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Dedication


Dedicated to Sir Socks who lived between November 1995 and November 2010. The blind guy mentioned in these memoirs, who will remain nameless to protect his identity, says Socks and his three brothers were born around Thanksgiving, a holiday celebrated in the United States on the third Thursday of November. In 1995, that was 23rd. Sir Socks died 15 years later on November 17, 2010. He was ready and willing to go when he could no longer control the back half of his body. It was painful to take him to the vet to let them kill him. I don’t care to call it, “putting him to sleep.” They killed him. I couldn’t do it even though he had asked me to. I was honoring his last wish. He was right. He was that bad off.

I’ve tried to be as accurate in this account as I could. It is based on the experiences we had together and what I know of him as he was. He was a curmudgeon, but he could also be sweet and loving at times. He was never a very playful cat and couldn’t always handle how silly Spot and I would get. Nor did he like to be picked up. So, I never held him long. He also hated it whenever I kissed him on top of his head.

Sir Socks was a true curmudgeon. He was loud and vocal about his opinions, especially when things were not to his liking. He could also be quiet and shy. Excellent at jumping and teleportation. Even when wearing a collar with a bell and metal tag, I didn’t know when he was moving around unless I saw him with my eyes. He didn’t trust anyone easily. In fact, it took him time to get used to me, but then he was quite loyal. Fiercely loyal. It was worth the time and effort to gain him as a friend and ally.

I wrote this book from his point of view and filled in as many details as I could. I had to look at myself in a different way. I learned more about myself and how Sir Socks saw me as a person. It was also painful to write at times because I didn’t fully understand or realize how I had affected him. Obviously, I don’t know every little detail because I wasn’t always around him. He had lived at least a year before I had even meet him. In fact, we were in different cities before we had meet. He was born and raised in Tucson, Arizona and I was born and raised in Fort Wayne, Indiana. Both are cities in the United States.

I didn’t get to Tucson until June 1996. He wasn’t fully grown then. I didn’t meet him right away. When I finally met him at the blind guy’s house, he was fully an adult and tended to run away whenever I saw him. I don’t recall doing anything special. I just gave him his space. Eventually, he talked to me and let me pet him.

He was the first cat I remember living with. He trained me well. Now I don’t tend to have too much trouble with any cats. Not ones I live with or others I may meet anywhere. He was the best cat I could have asked for. Without his guidance and constructive feedback, I wouldn’t have any idea of how to deal with any cats I may meet anywhere.

Not all cats are exactly alike, but they tend to have some things in common. Those common things are what make it easy for me to take care of a new cat and bond with them. I know I have Sir Socks to thank for that. I also learned how to handle curmudgeons in general. They notice how I treat them. They tend to like having me around just as Socks did. But perhaps not as much as he did.

And the rest of the book is from Sir Socks, which I have translated for the rest of us to be able to read…


Acknowledgements


I, Sir Socks Le Chat, would like to thank and acknowledge my girl for helping with this book. Without her this book of my memoirs wouldn’t be possible. She helped me write as my translator. She is definitely a non-cat person who knows and understands me better than anyone else, except for me of course. She knew about the things I went through and how I coped on my own. She was always kind to me even when I got on her nerves.

She is the one who put this book together. She took many of the pictures in this book. She also drew some pictures or used her graphic design skills to create what we needed to fill out what we didn’t have in photographs that she had taken over the years we were together. She helped me write and edit. Without her, I doubt I could have completed my book to share with the world.

Oh, and I hope you, the reader, will understand that I am not perfect. I know I’ve been a loud, whiny, vocal cat. Too many non-cats would never tolerate my behavior. I was lucky to have someone like my girl to look after me without complaining about my surly ways.

My surname has changed too many times that I can’t even keep track of. I don’t know what my mother’s surname was, even though I know who she was. She raised me and my three brothers until we were old enough to fend for ourselves. She kept us safe in a woodpile in a backyard.

I’ve had many adventures and several homes since that time. I’ve been to the vet and hated it every time. That’s where the name changes tended to occur. It just all depended upon which human was claiming responsibility for me at the time of each visit.

Well, to make things simpler and easy for everyone, my girl gave me the surname of Le Chat, which is simply French for the cat.

I am a cat. The surname fits me and reflects my girl’s influence on me.
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Chapter 1 Kittenhood—the Early Days
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I don’t know much about my kittenhood beyond being cared for in a woodpile in a backyard. My mother took care of me and my three brothers. I don’t remember two of them who went to different homes. Nor do I have any idea of what happened to them after they had left. However, I do remember my brother Spitter. He and I continued to live at this same place for a time. Our mother, when she had decided she was done taking care of us, left to live at the house across the street.

What bothers me the most about my mother was that even though she had taken such good care of us, she had left us without any warning. Spitter, Inky, Paintbrush, and I never had to worry about anything with her around. She had just left us in the woodpile and went to live across the street. I have no idea where Inky and Paintbrush went. I hear they were adopted by some humans and I never saw them again.

All three of us, my mother, Spitter, and me, lived in a small neighborhood in a cul-de-sac. I suppose Spitter and I were happy. I don’t even remember all the people who were coming and going in the house we lived in. All I know was the main human was a blind guy. He remained there with us for our early years.

My brother and I didn’t tend to talk to strangers much. Neither of us were ever outgoing. But nonetheless, we grew up and we stuck together. We had a happy little kittenhood there in the woodpile. I couldn’t have asked for a better beginning in this life.

All of us were black and white cats in various different designs. I just happen to be a tuxedo cat. I had more black than white than my brother Spitter. He was mostly white with some black accents. Even our mother was mostly black with some white. You could call her a tuxedo cat as well. But she had more white on her than I do.

Why did she just abandon us? It wasn’t fair. She didn’t have to leave us. She could have stayed. I am quite upset about it. Spitter agreed with me. After she had left us, we never liked her anymore. If we saw her, we hissed at her. Spitter was more of a hisser than I ever was. We were both skittish and didn’t trust humans readily.

The blind guy who lived in the house didn’t stop us whenever we came in. Eventually, he looked after us in his own way. He let us come and go when we pleased. He took pictures of us that my girl didn’t get permission to use. It’s a shame. He took such good pictures of us. But my girl made drawings based on those pictures she was able to get copies of.

I’m glad I grew up. Being a kitten isn’t a lot of fun when everyone expects you to play with toys and be cute all the time. Sure, I didn’t mind wrestling with my brothers, but I was never that into toys. I’m more of a cat that wants to observe the world around me and wonder what’s wrong with it and the humans we share this planet with. I prefer meditation to playing with toys any day.

What is it like to grow inside the womb before birth? Sometimes I have wondered. But I can’t think back that far. It is still a mystery to me. But that never stopped me from trying. When I meditate, there’s no telling where I go. But I usually learn something when I travel that way. I see things that I can’t see when I’m wide awake.

But even with the meditation, I couldn’t have foreseen where life would take me. Later on with car trips, bus trips, plane trips… it was all too much for a independent cat like me. I just wanted to be free to roam. To come and go as I pleased, but somehow when I had lost some amount of freedom, I had gained some security. Was that a good trade off? I suppose it was. My latter years were wonderful with my girl, Spot, and Isis.

Just to think that I met her and she didn’t seem to try to do anything to me when we first met. She just let me come and go. Never forced me to do anything at all. I couldn’t have asked for a better human to come into my life. I just had to wait a few years into adulthood before she could show up.

Where was she before that time? I have no idea. She never told me. And I never asked.

But I never saw my girl until after she was here. I had no idea when I first met her how much she loved cats in general. I couldn’t have foreseen how much she would love me and other cats. Actually, I thought she was too silly to make a good caretaker and caregiver. And at that time, I didn’t need a new one. Spitter and I were fine with the blind guy.

But it seems that her presence had disrupted our lives in ways that I never understood until much later. It was her fault, but she had no idea of what would happen when she put certain things into motion. At least she takes good care of me. Otherwise I don’t think I could have forgiven her now that I know.

By the time she had told me it was her fault, the damage had already been done. But by then I had learned what a good hearted and sweet person she is. I had to train her to take care of me, but that wasn’t as bad as it could have been. She at least listened to me. She isn’t stupid either. At times absent minded and too focused on her work. But not to the point that she wouldn’t listen to me when I need something.

She sometimes works with me sleeping on her lap. Those are the days. I’m glad we met. Without her, I don’t know what would have happened to me. She was a whirlwind that had changed my life so radically from what it was, but in a good way. I just had no idea until after the whirlwind had scooped me up and we were in a different place. It was my first move and I wasn’t sure what was going on.

Afterwards, it was one adventure after another. Not the kind she writes about. I’ve never lived with my head in the clouds as she does. No, this was real life and it was full of mundane cat experiences. It’s my life and I don’t regret living it.

Although there is still one thing which bothered me at a young age. I couldn’t do anything about it whenever it happened. My girl noticed it after we were living together. When I was learning to meditate as a kitten, I was visited by tiny beings with wings. Looking at them was like looking at pure white light. I didn’t know what they were at first. My girl would call them fairies because they are humanoids with wings.

So, these tiny fairies would visit me. The first time they came, I had no idea what they were or what they would do to me. They flew towards me and checked me out. They looked deep into my eyes. All I could do was stare at them.

There was no warning. There never is. They threw their dust on me. Then they stood on my back as I ran around crazily. It was embarrassing. Yet, there was nothing I could. I am not a silly cat. I never was. But whenever the fairies are visiting me, I do this. Quick and jerky around the house.

I didn’t understand then why they had chosen me. But I learned in time. When they visited me later they told me that I was destined to be a witch’s familiar. I didn’t know what they were talking about. They tried to explain it to me. They assured me she would love me as no one else would.

Those fairies were right. I did become a witch’s familiar. I just didn’t realize who she was until it was too late. But by then, I was living in the lap of luxury and unconditional love that I no longer cared. Sure her magic was playful, but it was loving. She wasn’t a selfish witch with shallow desires. She was a witch who was in transitional period of her life. She was just realizing she had the power.

She needed me to help her with all that power and keep her grounded. To keep her to her true nature of someone who loves unconditionally and thinks of others and not just herself. Together we were great together. But she was just as silly as the fairies, as you, reader, will find out if you keep reading my memoirs.





Chapter 2 First Home
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I grew up in a woodpile in a backyard. At that young age, I had no idea what life had in store for me. I didn’t see the adventures that would happen to me. All the traveling. And of course, the most wonderful caretaker and caregiver I ever had who helped me in my later years. I don’t think I could have handled being a senior cat without her.

This woodpile is where my brothers and I would play and learn how to become upstanding cats. Our mother cared for us as a mother should. She was kind and loving. She provided for our every need without any complaint. She was beautiful.

We were lucky to grow up there. Yes, we were outside, but we were in a human neighborhood. There were humans around and they helped take care of us. If the humans were mean and dangerous, I don’t know what would have happened to us. I have heard horror stories of other cats who just lived on the streets without a safe place to go in times of trouble.

But I know we were lucky. Two of my brothers, Inky and Paintbrush, were adopted by humans and we never saw them again. I do hope they were in good homes. Sometimes it’s just hard to tell with humans. But I know Spitter and I had a good home together.

It was just a shame that we, Spitter and I, were separated early, but that is another story.

I didn’t just learn to become an upstanding cat in this woodpile. I also learned to meditate as just a little kitten. My girl says of the only picture she’s seen of me as a kitten that I was cute and looked just like a miniature version of my adult self. She says I didn’t look much like kittens who have certain parts of their bodies grow bigger than the rest. I was just a miniature adult. I suppose I always had the mindset of a senior cat trapped inside a young cat’s body.

There were many humans who came and went to the house next to the woodpile. Some would live in the house. Many didn’t stay long for one reason or another. There was only one who stayed there the longest. He was the blind guy. He was kind and loved my brothers, my mother, and me well.

He never made us leave. He let us come and go as we pleased. He just made sure we had access to food and water. We didn’t have a litter box because we were outside cats. We never needed one. We learned from our mother how to deal with our waste and where to hide it so no one would complain.

The house wasn’t particularly very clean. There was a tv that was on much of the time. I never cared for tv and I certainly didn’t miss it when I lived with my girl. She doesn’t like tv and refuses to own one. She did have one for a time, but it wasn’t on as much as it was at my first home.

The blind guy tended to write poetry. I didn’t mind that. Sometimes I would hear him typing or he would speak the words out loud. It sounded like a stream of consciousness. It certainly wasn’t unpleasant to listen to him reciting his poetry and expressing himself.
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