It was dark and cold. Varjak shivered, his fur standing up but not because of the cold.  He glanced around the room, looking at Holly.  She too was glancing around, gathering her bearings. “What do we do now?” she whispered. 
“Follow me,” replied Varjak.  Quietly they left the cold, black kitchen and made their down the long corridor. They reached the enormous front room which housed the red velvet armchair.  It was exactly how he remembered it to be.  Except that it was now a dull white colour, everything covered in thick dust, and it was colder than in the kitchen.  He remembered the last time he was in this room.  The family had had a meeting, the last meeting they would ever have.  The last meeting that Elder Paw would lead.  Their last family meeting.  
Varjak pushed those memories to the back of his head. ‘No time for nostalgia, you are here for a reason’, he thought.  The reason?  His family but where were they?  Had they met the same fate as Elder Paw?  Had they left the house and ventured Outside also?  Had they defeated The Gentleman and his cats?  Something felt wrong, very wrong. 
“What or who is that?”  exclaimed Holly.  Varjak turned his head in the direction that Holly was looking.  At the end of the long, gloomy corridor stood a tall, shadowy figure.  It looked very eerie, even more so, when the bright lightning flashed through the windows of the house like gigantic spotlights.  It was The Gentleman.  He was sure of it.  That wasn’t a good sign.  There was no sign of his family.  Where were those sleek black cats? 
Bang! went the window in the front room, and with it a huge whoosh of cold air entered the room. This quickly brought Varjak back to reality and the danger that they were both in. “Quick, this way!” he shouted to Holly, who was now side by side with him.  As they ran down the hallway, the tall, shadowy figure started moving in their direction.  “Quick, up the stairs, I have some where we can hide,” Varjak said breathlessly.  They made it to the top of the stairs.  Varjak led the way down another lengthy, gloomy corridor. 
Surprisingly, it wasn’t cold up here.  He took a left turn, another right turn and finally they ended up in a small, dim room.  Varjak went to the back of the room, used his paw and started pushing the wall.  They could hear footsteps.  They were getting closer.  Varjak frantically pushed at the wall and suddenly it made a clicking sound.  It opened. There was a door in the wall!  ‘Unbelievable,’ thought Holly.  “Inside now!” he whispered as loudly as he dared.  Just as the door clicked shut, the footsteps stopped at the entrance of the now empty, dim room. 
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‘No, I am not okay. We have just run away from The Gentleman. We are now hiding in my secret hiding place and my family are nowhere to be seen. Oh and dogs cannot climb!’ thought Varjak. But instead of voicing those concerns he simply replied, “Yes, yes I’m okay. Now, let’s make a plan and find my family”.
