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-Part One- 
 
 
The maternity ward was white and smelled of antiseptic. Mrs. Feral grimaced as another wave of 
contractions hit her. “I think this is it” said the nurse, “push”. Mrs. Feral pushed as she felt a 
small body moving through her abdomen and gave out a short cry as it left her.  
 
After a few moments she started hearing mewling. She turned to her side and saw the nurse 
holding a small infant kat next to her. “Congratulations” the nurse said, “you are now a mother!” 
“He’s seems quite healthy” one of the nurse’s aides said.  
 
Mr. Feral had risen from his seat and went over to the bed where his wife and newborn child 
were laying. Mrs. Feral was exhausted from labor, but she was quite happy. She had given birth 
to a healthy kat.  
 
“What do you wish to name the baby?” the nurse said. Mr. Feral recalled reading a Latin 
translation of The Odyssey back in high school. The central character was named Ulysses. “How 
about Ulysses?” said Mr. Feral. “That sounds like a good name” said Mrs. Feral, “Ulysses it is!” 
 
 
-Five years later- 
 
 
Ulysses Feral looked down into the crib at his sleeping brother. He seemed so peaceful even 
though he was quite a handful when he was awake.  
 
Today was Ulysses’ birthday; his mother was downstairs baking a cake. He wished his dad was 
here, but since he was an Enforcer, he was busy with fighting crime.  
 
Ulysses went downstairs into the kitchen. As he entered the kitchen, he could hear that the small 
television on the counter was on. Leo was in the news again. Leo, a mysterious masked vigilante, 
had captured the leader of a drug cartel earlier in the day and the media had pounced on the 
story. Ulysses’ dad didn’t seem too happy with Leo but Ulysses thought he was cool. He had 
read the Kat Kommando comics and wanted to be a vigilante too.  
 
Suddenly his mother fell down. Startled, Ulysses went over to her. “Mommy?” he said, her eyes 
were closed and she was not moving. Worried, he went over to the phone and dialed 911. 
“Hello?” said a she kat on the other side of the line. Ulysses wasted no time. “My mommy has 
fallen down and she… she” suddenly he started crying. “We’ve got your location”, said the she 
kat, “we’re sending an ambulance right now”. 
 
Several minutes later paramedics had reached the house and had put Ulysses mom onto a 
stretcher. His dad arrived in an Enforcer cruiser. Ulysses was still crying. Ulysses dad leaned 
down and hugged his son. “Be strong Ulysses” he said. Ulysses was sniffling as he stopped 
crying. “Okay daddy” he replied. 
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Later that day, Ulysses' mother died. The doctor said it was something called meningitis. For the 
next week Ulysses would quietly cry himself to sleep every night. 
	
	
-Part Two- 
 
Two years later 
 
Ulysses was waiting outside school for the bus home. School had ended for the year and it was 
time for summer break to begin. Ulysses wiped sweat off his brow, the humidity was nearly 
unbearable. Then he noticed the family car nearing his location. It stopped next to him and the 
shotgun side window rolled down, it was his father. "Come in Ulysses" his father said. Ulysses 
walked over to the car and got in. 
 
"Shouldn't you be at work?" asked Ulysses. "I took some time off to drive you home son" replied 
his father. "Thanks" said Ulysses. "It's a bad time for me to be off considering that vigilante Leo 
is still out there" his father said. "Dad" Ulysses said "why do you hate Leo?" "I don't hate him 
Ulysses" his father replied "but vigilantes work outside of the law so you never know if or when 
they might do something illegal. They could represent a danger to the city." Ulysses was startled 
at this thought. He wanted to be a vigilante as well, but he didn't want to break the law doing so. 
Was it possible not to break the law while being a vigilante? 
 
Night had fallen and the catnip dealer used that to his advantage. He was being chased by 
Enforcers through an alleyway. The Enforcers were well trained but this was the dealer's home 
turf; he knew every crevice and obstacle here. "Halt criminal!" shouted Ulysses' father as he 
primed a taser. 
 
Above them, unbeknownst to both parties, was Leo. Reaching into one of his pockets he pulled 
out a homemade frag grenade. He popped a clip onto it when he heard the dealer nearing the area 
below him. "Gotcha" he whispered as he pulled the pin off the grenade and dropped it. Suddenly 
the dealer tripped allowing Ulysses' father to near him and the grenade. "Wait!" exclaimed Leo 
as he lost his footing and fell to the ground below. But it was too late. The grenade went off. 
 
Ulysses was watching television with his brother when the phone rang. The babysitter picked up 
the phone. "Yes?" the babysitter asked. "Ulysses, it's the Enforcers, they want to talk to you" said 
the babysitter. Ulysses grabbed the phone and held it up to his ear. "Hello?" he said. "Um, kid" 
said the person on the other end, "there was an accident involving your father". Suddenly 
Ulysses felt the cold grip of fear in his stomach. "Is he okay?" asked Ulysses. "I don't really 
know how to say this, but your father is dead. Hello?", Ulysses had dropped the phone, numb 
horror spreading through him. So many questions were buzzing around his head. Why? How did 
it happen? Who would take care of him and his brother now? Feeling dizzy, he went to his room 
and closed the door. 
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-Part Three- 
 
Twelve years later 
 
Ulysses was apprehensive as the teacher returned the tests the teacher had given the class. If he 
couldn't pick up his grades he would be held back again and his uncle would go ballistic. Ulysses 
crossed his fingers as the teacher reached his desk and placed his test on it. Ulysses looked down, 
F again. Ulysses let out a dejected sigh and slumped back in his chair as the bell rang. He feared 
facing his uncle again. 
 
As Ulysses pulled the car up to the middle school, he saw his brother with a joint in his mouth. 
Ulysses was startled as the smell of catnip hit his nose. Ulysses' brother threw the joint away and 
got into the car. Then Ulysses turned and saw two kats fighting. Suddenly, he flashed back again. 
The verbal abuse, the hits, the denied meals, his uncle was going to unleash hell on him when he 
found out about his latest test score. "Damn it" Ulysses said as he pulled the car away from the 
school. 
 
Ulysses grunted as he hit the floor of his uncle's apartment. His nose was bleeding after his uncle 
had punched it and he felt bruises on other parts of his body. "I can't believe it" his uncle said, 
pausing to swill some hard milk. "I'm paying for your education and you can't even pass fucking 
high school! If it wasn't for your goddamn father getting himself killed like that I could be living 
a better life!" Ulysses got up as his uncle continued "Go to your room, you won't be getting 
supper, again. I'll deal with your brother next." Ulysses went to his room, head hung in shame. 
 
Ulysses didn't want to be a bad student, but twelve years with an abusive guardian can mess 
someone up in a bad way. He couldn't bear listening to his brother's cries as his uncle beat him. 
Pocketing an emergency razor, he opened the window to the ground level apartment room and 
stepped outside. Although Megakat City was located in the subtropics it was strangely chilly for 
winter. The cold wasn't fazing Ulysses though as he held the razor up to the moonlight. I can 
make it quick, he thought to himself. One slice on the throat or wrist and I won't have to put up 
with this any longer. He brought the razor up to his neck. But he faltered as it neared his skin. 
No, he thought again, not tonight. He laid on the sidewalk and fell asleep. 
 
He seemed to be floating in a sea of whiteness. Despite the surrealism of the dream he felt oddly 
safe. Then he he heard a voice call out his name. "Ulysses" the voice said. "I'm here" replied 
Ulysses. Then the whiteness faded and he was in the apartment living room again. It was grubby 
and had little furniture but that's not what scared Ulysses. Looming in front of him was his uncle, 
eyes glowing a demonic red. His uncle reached down and grabbed Ulysses in a choke hold. 
Gasping for breath, Ulysses realized what he must do. He reached for the emergency razor and 
plunged it into his uncle's arm. Howling, his uncle dropped him. "Enough's enough" said 
Ulysses. His uncle screamed in outrage as he disintegrated. Suddenly, Ulysses woke up. Daylight 
streamed into his eyes. Normally the thought of facing a new day terrified him, but he was 
unusually confident about today. 
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Again Ulysses was facing his uncle, the real one this time. "What are you doing?" said the uncle. 
Ulysses wasted no time. He slammed the aluminum baseball bat into his uncle's stomach. His 
uncle reeled with pain. Ulysses hit him again, this time in the head. His uncle fell to the floor. 
Ulysses threw the bat aside and extended his claws. He crouched down and scratched his uncle's 
cheek deeply. "Let me make this clear" Ulysses said. His uncle was too shocked to fight back. 
"I'm going to get my grades up and I'll become an Enforcer, and there's not a damn thing you can 
do to stop me." Ulysses stood back up and walked back to his room. 
 
His uncle had stopped beating him and his brother. And later that week Ulysses passed his 
midterms. When school ended he made friends and got into shape. He was going to become an 
Enforcer like his father. 
	
	


