Varjak Paw – Chapter 28
P193
THey emerged in the corridor.  It was empty.  The cat door clicked shut behind them.  Holly turned to it at once, nudged it with a paw.  It stayed shut.
‘Let me try,’ said Varjak.  He pushed, but it wouldn’t open.  It had locked from the inside.
‘So you can come into this place,’ said Holly, ‘but you can’t leave?’
‘The Gentleman must have changed it,’ said Varjak, a knot of tension growing in his stomach.  This wasn’t a good sign.
He looked around the corridor.  The thick green windows were closed, the lace curtains drawn.  It looked normal - except that, like the garden wall, everything seemed much smaller and older than he remembered.  The faded rugs, the stuffy furniture; compared to the city it was more like a display in a shop window than any real place.  The silence made it stranger still:  there were none of the city sounds here.
P194
There was no one about, either.  Not the family, not the Gentleman, not those black cats of his.  Yet it smelled strongly of cats, as if there were lots of them very  near.  His whiskers tingled.  This wasn’t right.  Where were they all?
Varjak and Holly shook the rainwater from their fur and moved stealthily along the hallway.  At the top of the stairs, above the musty carpet, the Contessa’s door was closed.  Varjak pricked up his ears.  He could hear something up there - a long, low mewling noise - but further down the corridor he thought he could hear cats talking.
P195
‘I’ll look upstairs,’ whispered Holly.  ‘You check out down there.  In case I find them, what do your family look like?’
Varjak paused.  ‘A bit like me,’ he said, ‘but different.  Be careful.
Run if you see a man, or two black cats.  They’re dangerous.’
	Holly headed up the stairs.  Varjak edged along the corridor.  He tried to empty his mind of thoughts, as Jalal had said, so he could Shadow-Walk.  But it was no good.  The thoughts kept coming.  Where were the family?  Were they all right?  Would they be glad to see him, or had they forgotten about him already?
P196
	He could clearly hear voices now, coming from the front room.  The door was half open.  He crept up to the edge, where he couldn’t be seen, and peered in.  
	There they were - the Mesopotamian Blues, alive and well!
	Relief flooded through him.  He wasn’t too late.  He hadn’t let them down.  There was no sign that they’d been hurt.  No sign of the Gentleman, or his cats.
	It looked like a Family Council was in progress.  But it was Julius who sat now on the Contessa’s red velvet armchair.  The others were clustered around, fiddling with their collars as they listened to him speak.  What was going on?
	‘I don’t care,’ Julius was saying.
	‘But things don’t happen for no reason,’ said Father.  ‘Shouldn’t we try to find out what it means?’
	‘I’m the head of this family now,’ said Julius, flexing his muscles.  ‘Does anyone have a problem with that?’
	There were a few mutters around the room, but no one replied.  Varjak couldn’t believe his eyes.  Things really had changed since he’d been away.  Julius was acting like a gang boss.  It looked like he’d done to Father what Father had done to Elder Paw.
	‘If we all agree,’ said Julius, ‘then Council is over.’
P197
	Varjak took a deep breath, and stepped into the room.  They turned to stare at him as if he was a stranger.
	‘Varjak?’ said Mother.  ‘Is it really you, sweetheart?  Look, everyone, he’s back!’  At once, they cleared a space for him, surrounded him with silver-blue fur and green eyes.
	‘Varjak Paw!  We thought you were lost forever!’
	‘He’s grown, hasn’t he?’
	‘Welcome home, Varjak!’
	Home.  Finally, he was home.  He looked round the family circle.  They were purring and beaming at him - Mother, Father and Aunt Juni; Julius and Jasmine; Jay, Jethro and Jerome.  They all seemed so glad to see him.  It was good to be back.
	‘Where have you been, son?’ said Father.
	‘Outside.’
	‘And the Elder Paw?’
	Varjak shook his head sadly.  ‘Gone.’
	Julius stepped between Varjak and his parents.  ‘Things have changed since you disappeared,’ he said.  ‘I’m head of the family now.  Father was for a while, but now it’s me.’
	He stuck his chest out, to underline the point.  He was bigger than Varjak remembered him.  He’s grown taller; his body had thickened and become more powerful.  His collar was tight around his neck.  He looked extremely well-fed.
P198
	Varjak glanced at Father.  He seemed tired and old next to Julius.  It was obvious who would win in a fight.  Perhaps it had already happened.
	‘Congratulations,’ said Varjak to his big brother.
	‘That’s not all that’s changed - ‘ began Father.
	‘No, things are better for us now than they’ve ever been,’ interrupted Julius.  He pressed something down between his paw.  It was the toy mouse.  ‘The Gentleman’s been very good to us.’
	‘Him?’ said Varjak.  ‘His cats killed the Elder Paw!’
	There was a gasp around the room, but Julius just looked annoyed.  ‘You’re lying,’ he said, raking his claws across the mouse.  It had become ragged; its fur was wearing away.   ‘The Gentleman loves us.  His cats are our friends.  Why would they do a thing like that?’
	‘They wanted to stop us going Outside - ‘
	‘Well, there’s your answer,’ said Julius.  ‘They were only trying to help.  If you  hadn’t been doing something wrong…’
	Varjak bristled.   It was Julius who was wrong.  Varjak knew he was - but Julius could always make his lies so convincing, and Varjak couldn’t find an answer fast enough.
	‘Now, now,’ said Mother.  ‘Julius is right, Varjak.  The Gentleman still feeds us wonderful food every day.   As for his cats - ‘  Julius shot her a look, and she coughed.
P199
	‘Well that’s enough of that,’ she said quickly.  ‘But just look at you, sweetheart.  Haven’t you grown?  And look at those scars on your face:  you’ve changed so much I hardly recognise you!’
	‘What scars?’ said Varjak - and he remembered Ginger, and Razor, and Sally Bones.  He smiled.  The world Outside had left its mark on him.  ‘Well, I’ve had a few fights.’
	A voice like milk in the morning purred in his ear.  Cousin Jasmine.  ‘Why Varjak, you’re not a little kitten any more!’  Varjak’s ears perked up.  He’s always liked Jasmine more than the others.
	‘He’ll always be our kitten,’ said Mother.  She licked Varjak’s coat, smoothed his fur.  He didn’t object.  He let her warm tongue wash away the rain from the storm and the city’s grime, let her strip him of the smell of Outside.
	‘That’s right,’ said Julius, glowering at Jasmine.  ‘He’s still a kitten.’
	‘So what’s it like Outside?’ said Jay.
	‘What happened to your collar?’ said Jethro.
	‘And how’d you get those scars?’  said Jerome.
	‘I’ll tell you,’ said Varjak, though Julius was now glowering at him.

CHAPTER 29
P200
Varjak didn’t tell the family about his dreams - he didn’t think they’d understand that part - but he told them all about the city:  the fights, the friends, the Vanishings.  It felt strange to tell his tale at last; it didn’t feel real.  It was more like a dream or a fantasy.  The Mesopotamian Blues, young and old, gazes at him, listening silently, captivated by his descriptions of life Outside the house.  By the time he got to Cludge, even Julius seemed enthralled.
	‘Varjak’ brought glory to the family,’ said Father when it was over.  Varjak did his best to look humble, but it wasn’t easy.
	‘I always said he’d turn out well if we brought him up right,’ beamed Mother.  Jasmine purred at him.  Jay, Jethro and Jerome looked at him with new respect.
	But Julius just snorted.  ‘That’s a good tale,’ he said, toying with the Gentleman’s mouse.  ‘Except it’s only a tale, isn’t it?  I know you, Varjak Paw.  I bet you were so scared you didn’t do half those things.’  Julius’s pupils narrowed.  He puffed his fur out, making him look even bigger than he was.
	Varjak’s throat tightened.  A fight was the last thing he wanted at this moment of triumph.  He looked into the fireplace.  It was cold.
	‘Yes, sometimes I was scared,’ he admitted.  ‘But everything I said was true.’
	‘You scrawny little insect,’ sneered Julius. ‘Who do you think you are, coming back here and lording it up like this?  You think we care about your stupid tales?’
	‘Julius!’ cooed Jasmine in her milky voice.  ‘I do believe you’re jealous.’
	Julius ignored her.  ‘He’s not even a proper Mesopotamian Blue,’ he hissed.  ‘Never has been, never will be.’
	He flicked the toy mouse aside, and stared at Varjak with green eyes full of contempt.
	‘That’s not true, Julius,’ said Father.  ‘Of course Varjak’s a Mesopotamian Blue.  Only a Blue could do those things.’
	‘He’s not one of us,’ growled Julius.  ‘Eyes the colour of danger.  Isn’t that right, insect?’
	Something rose in Varjak’s heart.  His mind was catching fire.  All those times Julius had made fun of him, made him miserable, made him feel small and weak.
P202
	‘Don’t call me that,’ he said.
	‘Insect,’ spat Julian.
‘I don’t like it.  I never liked it.’
	‘It’s what you are.  Now come on, I’ll squash you flat!’
	Something snapped in Varjak.  ‘ALL RIGHT!’  he heard himself yell.
	‘Don’t, Varjak,’ said Jasmine.  ‘He’ll kill you - ‘
	Julius hissed at her.  She shrank back and was silent like the rest.
	Varjak’s face was burning.  But he had no choice now.  He had to go through with it.
P203
	Varjak and Julius started to circle each other, stalking around the Contessa’s empty armchair.  The family made a ring around them.  Everyone was watching, silent, with bated breath.
	Varjak breathed in-two-three-four, and dropped smoothly into Slow-Time.  Julius glared at him with scornful green eyes, and bared his teeth.  Varjak glared right back; bared his own teeth.  Julius looked surprised.
	‘Come on, Julius Paw,’ said Varjak.  ‘Squash  me flat.’
	Julius lunged in.
P204
	He was quick for a cat of his size, but Varjak was quicker, more agile, a Moving Circle of pure energy.  He stepped aside.  Julius bit heavily into space.  His teeth cracked together.  It sounded painful.
	‘Don’t ever call me an insect again,’ said Varjak.
	Julius roared.  He raked out with a strong, silver-blue paw.  Varjak was too fast once more.  Julius missed, and lurched into the armchair.
	Jay, Jethro and Jerome giggled.  Were they laughing at his Moving Circle?  Varjak turned, to see them giggling at Julius instead.  He smiled, but as he looked away, Julius came at him and cracked the side of his face with vicious strength.
	Varjak staggered back.  He hadn’t expected that.  It hurt.
P205
	‘Insect!’ thundered Julius.  ‘Now you’ve made me angry!’  He launched a flurry of claws.  Senses reeling, Varjak dived away just in time.  He had to keep breathing,  keep the Moving Circle going, or Julius would finish him.
	He dodged the furious attacks that followed, becoming a shimmer that Julius couldn’t quite hit.  The attacks grew wilder, angrier.  Varjak stayed a step ahead, just out of reach, as his big brother closed in - until Julius threw everything he had at him in one massive blow.  There was no avoiding this one:  Varjak had to meet it, head on.
P206
	He breathed out-two-three-four.  Went deep into his Circle.  The power rose within him;  and when Julius came, the Circle held true.  Varjak turned the blow away, using his brother’s own strength against him.  Julius went stumbling to the ground.
	Varjak grinned.  It felt good.  Better than the time he’d fought Razor.  It was better than anything, a hot intoxicating glow that pulsed through every fibre of his being.  He’d never felt so alive.
	Julius was off-balance now, weak and exposed.
	Finish him, thought Varjak. Right now.  Let loose the energy.  He’ll never fight again.
	Do it!
	No.
	‘Enough,’ said Varjak Paw.  ‘Enough, and no more.’
	Julius shook his head.  ‘I’m only just beginning,’ he panted.  ‘Insect.’  Julius flung himself through the air, out of control, claws splayed.  Varjak leaned away in Slow-Time.
	CRASH!  Julius smashed head-first into the fireplace.  Looked at Varjak with small green eyes, clouded by black ash.  Tried to stand up.  Couldn’t.
	It was over.
	‘Varjak Paw!’ cried Jasmine.
	‘Varjak Paw!’  The family hailed his conquest.
	‘Varjak Paw! Varjak Paw! Varjak Paw!’
	He closed his eyes.  The victory tasted sweet, like cinnamon.
P207
He’d done it at last.  He was a Mesopotamian Blue.
	‘Varjak Paw!  Is that you?’
	A gravelly voice!  Varjak’s heart skipped a beat.
	‘Holly?’
	“Varjak?  I’m here!’

CHAPTER 30
P208
It was Holly!  Her spiky black-and-white fur burst into the front room.  Varjak went to the door to meet her, flushed with victory.  But there was a look in her mustard eyes - a look of horror - that wiped the smile off his face  the moment he saw it.
	‘Varjak, it’s horrible,’ she said.  ‘We’ve got to get out of here.’  She looked up at the thick green windows, searching for a way out.
	‘What’s horrible?’  said Varjak, confused.
	‘It’s the Vanishings…..this is where they’ve all gone.’  She shuddered. ‘The man’s not here, and I didn’t see those black cats.  But there’s a room upstairs with a big cage in it, and hundreds of cats in it, only lots of them aren’t - ‘  She closed her eyes as if she was trying to block out the memory.
	‘Aren’t what?’ he said, afraid of the answer.
	‘They’re not alive.’  She looked more shaken than he’d ever seen her in the city.
	‘Sorry to interrupt you, Varjak,’ said Mother, ‘but who is this?’  The Mesopotamian Blues were all watching, even Julius, licking his wounds by the fireplace.
	‘Holly, this is my family,’ said Varjak.  ‘Mother, Father, everyone: meet Holly.’
	‘Don’t worry,’ Holly said to them.  ‘We’ll find a way out.’
	Father frowned, and turned to Varjak.  ‘I don’t understand,’ he said. ‘Do you know this cat?’
	‘This is Holly -  my friend from Outside, who I told you about.’
	Father looked disgusted.  He turned his back on her.  They all turned their backs.
	‘This is not Outside,’ said Father.  ‘Tell this cat to leave us.’
	It felt like a slap in the face.  Varjak glanced at Holly.  She looked as stunned as he felt.
	‘How could you even think of it?’ whispered Mother.  ‘You should know better than this, sweetheart.’
	‘Didn’t you hear?’ protested Varjak. ‘She’s going to help us get out.’
	‘But we don’t want to get out,’ said Mother.  ‘Where would we go?  Who would feed us?’
	‘Wait a minute,’ said Holly.  ‘Have you seen what’s happening upstairs?  If you’re being fed, it’s not for a good reason.’
	Father ignored her; he just spoke to Varjak. 
P210
	‘We haven’t been upstairs because of the black cats.  But we know there are other cats up there too.’
	‘You do?’ said Varjak.
	‘The Gentleman brings them down to the house,’ said Father.  ‘He feeds them.  Not like he feeds us, not with caviare, but cheap dry food.  There are sacks of it in the kitchen.  He keeps them alive until - well, we don’t know exactly what happens next - but we all agree that the Gentleman would never harm one of us.’
	‘You’re wrong,’ said Holly.  ‘If it’s them today, it’ll be you tomorrow.’
	‘We’re different,’ Father said to Varjak.  ‘We’re special.  We’re Mesopotamian Blues.  As for those common cats,’ he shrugged,’ who cares what he does to them?  They’re nothing.’
	‘What?’ said Holly, ears and whiskers bristling.
	‘Less than nothing,’ said Aunt Juni, as if Jolly wasn’t there.
	‘Come on, Varjak, let’s go,’ said Holly.  ‘These idiots deserve everything they’ve got coming.’
	Her words made Varjak shiver.  He didn’t know what to do or say.  He looked at Mother.
	‘We know what we’re talking about, sweetheart,’ she said in a gentle, reasonable voice. ‘We’re not going anywhere.’
	His head was spinning.  Maybe they were right and Holly was wrong.  The Gentleman hadn’t harmed them yet; perhaps he never would.
P211
	‘But what about Holly?’ said Varjak.
	‘She is not one of us,’ insisted Father.
	Varjak looked at Holly.  He looked at his family.
There was a twisting, tearing feeling in his guts.  He looked at Holly.  The family.  And Holly again.  His insides were ripped in half.  It was impossible.
	‘We need you here,’ said Jasmine.
	‘You need me?’ said Varjak.
	Father nodded, very serious.  ‘Of course we need you, son.  You’re the head of the family now.  You can’t just leave us.’
	‘You beat Julius,’ said Jay.
	“julius was terrible,’ said Jetjhro.
	‘But you’re the best, Varjak,’ said Jerome.
	Varjak felt proud inside, proud to be a Blue.
creeeaak
It was the front door, opening.
click CLACK
The Gentleman, entering the house.  Two sleek black cats by his shoes.
‘Come on, ‘ urged Holly.  ‘Now!’
She cut towards the corridor.  Varjak couldn’t move.  His mouth felt numb, like ice.  He wanted to go with her, but how could he?  He finally had what he wanted:  he was a proper Mesopotamian Blue at last!
He couldn’t ruin it.  He couldn’t walk away now.
P212
	Holly stopped, on the edge of the front room.  She glanced back at him.  He looked away.  shame prickled his eyes, made him blind.  He couldn’t meet her mustard gaze.
	‘Holly…’
	‘Varjak?  What’s wrong?’
	‘I - I can’t…’
	He felt it at once:  her invisible barrier, going up, coming between them.  And he knew why.  Because he’d done exactly what she’s always feared her friends would do.  He’d let her down, at the very moment when she was trying to help.  But what else could he do?
P213
	‘I’m the worst friend in the world,’ he whispered.
	‘Stop,’ she said. ‘Don’t say another word.’
	Varjak watched, frozen to the spot, as Holly bolted like h’d been burned, bolted away from him and towards the front door.
	The Gentleman’s cats were ready for her.  In a blur of blackness, moving as one, they blocked her and flung her to the floor.
	Varjak’s Awareness spun into action, taking in their smooth, sleek power, their deadly speed.  He’s seen everything in the city, even the fearsome Sally Bones, but these black cats were still something else.  The way they moved together so perfectly, their identical eyes….they were more like machines than anything alive.
	They had Holly trapped on the ground.  His heart screamed at the sight, but how could he fight both of them on his own?  They’d destroy him, like they’d destroyed the Elder Paw.
	He turned to the family for help, but they turned away.  No one could look at him.
	The Gentleman closed the front door.  He stooped down to touch one of the black cat’s collars, and whispered something in its ear.
	It left Holly with the other black cat, and marched up to the front room, where it stood blocking the way out.  It stared at Varjak and the family with its black eyes.  As  its gaze fell on him, Varjak’s Awareness quickened with a strange, cold sensation.
	He took a step towards the black cat.  Immediately, it pushed him back.  Varjak’s hackles rose.
	‘Don’t son,’ said Father. ‘You’re bringing us into danger.’
	‘Just let them do what they want,’ said Mother, ‘and they won’t hurt us.’
	Varjak’s  mind was raging.
P215
After all they’d been through together, he’s let Holly down.  He’s brought her here.  He’s cost her the few moments in which she might have escaped.  And now he couldn’t even help her, because that would harm his family, and there was no way he could do that.
	He wanted to be a Blue.  He was a Blue.  He belonged with them.  Not her.  Them.
	He looked on powerless, as the other black cat dragged Holly up the stairs.  She went without a struggle.  There was no fight left in her.  Varjak watched, silent, unable to move.  The last thing he was was the tip of her tail, vanishing from view.  It was like watching his own heart being torn out.
	She was gone.  The Gentleman went upstaitrs after her.  The black cat who’d been guarding them followed at last, leaving Varjak alone with the family again.
	‘That’s my son,’ said Father.
	‘I knew you’d do the right thing,’ said Cousin.
	‘What an ugly little cat she was,’ said Cousin Jasmine.  Her voice sounded like milk.  Sour milk.

QUESTIONS
P193  Can you explain what ‘a knot of tension growing in his stomach’ means?

What do the verbs ‘snorted’ (p200) and ‘sneered’ (p201 tell you about Julius’ feelings towards Varjak?

Find out the meaning of these words from Chapter 29 - 
enthralled
intoxicating
conquest

P198  What might Julius be thinking and feeling when Varjak tells him that Elder Paw was killed by the Gentleman’s cats.

P198 Why do you think Julius glare at Mother when she starts to talk about the Gentleman’s cats?

Over these 3 chapters, how does Varjak’s opinion of Jasmine change?  Provide evidence directly from the text.

P210  Father is right not to be bothered about other cats - what do you think?

End of p211 What do you think Varjak should do here?  What advice would you give him?

Mother and Father are right to protect their family and not help others - what do you think?

Chapter 28 How do you think Julius became the head of the family?

Chapter 29  Which skill does Varjak use in his fight with Julius?

What might the author be saying about the divide between rich and poor, indoors and outdoors?  Summarise your opinions and use the text to back them up.
																	
