I was quietly confident that I had managed to get away with it when Mrs S loomed unexpectedly in the doorway, hands on hips and that look in her eye.

‘You cannot be serious Subbie!’ she exclaimed. ‘Don’t even think about putting that in your bag, because if you do, you’ll travel alone – I’m warning you’

‘But petal, it’s just a photo of our darling kitties Myrtle and Sage…’ I implored.

‘No Subbie, it’s not just a photo. It’s an A4-sized picture in a heavy silver frame. It must weigh at least two kilograms and you are not, I repeat, not, taking it with you and there’s an end to it!’

I sighed heavily as I reluctantly pulled it out of my cabin bag and replaced it on the bedside table with the other 23 framed photos of Myrtle and Sage and the little gold plated kitten paw print impressions I had made when they were younger.
‘What if I forget what they look like whilst we’re away?’ I asked, not unreasonably, I thought.

‘Oh really Subbie – would you forget what your own children look like? I don’t see you taking photos of them with you’ she replied.

‘We have children?’ I asked incredulously, trying to inject some levity into a rapidly deteriorating situation.

‘Just get on with finishing your packing – it’s almost time to leave for the airport – I think I just heard the taxi pull up…’

‘Well I’m not leaving until I at least say goodbye to the girls’ I said petulantly as I finally zipped up the bag.

‘Hurry up then, the taxi is here now’ Mrs S said as she picked up our luggage and made for the door.

I walked into the sitting room to find Myrtle casually cleaning her private bits andSage fast asleep on the lounge. I scooped them both up, smothering them with hugs and kisses. From behind me came a polite cough.
‘Er, do you want to say goodbye to me as well Dad?’ my daughter asked hopefully.

‘Yes of course dear’ I replied putting the now struggling kitties on the floor and giving daughter an equally big hug and a kiss.

The taxi was idling in the driveway, Mrs S already ensconced in the back seat, the luggage stowed in the boot, when I slid in next to her.
‘Passports and tickets?’ I enquired of Mrs S who managed to give me an expression that said Don’t even go there!
As the taxi slowly rolled down the driveway to start our holiday, I turned and looked wistfully through the back window to see daughter on the front step waving madly…
and do you know, I could have sworn there were two forlorn looking little kitty faces pressed hard against the front window of our sitting room, eyes brimming with tears.

