellicles can. Jellicles can and Jellicles do. Jellicles do and Jellicles can. Jellicles can and Jellicles do.”


She watched, astounded, as the cats in the clearing continued to sing and dance. Most of all, she was surprised by the form they assumed. They didn’t dance on four paws. No, they danced on their hind paws, as if they were humans! Most of the Queens were shaped like adult Human females, while most of the Princesses were shaped more like teenage Human females. The same went for the Toms. Most of the older ones were shaped more like adult Human males and most of the juvenile ones were shaped more like teenage Human males. One Tom in particular caught her eye. He was tall, but not nearly as tall as the Silver Tabby, and muscular, clearly an adolescent. He was still handsome, though: white fur with black patches, one of them over his left eye. She sighed dreamily as she watched the cats dance, wishing she could join them.


When a Dark Orange Tabby Tom slid forward, eyes on the pile she was on top, she shrank back into the shadows, but his voice caught her attention. “There’s a man over there, with a look of surprise. As much as to say, ‘Well, now, how about that?”


She heaved a sigh of relief as the Silver Tabby trotted forward and sang, “Do I actually see, with my own very eyes, a man who’s not heard of a Jellicle Cat? What’s a Jellicle Cat?”


As the rest of the cats echoed his last sentence and gathered in the clearing, the kitten felt the urge to join them. She was halfway down the pile before she realized what she was doing. Scared of what they might do to her if she joined them, she darted back up to her perch next to the box, and then paused. She looked down at her body and nearly screeched with surprise. She’d taken on a Human form as well! She didn’t have time to examine it more closely because the cats had started speaking now, whispering about, “The Naming of Cats.”


She listened, all attention on the cats in the clearing, as they explained what a Jellicle was. The Humans on the street usually called her “Kitten,” “Kitty,” or “Kit,” but her mother had named her ‘Tailkinker.’ Just as she started trying to figure out what her third name was, the cats started scattering into the junk piles, some coming very close to her hiding place. She shrank back into the shadows, cursing her white fur. A beautiful flute melody began to play and Tailkinker edged forward once again to see what was going on in the clearing. She released a soundless gasp of wonder as a Princess, almost a Queen by the looks of her, danced alone, her pure white fur gleaming silver in the moonlight. She watched, spellbound, as the Princess danced, every move full of unmatched grace and beauty.


Tailkinker stayed at her perch throughout the rest of the Jellicle Ball, for that’s what it was, watching everything with wide-eyed wonder. She giggled at the antics of the other cats during ‘The Old Gumbie Cat’ and longed to mew along with the Queens and Princesses when the Rum Tum Tugger did his number, but didn’t dare, for fear of discovery. When Grizabella made her appearance, Tailkinker wanted to go to the Glamour Cat and comfort her, but stayed where she was, especially when she saw how horribly the other Jellicles treated the old Queen. Bustopher Jones didn’t impress her much, but Jennyanydots was clearly smitten with him. She sympathized with the two young Toms who started to play around during the song, even if the Sentinel and the tuxedo Tom who’d danced with the White Princess scolded them.


The crash startled her and the cry of; “Macavity!” sent shivers down her spine. She cowered in the shadow of her box, trembling and wishing her mother was there to comfort her.


A feminine giggle followed by a, “Shhh!” attracted her attention and she gathered up her courage to peek down at the square once more. Her blue eyes widened when she saw a pair of Tiger Tabbies, each carrying a swag, slide down the car trunk to the clearing, the Queen giggling and the Tom silencing her.


Tailkinker couldn’t help the grin that spread over her face as the two Tiger Tabbies did their dance. Mungojerrie seemed clumsy, but she could tell that every move was timed to coincide with Rumpleteazer’s movements, which seemed polished compared to Mungojerrie. Tailkinker was a bit disappointed when the rest of the cats returned. When the tuxedo Tom turned and started to sniff the air, Tailkinker retreated, sure they’d discovered her presence, but the Tom’s voice assured her they hadn’t. “Old Deuteronomy?”


She didn’t know why, but the name triggered a sense of peace in her. It was as if the name itself was a reassurance that all would be well, in time. She listened with rapt attention as the Silver Tabby and the Tugger sang about Old Deuteronomy. When the old Tom finally made her entrance, oh, how she longed to go down and greet him as well. As with the Naming, she was halfway down the pile before she stopped herself and scrambled back up to her perch. This time she was sure someone had seen her, but no, the cats were getting ready for something else. It soon became clear when the Silver Tabby, she decided to call him the Sentinel, began to sing. She was rolling on her perch with laughter, catching herself several times when she nearly fell off her perch.


Another crash and another cry of “Macavity!” had Tailkinker cowering by the box. The laughter that rang out sent shivers of fear down her spine and she peeped down into the clearing as the White Princess and a small Scarlet Tabby Princess skittered along the edges of the clearing, obviously frightened.


Old Deuteronomy assured the Princesses, and the Sentinel, by issuing the call to the Jellicle Ball. When the White and Black Tom she fancied came out, she strained to catch every word he said, wishing she were down there with him. As the cats reappeared, crystal blue eyes darted everywhere to see everything she possibly could. Then, they began to dance. Several times, she caught herself starting to sneak down the pile to join them, but she turned back each time, not wishing to be caught. If she were caught, she would surely be punished. As the dance continued, she couldn’t help envying the Queens and Princesses who got to dance with the White and Black Tom.


Finally, the dance came to an end. The cats stayed where they were for a moment, catching their breath before they turned to Old Deuteronomy. However, the appearance of Grizabella stopped and everyone except Old Deuteronomy left. Tailkinker remained where she was and winced as the Glamour Cat tried to dance. It seemed that her grace had left her as she grew older and she finally accepted that. Looking up at the sky, Grizabella began to sing. Spellbound by the beauty of the old Queen’s voice, Tailkinker stayed where she was, drinking in every word the Glamour Cat sang. Sadly, the song came to an end and Grizabella left, but not after holding her paw out behind her for someone to touch.


Before Tailkinker had a chance to get bored, the cats were back, romping and playing as if nothing had happened. Tailkinker wanted to go down there and yell at them for not giving Grizabella a chance, but she stayed where she was. Old Deuteronomy’s rich baritone voice distracted Tailkinker from her thoughts and she listened carefully to his song, understanding the meaning as well as the Scarlet Tabby Princess, who stood up to sing, “Moonlight, turn your face to the moonlight. Let the memory lead you. Open up, enter in. If you find there, the meaning of what happiness is, then a new life will begin.”


Tailkinker murmured the words along with the rest of the cats, knowing she wouldn’t be heard when so many voices were saying the same thing. She fell silent as an old cat, barely able to stay upright, was helped to a seat on a paint can by the other Matron. The first was Jennyanydots. The second was the one who was now singing. “Gus is the Cat at the theatre door.”


So, he was Gus. Tailkinker listened to the song the Matron sang about him and giggled at his attempts to caterwaul. When the cats did ‘Growltiger’s Last Stand’, Tailkinker leaned forward to watch, enjoying it as much as she had ‘Pekes and Pollicles’. She sobered, though, as Gus reappeared, and tears pricked her eyes as the Matron helped the old Tom leave. She barely had time to squeeze one out before Old Deuteronomy was singing, “Skimbleshanks.”


“The Railway Cat,” the Scarlet Tabby Princess joined Old Deuteronomy.


“The Cat of the Railway Train,” the rest of the cats joined in.


Tailkinker enjoyed the song about the Railway Cat. Now there was a universal uncle to everyone. She laughed at his antics and enjoyed how everyone pitched in to help create a ‘train’ out of the junk. Her enjoyment was cut short by a third crash and a third cry of, “Macavity!”


Crouching by her box a third time, Tailkinker shivered at his laughter, wishing she hadn’t come. She peeped over the edge of her perch in time to see several big black cats kidnap Old Deuteronomy. The Toms scattered to search for Old Deuteronomy while the Queens and Princesses hid. Two Queens, however, remained in the clearing and sang about Macavity. Tailkinker was almost hypnotized by the song and would have joined the rest of the Queens and Princesses when they finally came out of hiding, but she was still afraid of punishment. When Old Deuteronomy was returned, Tailkinker gave a sigh of relief, but it was short-lived as the Gold and Black Queen who’d sung about Macavity jumped on Old Deuteronomy’s back, revealing, “Macavity!”


Macavity tried to take the Gold Black Queen, but the Sentinel grabbed her ankles and started a tug of war before the White and Black Tom Tailkinker admired managed to grab her. The Sentinel challenged Macavity and a huge fight ensued, with the Sentinel eventually getting knocked out. The White and Black Tom stepped in and tried to take on Macavity as well, but he came out the worse for the wear, although he did manage to seriously wound Macavity. Macavity apparently decided he was getting the worse end of the deal and set off an explosion, plunging the Junkyard into darkness.


Tugger’s voice attracted their attention, “You ought to ask the Magical Mr. Mistoffelees, the original Conjuring Cat. There can be no doubt about that,” none of the cats seemed to take him seriously and he continued, telling them about this Mr. Mistoffelees. The Conjurer himself appeared and Tailkinker was surprised to see that it was the Tom who had first sensed Old Deuteronomy’s presence. She was spellbound once more as he danced, his grace and ability matching that of the White Queen’s (she was a Queen now, having danced her Courtship Dance) and Tailkinker wondered why the White and Scarlet Tom had danced with her instead of Mistoffelees. She gasped along with the rest of the Jellicles as Old Deuteronomy returned.


Finally, it was time for the Jellicle Choice. Before Old Deuteronomy could make his choice, though, Grizabella appeared once again. The Jellicles didn’t scatter as they had before, but they didn’t exactly welcome her, either. Old Deuteronomy gestured to her and the beautiful voice was lifted once more in song, repeating what the Scarlet Tabby Princess had sung earlier, “Moonlight, turn your face to the moonlight. Let the memory lead you. Open up, enter in. If you find there, the meaning of what happiness is, then a new life will begin,” Grizabella continued, however, singing of her regret for her past mistakes and her longing for a new life.


She collapsed into a heap and the Scarlet Tabby Princess stood up and started to sing, “Sunlight through the trees in summer, endless masquerading.”


Grizabella joined her for, “Like a flower as the dawn is breaking.”


Grizabella continued on her own with, “The memory is fading. Touch me! It’s so easy to leave me! All alone with the memory of my days in the sun. If you touch me you’ll understand what happiness is. Look, a new day has begun.”


She held her paw out behind once more and, this time, the White Queen placed her paw in the Glamour Cat’s. Tailkinker could feel tears streaming down her face as Grizabella was accepted into the tribe once more, but she didn’t care. When Grizabella finally reached Old Deuteronomy, the old cat bowed to her and his choice became clear. A happy glow in her heart, Tailkinker watched as Grizabella went up to the Heaviside Layer. The Ball wasn’t over, though. Old Deuteronomy had one last thing to say to his Tribe: “The Ad-dressing of Cats.” Tailkinker started to doze, but the voices of the Jellicles jerked her awake and she watched as they sang out with all of their hearts.


When they had finished singing, Tailkinker snuck back out of the Junkyard and found a place to sleep in a lonely outbuilding near the train tracks. Curling up in a pile of old scraps of wool, Tailkinker drifted off to sleep, dreaming of the Jellicle Ball.

*
*
*


The warm sunshine woke me up the next morning and I stretched luxuriously in its warmth, memories of the night before floating through my mind. Smiling faintly, I left the outbuilding, breathing deeply. I glanced up at the sky and saw that the sun was almost mid-morning. I glanced down at my body and noticed that I was back in my cat form. Giving a cat-shrug, I trotted off to find food. I spent much of the following weeks just wandering around the Town. I usually managed to find food somewhere, but there were times when I missed my mother. As fall crept up on me and the weather turned colder, I began to look for a sheltered place to spend the winter…

*
*
*


One day, she was hurrying through a drizzle, concentrating on getting out of the wet. Next thing she knew, she was on her…tail in the mud. “Careful there. You should watch where you’re going.”


She looked up, startled, and gasped. It was Gus! But who was the young Tom with him? “Sorry about that. I was just thinking.”


The young Tom’s blue-green eyes twinkled. “That’s potentially dangerous, you know.”


“Hush, Grummie,” Gus admonished the young Tom. “Don’t mind him. What’s your name, Kitten?”


“Tailkinker,” she answered, surprised that she was actually speaking to Gus! She’d dreamt about meeting him ever since the Ball. “What’re your names?”


“I’m Asparagus,” Gus told her, “but you may call me Gus.”


“And I’m Grumbuskin,” the young Tom added. “But you can call me Grummie. What’s a kitten like you doing way out here?”


“I’m looking for someplace to stay for the winter,” Tailkinker answered, just as a drop of rain hit her on the nose. She wrinkled the offended part and continued with, “Preferably somewhere warm and dry.”


Gus chuckled. “You’re in luck. We know an excellent place you can stay.”


“Really?” Tailkinker brightened. “What is it?”


“It’s a theatre,” Grumbuskin answered for the older Tom.


“Is it far?” Tailkinker asked, shivering as a drop hit her between the ears. “Bulls-eye.”


“If it were, I wouldn’t be here,” Gus told her.


“That’s true,” Tailkinker conceded and shivered as another drop hit her on the shoulder. “Can we please go now?”


“Sure,” Grumbuskin chuckled at her eagerness and held out the arm Gus wasn’t leaning on. “If you’ll take my arm, My Lady?”


“Certainly, Good Sir,” she replied, smiling broadly as she looped her arm through his, despite the increasing number of raindrops. The trio headed back to the theater. As they drew closer to it, they changed to their cat forms. Grumbuskin stayed close by Gus’ side to keep the old Tom going and Tailkinker moved to the other side of Gus to help out. Finally, they made it to the theatre. Just as Grumbuskin, the last of the three to come in, slipped through the cat flap, the heavens opened and a sheet of water poured down. “Whew! Made it just in time!”


“I’ll say,” Grumbuskin agreed, leading the way into a small room near the door. In it were two cat beds and two bowls, one with food and one with water. They were back in what Tailkinker called their Jellicle forms and Grumbuskin was helping Gus to one of the cat beds. “How are you feeling, Gus?”


Gus waved Grumbuskin away impatiently as he curled up in the bed. “I’ll be fine here, Grummie. Go take this lovely lady for a tour of the theatre. I’ll just stay here and take a nap.”


“If you’re sure,” Grumbuskin hovered by the basket and Tailkinker found the concern very touching.


“Yes, I am,” Gus answered impatiently. “Go on.”


Grumbuskin stayed there a moment longer, then nodded. He turned to Tailkinker and gestured towards the door. “Shall we, My Lady?”


“I’d love a tour, Good Sir,” she answered, following him through the door. As they began to wander through the theatre, Tailkinker could hardly look everywhere she wanted to. “Wow! I never thought there was so much to see in a theatre.”


“You’ve never been in one?” Grumbuskin asked curiously as he led the way through a door. The moment Tailkinker stepped over the threshold, she was in her cat form.


(*No,*) she meowed. (*I’ve just heard of them*)


(*What did you expect to find in a theatre?*) Grumbuskin asked as he led the way over to the only Human in the room.


(*I don’t know,*) Tailkinker hung back. (*Fewer rooms and more people*)


(*Well, we’re between shows,*) Grumbuskin explained, jumping up on the Human’s lap.


“Well, hello, there, Thomas,” the woman exclaimed softly, beginning to stroke his spine.


(*What are you doing?*) Tailkinker yowled softly, alarmed.


(*There’s nothing to be afraid of,*) Grumbuskin yowled back. (*She won’t hurt you,*)


(*I’m not too sure about that,*) Tailkinker answered, eyeing the Human warily as she turned to see whom Grumbuskin was yowling at.


“Oh, you found a friend,” the woman leaned over her chair, careful to keep Grumbuskin in her lap, and held her hand out to Tailkinker. Still wary, Tailkinker stretched out her neck and began to sniff the woman’s hand. She smelled fresh and clean, with a faint trace of lilac. It was a nice smell. She didn’t move away when the woman started to pet her as well. Grumbuskin jumped down from the woman’s lap and sat down next to Tailkinker. “She’s a pretty one, isn’t she, Thomas?”


(*Thomas?*) Tailkinker asked skeptically as the Human’s hand stroked down her spine.


Grumbuskin gave the feline equivalent of a shrug. (*They call Gus Old Man.*)


Tailkinker chuckled, arching her back. (*Oh, this feels good.*)


(*You have no idea,*) Grumbuskin nudged the Human’s other hand and she began to massage the bases of his ears. (*Ah, nothing beats a good ear massage.*)


“Oh, Thomas, I have something for you,” the Human stopped petting the two Jellicles and walked over to the table. She pulled something out of a box and returned to the two Jellicles. “This belonged to someone very special, Thomas,” she told the young Tom, kneeling in front of him. “I want you to take good care of it,” that said, she clipped a cross charm to the collar around his neck. She stroked his ears one last time before returning to what she was doing.


The two Jellicles left the room. “Wow,” Tailkinker examined the cross closely. “She must really like you.”


“She’s my favorite of all the Humans,” Grumbuskin replied as they continued their tour.


“Oh.”

*
*
*


The Humans readily accepted my presence and I became known as “Thomas’s Girlfriend” or “Thespia,” because it was soon obvious that I was enchanted by the world of the theatre. I never missed a rehearsal and it didn’t take long for Gus to teach me everything he could about stagecraft. Grummie took over my education in stagecraft at that point, giving me pointers and helping me develop my “stage presence.” What I loved most of all were the stories Gus told us about his youth and the Jellicle Tribe I’d seen back in the city. I learned the names of the Tribe Members that hadn’t been called by name during the actual Ball: the Sentinel was named Munkustrap, the White Queen was named Victoria, the Tuxedo who’d danced with Victoria was named Mistoffelees, the second Matron was named Jellylorum, and the two young Toms who’d been scolded by Mistoffelees and Munkustrap were Tumblebrutus and Pouncival, and the White and Black who’d caught my eye was named Alonzo. Finally, Gus decided it was time for me to put the skills I’d learned from him and Grummie to work…

*
*
*


“Okay, you two,” Gus whispered to them as they stood backstage on opening night. “I want you two to go out there when the lights dim for the scene change and sit on the ‘pouch’.”


Tailkinker’s eyes widened with a combination of surprise, fear, and nerves. “Do you really think I’m ready?”


“Of course you are,” Gus assured her, patting her paw. “You can’t learn anything else from me and Grummie’s been working with you.”


“Yeah, but I’d hoped I would have more time to work on my acting skills,” Tailkinker conceded, still scared.


“C’mon, Kinker, it’ll be a cinch,” Grumbuskin assured her, blue-green eyes sparkling with excitement. “You don’t have to do anything. Just sit there and look pretty.”


“Okay, if you’re sure,” Tailkinker agreed.


“Of course we are,” Gus confirmed. “We wouldn’t be doing this if we thought you weren’t ready.”


Grumbuskin held out his arm to her. “My Lady?”


“Good Sir,” she smiled faintly as she took his arm.


The lights dimmed and Tailkinker walked out onto the stage with Grumbuskin. They positioned themselves near the front of the stage, out of the way. When the lights came up, there were murmurs from the audience about the two cats sitting calmly on the stage. Tailkinker chanced a look at the two Humans on the stage, but neither seemed to notice the two felines. When the actress, who happened to be Grumbuskin’s favorite, sat down with the actor, Grumbuskin got up, walked over to the Humans, cool as you please, and jumped into the woman’s lap. Tailkinker remained where she was, occasionally looking out at the audience or watching the actress play with Grumbuskin as she and the actor talked. When the lights dimmed once more, Tailkinker trotted off the stage, tail high in the air. The actress carried Grumbuskin off and set him down next to Gus and Tailkinker. “There you go, Thomas.”


“You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” Tailkinker demanded as she helped Grumbuskin smooth down the fur the actress had ruffled while she was petting him.


“Of course,” Grumbuskin answered with a shrug. “Some Humans know the absolutely perfect way to pet us and she’s one of them.”


Tailkinker huffed and sat down, leaving Grumbuskin to take care of his fur on his own. Gus chuckled. “Don’t worry about it, Kinker. He was here before I arrived. He grew up in the theatre around Humans. It’s only natural for him to enjoy the stroking and petting.”


Tailkinker sighed. “I suppose you’re right. Do you think the director’ll mind us being onstage?”


“Not at all,” Gus declared. “He’s a cat-lover, that one. Mark my words, he’ll let you two come on whenever you want.”


“What about you?” Tailkinker asked softly.


“My time on the boards is past,” Gus told her soberly. “Soon my time as Gus will pass as well.”

*
*
*


Just as Gus said, the director didn’t mind Grummie and I coming onstage for that scene and he actually seemed to encourage it. I finally plucked up the courage to actually do more than sit onstage. Rather than get up in the actor’s lap, I rubbed up against his shins and cause him all sorts of mischief. You see, the actor didn’t deal with the cats as well as the actress did, so I acted that way to annoy him. Finally, it was time for Christmas and a bittersweet affair it was, too…

*
*
*


“Merry Christmas, Grummie!” Tailkinker announced cheerfully Christmas morning.


“Merry Christmas, Kinker,” Grumbuskin mumbled, not bothering to open his eyes.


“Merry Christmas, Gus!” Tailkinker bounded out of her basket. When she didn’t get a reply, she walked over to the old Tom’s basket. “Gus?” he didn’t move. “C’mon, Gus! Wake up! It’s Christmas,” when he still didn’t move, she hesitantly reached out a paw and touched his body. She jumped back with a soft hiss of surprise. “Gus!”


“Kinker, will you shut up? I’m trying to sleep here!” Grumbuskin told her crossly.


“Grummie, something’s wrong with Gus,” Tailkinker told him, beginning to panic.


“There’s nothing wrong with him, Kinker,” Grumbuskin retorted. “He just wants to sleep.”


“No, there really is something wrong with him!” Tailkinker exclaimed, grabbing his arm and virtually dragging him over to the older cat’s basket. “See! He’s not moving and he’s cold and stiff.”


Grumbuskin cautiously leaned over and sniffed at Gus’ body. He sprang back with a hiss. “You’re right, Kinker. We’d better get the Humans.”


The two young cats sped out of the room and to the Manager’s office. He didn’t have anywhere else to sleep, so he slept in his office. They pawed the office door, yowling at the tops of their lungs. “All right, I’m comin’,” the Human’s voice finally called. “Just hang on,” they strained their ears and could hear the bed creak as the Human got up. There was the rustle of clothes being pulled on and the floorboards creaked as the Human walked to the door. He yanked it open to see two cats sitting in front of it. “What?!” Grumbuskin yowled and trotted to the door of the room with the cat beds. “What is it, Thomas?” Tailkinker echoed Grumbuskin’s yowl and trotted to the door. “Okay, it must be something to do with Old Man,” the Human entered the room and examined Gus’ body. He sighed and glanced from Grumbuskin to Tailkinker. “I hate to tell you two this, but he’s dead,” Tailkinker gasped and sat down. Grumbuskin walked over and nuzzled her. Tailkinker nuzzled him back. “Don’t worry, you two. He’ll get a right proper funeral,” the Human covered Gus’ body with a blanket and stroked each of them before leaving the room.

*
*
*


The day after Christmas, the company held a small funeral for Gus. I was sad for days afterward, my ears, whiskers, and tail drooping constantly. I’d loved the old Tom and now he was gone. In an effort to cheer me up, Grummie told me how he’d gotten his name…

*
*
*


“You see, Gus came here when I was six months old,” Grumbuskin told her as they were curled up in one of the cat beds for warmth. “And I’m almost two right now. My mother hadn’t been able to give me a name before she was taken away and Gus decided to call me Grumbuskin, after the Grumbuskin in ‘Growltiger’s Last Stand,’ even though he mentioned that it was better suited to a Silver Tabby.”


“You’re six months older than me,” she pointed out.


“So?” he asked.


“Never mind,” she sighed and laid her head back on her paws


“Have you heard what production they’re doing next?” Grumbuskin asked, still trying to cheer her up.


“No,” Tailkinker shook her head. “What are they doing?”


“Something’s Afoot,” Grumbuskin told her. When she didn’t react, he clarified. “It’s musical mystery comedy in two acts.”


“Why’d they choose a comedy?” Tailkinker demanded, offended that someone would dare do something cheerful so soon after Gus’ death.


“To help with the grief,” Grumbuskin answered calmly. “It will be dedicated to Gus. I heard the director say so herself.”


“So, what’s the deal with this show?” Tailkinker asked, the sparkle returning to her eyes as she thought of being onstage again.


“Well,” Grumbuskin began. “Ten people are invited to a ‘Marvelous Weekend’ in the country…”

*
*
*


That has to be one of my personal favorites. It took us awhile to come up with something we could do onstage, but we did. We just kind of wandered around onstage, getting underfoot and making general nuisances of ourselves. One of the actresses, the one who played Lady Manly-Prowe, even pretended she was allergic to us and, naturally, we ended up following her around all the time. The audience loved it. And so, time went on. My grief over losing Gus gradually lessened and finally disappeared altogether. When it came time for the next Jellicle Ball, I wondered who would be chosen, since Grizabella and Gus weren’t there anymore. When I turned three, Grumbuskin surprised me with some interesting news…

*
*
*


“Kinker?” Grumbuskin’s voice interrupted the young kitten’s perusal of a magazine one of the Humans, the one who’d played Hope in ‘Something’s Afoot’, had left on a table; Audrey Gates, or something like that.


“Yes, Grummie?” Tailkinker asked, crystal blue eyes meeting his curiously.


“Um, I don’t know how to say this,” the Charcoal Tabby’s tail swished nervously behind him.


“That’s a first,” Tailkinker commented, sitting up and stretching, easing the kinks out of her back muscles. “Well?”


Grumbuskin cleared his throat, “Well, you know how the Humans date when they’re serious about a relationship?”


“Yeah,” Tailkinker looked at her reflection in the mirror and fluffed her mane. “So?”


“Er, I’ve been giving our relationship a lot of thought,” Grumbuskin continued as she smoothed the fur on her flanks and hips. “And I was wondering if you would, um, like to date me.”


“But I see you every day,” Tailkinker pointed out, turning to him at last.


“I know that,” Grumbuskin waved the comment away, “but that’s not the point. The point is, I’d like for us to eventually pledge and dating now would help us along.”


Tailkinker stared at him, thoughts whirling. Pledge? But she wasn’t even a Princess yet! It was true it was only six months away, but that didn’t mean they would Pledge. After all, there was still Alonzo to consider. She still maintained her crush for the White and Black Tom. She’d told Grumbuskin about seeing the Ball a long time ago, but she’d never told him about her crush. “I don’t know, Grummie. I’ll have to think about it.”


“Don’t take too long,” he told her, one paw coming up to stroke her cheek.


Her breath caught in her throat and she quickly jumped down from the table. Casting a last look up at him as he peered over the edge of the table, she ran from the room.

*
*
*


Yes, I ran from Grummie. I didn’t know what to do! On the one hand, there was Alonzo, a memory. On the other, there was Grummie, a living breathing Tom. As I considered it, I realized that Alonzo had probably found a Mate by then and that there was no point in holding onto a memory when Grummie was right there. I eventually agreed to date him and I found myself falling in love with him…

*
*
*


“Ah, here’s one of our two feline stars,” Tailkinker jumped as a large Human hand began to stroke her. She looked up and saw a Human boy standing over her. He was about 10 Human years old, an age of children that Tailkinker usually avoided. And yet, there was something about him that Tailkinker liked. Perhaps it was something about his gray-green eyes or the extreme gentleness in his touch, despite his size for his age. Tailkinker sat up and let him stroke her spine. While Grumbuskin liked to have his ears scratched, Tailkinker loved for her spine to be stroked. She arched up into his hand as he stroked her, a purr rattling in her chest. “She’s pretty, isn’t she, Momma?”


“Yes,” the brunette woman agreed as the boy stopped stroking Tailkinker and straightened up. Tailkinker let out a disgruntled meow. “And she seems to be quite taken with you, Bruce.”


“Can we keep her, Momma,” he asked.


“I’m sorry, Bruce,” the mother answered. “But we can’t afford a cat right now. Besides, she probably belongs to the theatre.


Tailkinker watched them go and a memory flashed through her mind. She was in her Jellicle form and a Tom equivalent to Bruce’s size when he would be an adult was giving her a back massage. She couldn’t see his markings, only that his touch felt so good and so right. Disturbed, she headed for the cat beds and found Grumbuskin already there, in good spirits. “Hiya, Kinker!”


“Hi, Grummie,” Tailkinker answered quietly, curling up in her cat bed.


“Hey, what’s the matter?” Grumbuskin asked, noticing her mood. “You’re not mad at me, are you?”


“No,” Tailkinker shook her head, resting her chin on her paws. “Just thinking.”


“That’s potentially dangerous, you know,” he told her.


She chuckled. “I’ll risk it, thanks. Have you heard what they’re going to do next?”


“Yep!” he answered brightly. “They’re doing Hamlet.”


“Isn’t that Gus’ favorite Shakespeare play?” Tailkinker asked curiously.


“Yep!” Grumbuskin repeated. “And I know just what you can do in it, too.”


“Oh?” Tailkinker raised an eyebrow. “And what might that be?”


“I’m not gonna tell you just yet,” Grumbuskin replied. “I want to make sure of a couple things first.”


“Okay,” Tailkinker returned to her thinking and eventually fell asleep.

*
*
*


He eventually told me and I agreed to do it. Just before Hamlet’s dead father was supposed to appear as a ‘ghost,’ I came on stage, I did. With my coloring, I looked eerie enough to be a herald. I would come on, arch, hiss, and stay like that until the ghost went back off. Then I would dart off. It was great! I even got applause! Grummie was a real big pest in that play. The actor who played Hamlet actually carried him around. Can you believe that? All during some of the scenes, the actor would move about the stage, carrying Grummie and stroking him. I couldn’t believe it! That cheeky Tom! One problem with doing it was that my back muscles got awfully stiff from staying that way. One night, when I was moaning particularly loudly about it, Grummie offered to give me a back massage…
*
*
*


“Would you, please?” Tailkinker stretched out on her stomach, presenting her back to the young Tom. “Thank you,” her eyes closed with pleasure as his paws began to knead the muscles of her back. “Oh, that feels so good, Grummie.”


“Good,” he murmured, continuing to knead the muscles of her back. “It’s supposed to.”


She sighed with pleasure as his paws moved lower, slowly turning her into a puddle of sensation. She gasped when he reached the sensitive spot at the base of her tail. “Stop, please.”


“What’s the matter?” he asked, concerned, as she rolled over and sat up, pulling her knees to her chest. “What’d I do wrong?”


“It’s not you,” she assured him, her tail now curling around her ankles. “It’s me.”


“You?” he asked, clearly puzzled.


“Yes,” she nodded, her eyes on her tail tip. “I--I don’t know how to say this…”


“Then don’t say anything,” he told her softly. “Just feel.”


“Feel?” she looked up at him, startled.


“Yes,” he nodded and tilted her chin up to meet his kiss. She froze at first, then melted into his embrace, her arms circling his neck. After a moment, he broke the kiss. “Feel better?”


“Yes,” she answered, her voice breathless.


“Good,” he pulled away and left the room.


She stared at the doorway he’d gone through for a long moment before curling up in her cat bed and going to sleep.

*
*
*


I didn’t know what happened between us that night, but we became lovers when I finally came into season. It was so scary for me. No one had sat down with me and explained it. I had to figure it out on my own. To top it off, it felt like there was a big ache inside me that needed to be taken care of. The only one who could take care of it was Grummie. It hurt a little the first time, but after that, oh, how wonderful it was! My days and nights were filled with him. I felt warm when it was cold, and protected when it was stormy. We could go anywhere, anytime, and it was new! He never did take off the cross charm his favorite Human, named Melinda Jones, had given him. He thought it was a charm and would protect him. I never did see him without it. The next summer was the best, in my opinion. Until one night, when Grummie didn’t show up…
*
*
*


“Audrey, have you seen Thomas?” Melinda asked, applying her stage make-up with Tailkinker on the counter top, occasionally batting at the brushes and sponges scattered over it. “Stop it, Thespia.”


“No,” Audrey replied, stroking along Tailkinker’s spine. “He’d be in here right about now, wouldn’t he?”


“Yes,” Melinda pursed her lips to apply the lip liner. “I’m worried about him. It’s not like him to miss a chance to be onstage. Thespia, leave the make-up alone.”


Tailkinker gave a ‘brrt’ of annoyance and jumped down from the counter top. She trotted out of the dressing room, cream-tipped tail held high. When she was out of sight of the Humans, she changed to her Jellicle form. “Grummie! Where are you?”

*
*
*


I wandered through the theatre, searching high and low for Grummie, but I never found him. I hurried backstage in time to take Grummie’s place. Melinda wasn’t quite ready for me, but I remembered what Grummie did and managed to finish the scene. Later on, I heard Jeff Hawkins, one of the actors, talking with Peter, Melinda’s husband…

*
*
*


It was Jeff’s voice that attracted Tailkinker’s attention. “I found Thomas.”


“You did?” Peter’s voice answered. “Where is he?”


Jeff took a deep breath. “He’s been hit by a car,” Tailkinker ran backstage and saw that Jeff was holding Grumbuskin’s collar. “I found his collar on the sidewalk outside the alleyway and then I found him lying in the street.”


“Is he dead?” this came from Peter.


Jeff heaved a tired sigh and said what Tailkinker was dreading. “Yes. I wrapped him in a blanket and I’ll bury him in my yard when I go home,” then his dark gaze landed on Tailkinker, who was standing in the doorway, shell-shocked. He walked over to the small Queen and put the collar around her neck. He stroked her, tears in his eyes, and said, “I’m sorry.”

*
*
*


I couldn’t stay at the theatre any longer. I left. First Gus, whom I’d loved like an uncle, and then Grummie, my lover, were gone, taken away from me. I didn’t know if I’d ever love again. All I knew was that my heart had two holes in it, one for each of the Toms. As I wandered, the memories raced through my mind. Grummie’s cheerful laugh and the sparkle of his blue-green eyes. Gus’ wise words and fatherly counsel. All the wonderful times we’d had together. When I finally looked up, I didn’t recognize a thing. All I could see were these big old buildings, dark and creepy. I was scared and just wanted to find a place to sleep. I tried to find a way to get in one, and couldn’t. I thought I saw something familiar when I came around one building. One street ran toward a train track, so I went down that. Then a couple of big black cats showed up…
*
*
*


“Well, now, lookie what we have here,” one of them leered.


“If it isn’t a sweet little Queen,” a second added.


“Look, fellas, do you mind leaving me alone?” Tailkinker asked, unafraid. She’d never really encountered the dark side of life, except for Macavity, and he hadn’t even known she was there!


“Aw, sounds like she don’t want our company,” the first spoke up. “Well, I sure could use hers.”


“Okay, I’m lost and you guys aren’t being very nice,” she told them sternly.


“Hey, Inky,” the second black chortled. “She said we ain’t bein’ very nice!”


“Just like a slut like her to say something like that,” the first sneered. “Listen, slut, you’re only good for one thing and that’s what we’re gonna get.”

*
*
*


He grabbed for me, but I clawed him and started running. I don’t know how, but I managed to get a fairly good head start on them. I reached the tracks and turned in the direction that I thought might get me to the main street. That’s when I spotted the fence. It was the same one I’d wriggled through four years ago. I was hoping I could find the hole I snuck in back then, but those two beasts were coming after me. I didn’t see the Railway Pipe, just that big fence. I knew if I didn’t get in, those guys would eventually catch me and do something terrible to me. Grummie had taught me how to climb, so I didn’t waste anymore time. I just ran at the fence and jumped up as far as I could. I made it about two-thirds of the way and landed against the fence. If the wood had been hard, I would never’ve made it. Now I’m a member of the Jellicle Tribe, with a Mate and two wonderful children. I wonder if any of the Humans there at the theater have a Jellicle Soul inside them. We may never know.

-Tailkinker,

Healer for the First Tribe.
===============================================================


That’s it for Tailkinker’s Story. If you want to read what happens to her afterwards, go to The Jellicle Chronicles and read them. Tailkinker enters them in Year Four. Thanks.

- Jestana Silvercoat.

