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  Linguistic Preamble.




  There are many kinds of English. One of them is European English. A subspecies of this idiom is Hanni English,




  in which this book was written.




  




  THE BOOK OF HANNI
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  I am now seventy and I cannot believe it. If they take a picture of me, I don't recognize myself




  in that big nosed and big eared old fellow.




  When I look into the mirror, instead, don't know why, but it's as if all my wrinkles had been




  combed out (isn't it, Chinaski?).




  Into the mirror I see a man of fifty, my golden age. More or less like the one in the picture,




  the one on the left.




  At that time I was not transparent to the women from 18 upwards.




  Now I am not transparent to women from 65 upwards.




  At that time I used to do what they called extreme canoeing. Now fourth grade rapids are my




  uppermost level.




  I used to ride alone up to Cervinia to do skiing and I returned the same day. Now I never go alone




  and only to near ski spots. I could ascend mountains with my cross-country skis.




  Now I prefer snow racketing in the woods of Alto Vergante. I used to start on my MB in full




  summer late in the morning to ascend the Mottarone. Now I start early in the morning.




  I paddled with my kayak up to Ispra. Now my limit is Angera.




  




  I could eat kilograms of chocolate. Now I never touch it, because of problems about which it is wise not




  to discuss.




  




  Anyway you and me have had a lot of chance, we were not visited by war, as was the case of my parents.




  




  Nevertheless as a young man I experimented the cold war psychosis. I was a university student and I remember




  me standing in a bar as people were listening on the radio about the Russian war ships transporting nuclear




  missiles to Cuba. We all thought that a nuclear holocaust could be possible, worse than that, probable.




  We grew up with that Damocles' sword dangling over our heads. Now that sword has not disappeared,




  but it has become invisible.




  




  What follows is a sort of a messy mixture of my writings (I seldom wrote anything) concerning my greatest




  interests in life (except sex and death). Maybe someone will find some good tips here.




  Almost all these writings can be also found on my site:




  




  www.catalucci.it,
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  HANNI AND HIS CATS 1.




  




  The most beautiful creature on earth is the tiger. Among tigers I prefer the huge Siberian tiger.




  There is one in a zoo not far from me. The zoo is in a natural park. The visitors sit in front of a




  glass panel and peer into the enclosure where the tiger lives.




  At first I saw nothing in the enclosure. Then I felt a rhythmic vibration of the ground




  and then..there he was, the huge wonderful beast.




  Zoos are going to disappear, right so, but the emotion I felt can not certainly be given by




  the most beautiful TV-documentary film.




  




  Or if sometime, when roaming 'round




  A wild, noble beast greets you




  With dark stripes on a yellow ground,




  Just notice if it eats you.




  This simple rule may help you learn




  The Bengal Tiger to discern!




  




  I do not have the means, nor I am fool enough to try to grow up a tiger as a pet animal.




  I am content with the miniaturized version.




  My old aunts still remember when I, at an age of about four, brought home a dead cat




  with worms and all, and the tragedy that followed after I was made to understand that




  I could not keep my kitten.




  They were also astonished by my ability in dressing the cats of the neighbourhood.




  Alas, cleanliness was the only worshipped Goddess in my family. She forbade of course the




  existence of any cats in the house. Only when I was grown up, already a university




  student, a cat was admitted into the family. It was a Siamese kitten which developed to




  a rather ugly animal. To begin with, he did not possess any tail, he had only a little furred




  hook above his ass, but that, I was told, can occur with Siamese cats.




  He had blue eyes, both converging at an impossible angle toward his nose.




  He had a thin waist, but a large ass and loved immensely my mother, much to




  the distress of my extremely jealous sister, who hated him heartily.




  He even called my mother: "..ma..mmaa..", a wonder to which my mother, who




  never in her life had had animals in great sympathy, could not resist.




  She spent part of her little spare time cooking for him boiled meat to the special




  tenderness that he preferred. Other foods were refused by him without exception.




  He passed the evenings after dinner in the arms of my mother, and the nights




  in the bed sleeping with his head on a pillow between my father and my mother.




  This had never been allowed to me or my sister.




  Sometimes my sister could not resist and beat him on his big ass without any




  reason, so he learned not to remain alone with her, or with our superstitious maid,




  who believed cats were devil's breed and kicked him every time she got the




  occasion to.




  I did not love him very much, but he was company to me. As a past-time,




  using leather gloves, I taught him to fight. So when my friends visited me




  and approached the cat for the first time, they received all a sign from His Majesty




  in the form of a bleeding scratch.




  As all Siamese cats, he was very exuberant and could defy the gravity law circling




  at full speed on the walls of our living-room. He could make stripes out of precious curtains,




  and not be punished by my aunt who had always be careful that we kids do not touch




  and dirty them.




  As (his) adolescence approached my parents made the mistake not to let him cured (i.e.




  to let his royal balls be cut off ) so he got lost in search of a female after having in vain tried




  his chance with a white he-cat that was his friend. My father spent nights in the street calling him




  but he never was found.




  




  After him a black she-cat came, a lovely beast. I had not much contact with her




  because at that time I lived in another town attending the university.




  In Switzerland I and my wife took with us a Siamese cat. This time it was a beautiful




  and full tailed cat. His name was Boltano. Boltano was a pretty regular Siamese,




  a little noisy and lively as all Siamese cats are.




  He ruined our leather furniture and the curtains, but this was to be expected.




  I trained him to fight. He used to lay me ambushes, jumping on me with his




  four paws stretched out. I caught him in mid air and then it was all OK.




  Boltano had been regularly vaccinated. Nevertheless he caught viral




  enteritis, probably during a visit to my friends' cat. The visit had been very




  short, because the two felines had not made friends at all..




  This and a bad vet finished Boltano.




  When I returned to Italy I did not think about cats any more because




  my apartment was, and still is, too small.




  Then, in a dark and stormy autumn night of 12 years ago, I and




  Rosalba were going to the pictures when out of the main glass door of the house




  we saw two little meowing beings approaching us.




  So little that their mother could not be very far from there, we thought, and,




  as it was late, we let them alone.




  Getting back at midnight it was still raining and cold. The kittens were still




  there. They were shivering. I got them to my home, quickly prepared for them




  a couch with wool rags and opened a can of tuna fish. Then I went to the




  lake and I collected some sand which the kittens, after eating, used properly




  without hesitating.




  - No way I can keep them - I said to Rosalba - To-morrow I'm going to




  find their mother or someone who can take them.-




  That's how Ciccio-Ciccio (pron.: tcheetcheeo - tcheetcheeo) and Sissilini




  (pron.: Seesseeleenee) entered my life.




  




  Later we found out that Ciccio and Sissi had a mother, she lived




  near there, but she had thrown out Ciccio and Sissi because someone,




  well intentioned, had moved them into the house in a box under the stairs




  to protect them from the cold. That can happen with cats.




  She continued to live there and had many other kittens until she was cured.




  She was very old when she was badly bitten by a stray dog. She died in the veterinary




  hospital four days after that.
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          1.Childhood of Ciccio and Sissi




          




          When they came to my home Ciccio and Sissi were both ruffled and in a badly shape.




          Fleas were walking freely over their faces. They both had a bad inflammation of their ears




          and of their eyes.




          More than that, Ciccio had a cloudy eye, like a cataract.




          I first put them over a newspaper and treated them with a flea powder.




          Soon a thick flea carpet covered the paper. I and Rosalba stared in disbelief.




          The fleas were definitely exterminated only later, by means of a flea collar.




          Slowly ears and eyes were also healed. But for Ciccio's eye no cure could




          be found. The vet told me that it had been probably caused by an infectious scratch,




          then he did two cortisone injections under Ciccio's eyelid. As a consequence




          Ciccio inflated like a balloon and stopped his growing up. As a month later




          I complained about that to the vet, he told me that I was feeding Ciccio too much




          and that Ciccio evidently was a little size-cat.




          Then it happened that I was obliged to do some cortisone injections in my elbow




          because of an inflammation of a sinew. And it also happened that it was the same




          product which had been used on Ciccio. I read the instructions and there it was:




          do not use on children, because it may stop their growth!




          More than that, the quantities given to Ciccio were the same that I had received, with




          the difference that I weighed 80 times more than Ciccio!




          Unfortunately that vet was a huge beast, much bigger than I, so I could not give




          him the good beating he deserved, but I learned that with vets it is just like with docs:




          you need a good luck with them otherwise you're going to risk your pets' life..




          Now Ciccio has an invincible terror of vets. The few times I brought him




          to the vet again he fell in a half-cataleptic condition. Unusual metallic sounds make




          him run. How can I reproach him? When I think about the pain the injections




          caused in my elbow and the fact he received a comparatively 80 times bigger dose




          of that in his eyelid I still fancy to quickly graduate on Judo, Aikido, Karate and




          then go and give the vet and his assistant a good threshing and then may be




          make them a cortisone infiltration in the balls.
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          2.Ciccio (real full name: Ciccio-Ciccio)
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          Last winter I returned home and, as usual, I switched on the light, the gas, the oven




          and greeted the cats. After I while I perceived a slight nauseating roasted-fishy smell.




          Perhaps the neighbour, a catastrophic cook ? No, no smell outside. And nothing




          in my kitchenette. Nothing to do. I switch off everything, open the windows and




          let fresh air in, then again I begin the said operations. Punctually the smell comes.




          I go and sniff again the landing outside, then every corner of my house.




          In fact, one time it had occurred to me to get home at night sleepy and deadly tired




          and to be met by a rotten fish smell that took me by the throat. After putting all




          the furniture upside down I had found two pieces of raw fish I had given Ciccio the




          day before. That time it had been my fault, I had cut the fish in too big portions.




          Cats usually take pieces of food that exceed the measure and go and eat them




          somewhere else or play with them. So the food ends up in unthinkable places,




          for example behind a divan bed as in that case.




          But this time Ciccio had had nothing else but can food.




          Finally I cleared the mystery. He had vomited over the stove. Tuna with rice.




          Everybody has shortcomings. Ciccio's shortcoming is that he easily vomits.




          He needs only to be a little anxious or a bit hungry. If I do not remember




          not to give him the whole portion, but to divide it, after a while it can happen.




          Sometimes when I am fast asleep I hear a:" glo...glo...glo.." and I must




          jump on, catch him and put him on the floor otherwise he likely vomits on




          my bed. Recently he vomited on the mail of a German friend of mine who, badly




          enough, wanted back some photos of a vacation house he had sent me to




          look at. He took offence when I emailed him the reason why he could not have




          his photos back: they had been enriched with details that had nothing to do




          with the vacation house.




          But, as for the rest, Ciccio is an angel. Sometime I catch him and I bite him on




          his belly and he does not react except perhaps that he takes between his teeth




          one of my ear lobes as a warning sign but without biting. I am sure you couldn't do




          this with many other cats.




          He is only a little bit malicious to his sister. If he gets scolded or discontented he




          goes to her. He begins to wash her then he catches her by her nape and tries to




          immobilize her. If he succeeds, then I hear Sissi hissing and growling and then




          I cry to him to let it be and Ciccio lets go and goes into some corner to play




          "the depressed cat".




          If Sissi manages to free herself from the hold, she throws herself on Ciccio




          with all her mighty weight (about double than her brother's) and gives him




          a couple of scratches over his eyes and Ciccio runs away and plays the depressed




          cat's part.




          Ciccio is also an addict to the food pellets like many cats are.




          To get his pellets I am sure he would betray his adopted mama..that is me.




          When he was young we were worried all the time about his health.




          In addiction to the already said inconveniences, he had, as the vet (this time a




          competent young woman) told us, a food absorption trouble.




          This trouble resulted into such pestiferous silent winds that I and Rosalba




          were obliged, no matter what we were doing, to jump out to the balcony or




          the landing and stay there for a long time. We learned pretty soon not to fondle




          him on his belly or press him in any way, otherwise the silent disaster was assured.
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          3. Sissi (Sissilini. Pron.: Seessee / Seesseeleenee)
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          Sissi has a very beautiful face and wonderful amber eyes but she has got two




          problems. The first one is that she is not very quick-witted and the second one is that




          she eats too much.




          Sissi is a fat cat and I have not succeeded, in all these years, to get her thinner.




          Sissi has got a chronometer and a precision balance in her stomach.




          She uses the chronometer to be always there at the moment of feeding and to




          get me crazy by scratching the carpeted floor or the bed or, in serious cases, meowing




          loudly if I am less then punctual.




          With the balance she appreciates every tiny decrease of the usual weight of her




          portion. In such a case she begins her disturbing operations much prior the




          next feeding-time.




          Sissi began getting fat when Ciccio was full with cortisone (see above). He did not




          eat anything and she regularly emptied his bowl.




          This habit went on, without my paying much attention to it, also when Ciccio




          started eating again. As normal cats do, Ciccio does not eat all his portion at once




          (I give him half a can in the morning, half in the evening and some food pellets




          for tea time). But, when he returned to his bowl to get a second helping, he did




          not found anything more and asked me for another can.




          This way I too late realized that Sissi had become a huge beast, so heavy that




          she could not jump any more onto the bed or the divan.




          The first remedy was to get Ciccio used to eat on the refrigerator, a place




          that was now absolutely unattainable by Sissi. This needed about two days, but




          I had to convince Ciccio that in this way he always got his preferred foods




          (he has a sure instinct for the dearest brands).




          As for Sissilini, she eats everything, and does worse than that...




          Just because of the said balance, it was not possible, however, to reduce




          Sissi's portions. Sissi is a very quiet cat, in fact, she loves only eating and sleeping,




          but the slightest reduction of food changes her in a tormented and meowing being




          and she does not let me sleep in any way. Threatening her or throwing pillows




          at her are of no help.




          Diet food was also a failure. Sissi's stomach not only weighs food accurately,




          but also makes a chemical analysis of it. That's why she got so nervous when




          I tried diet food on her.




          More than that, the diet pellets were a too big temptation for




          Ciccio, who forgot my orders and replenished himself with his sister's pellets




          only to vomit them a little after.




          Now I only pay attention that Sissi do not exceed the weight over which she




          cannot manage any more to wash her most intimate parts, with the terrible




          consequences that one can imagine.




          I also got shrewder about a fact that sometimes happened, i.e. after having fed




          the cats I found Ciccio hungry and Sissilini sleeping with a content face.




          Then I realized what had happened and even caught Sissi eating his brother's




          food that already had... visited Ciccio's stomach..




          This is a terrible thing for us humans but Sissi doesn't see anything bad in it.




          Now I am very careful not to feed Ciccio too much at a time, and, in case he




          vomits, to clean at once.
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          Soon after Sissi's death I went to Intra where a vet collects stray kittens and I took Billy.




          Billy is (Sept.2003) about 3 months old. As far as I can say he is a normal kitten.




          The first thing Billy did in my house was to vomit something that resembled little




          spaghetti. Under further investigation it resulted to be a bunch of intestinal worms.




          So both Billy and Ciccio were treated with a worm potion that I injected in their mouth




          by means of a syringe.




          The vet had assured me of course that Billy had no worms. Alas, today's young vets




          are nicer than the old ones, they are also nice with their patients, but they are still




          superficial and they have instead of a brain a cash-register.




          There is no big love yet between Ciccio and Billy. However, Ciccio accepted him




          and sometimes plays with him.




          





          Back to Hanni's cats





          




          5. Billy's Exile




          It happened when Billy's was about one year old.




          One morning only Ciccio came for the breakfast. He sat as usual on the fridge and




          stared at me.




          Billy didn't show up. This was highly unusual. The fact is, Ciccio is an old cat with a




          normal appetite. Billy instead is young, with, to say the least, a blessed appetite.




          His only declared scope in life is eating. Playing with me he even bites my fingers




          and tries to pull them into his throat as deep as possible giving out smacking sounds




          at the same time. If he could, he would surely eat me.




          So, where was Billy?




          I thought he must be ill, hiding somewhere. My flat is tiny, there are not so many




          hiding places for a cat. He was nowhere and I eventually convinced myself that he




          was fallen from my balcony -second floor-in the night. A 9 metres fall on flat stones!




          I ran downstairs and I first looked at the pavement in search of blood stains, but




          there were no stains at all.




          It was seven o'clock and nobody was around. I live near the lake in a complex of villas




          with garden and hedges..a shocked and maybe injured cat could find thousand




          hides there.




          Billy was nowhere to be seen.




          Back home, I switched on my computer and printer and produced a missing note




          with Billy's picture on it. Billy has a black and white fur, a black racoon-like mask,




          yellow eyes and a big belly.




          I attached copies of the notice everywhere I could.




          On the following days I visited all the inhabited villas of the complex. Every time I told




          the same sad story, showed Billy's picture and left my telephone number just in case.




          During my search I even found three clones of Billy, but one was a female and the




          other two were already part of a happy family.




          I covered by car or by bycicle every narrow street of the complex up to the lake, in the




          hope of finding Billy.




          I used to do this twice a day, early in the morning and late in the evening, because




          they say that cats are more active at those times.




          Doing this I made acquaintance with many cats and with some humans.




          Most of them ( I mean the humans ) showed compassion and tried to be helpful.




          So I had to listen to several cats-stories and I was given a lot of advices.




          Pretty soon I became well known in the complex. My fame was growing. If I had




          wished, I would have easily become mayor, or at least city counselor.




          But I didn't want it, I only wanted my Billy back.




          So a couple of months passed, and nobody had called me on telephone. Nobody had




          seen Billy.




          I was depressed and I had gloomy thoughts about Billy. For instance I imagined that




          Billy's fall had been deadly and that someone had taken his carcase and put it




          into a garbage can. Or I would imagine this: he falls onto the balcony of the first floor.




          There live two gipsies, who quickly catch him and put him into the cooking-pot.




          It should also be said that Ciccio was showing little if any sadness about this accident.




          He had some reasons for that. First, he now had his master all for himself. Secondly,




          he was not very attached to Billy. One could even speak of a certain coldness.




          That was because Billy wanted to play with him all the time, also when Ciccio did not




          want to. Billy would show his liking of Ciccio by putting a paw around his neck and




          licking him feverishly. However, this somewhat neurotic licking every time ended




          with a bite on Ciccio's neck. Maybe Billy unconsciously wanted to eat Ciccio, maybe




          it was a joke. Anyway those weren't manners and Ciccio, the old gentleman, didn't




          like them at all.




          As time passed I began to get cynical. I said to myself: well, finally we got rid of this




          cat Billy. He was not very intelligent, nor he was very lovely. He only had in mind his




          food bowl. He devoured his food like a dog and as soon as his belly was full, he lost




          any interest for his master.




          I had let the notices be. I was beginning to consider to find a substitute of Billy, maybe




          a young and lovely she-cat..




          Then one evening, when I was beginning my stroll to the lake, I see under a car, not




          far from my house a cat who is staring at me with round, yellow eyes. My God, it's Billy!




          I call him and he runs away.




          Was it really Billy? I have doubts. This cat is, contrary to Billy, quite slim and agile.




          However, maybe Billy has had difficulties to find food. But then, Billy was never afraid




          of me, he always looked for me when he was hungry.




          I run back home, take a couple of food cans and return to the place.




          The place is a tennis court which is surrounded by a huge hedge. There live




          some stray cats who were adopted by my neighbour Anna Maria. Probably Billy




          has lived upon their food rests. There I discern Billy! But he remains at a secure




          distance from me. Only when I open the cans, he comes a bit nearer. So I step




          back a little.




          Billy is hungry by all evidence. Though, he does not go to the food, he let the other




          cats, even the kittens, eat their fill!




          I call him, but he doesn't miaow back, he doesn't recognize his master.




          I must go and take some new cans. Now the other cats are full and Billy is allowed




          to eat.




          Poor Billy. He had landed in a foreign world, in which he could not find his way. In fact,




          he had never left my flat before. Cats are strongly territorial and Billy had lost his




          territory. He was barely tolerated by the other cats. One could easily see that he




          wasn't a member of that feline society. He is very nervous. What a difference from




          old Billy! He seems like he has become another cat.




          So I feed him so good I can, in the morning and in the evening. Now he tolerates




          that I am near him, he even let me touch him a couple of times, but then he runs




          away, he is too nervous.




          So I decide he must come back to my house. There he will feel secure.




          One evening I take with me the cats-cage and, while he is having dinner together




          with a she-cat, suddenly I take hold of him. I will put him into the cage, but in a




          moment the once timid and peaceful Billy turns into a tiger. He rolls on his back




          and in a second cuts my hands so badly that I let him go. Meanwhile the she-cat




          yells. She is shocked and attacks Billy. She is going to defend me!




          Billy runs away leaving me standing like an idiot with blood-dripping hands.




          I cannot even take my handkerchief lest I ruin my trousers. So I call Anna Maria.




          She opens her eyes wide, almost like the she-cat before. She brings me




          paper-handkerchiefs and water peroxide. Now I can go home. And there again




          cotton and peroxide till the bleeding stops.




          I am shocked. I never could have imagined such a thing. (Anyway I was told later that




          such a reaction by escaped cats is far from being exceptional. In a unknown




          territory a cat oft doesn't recognize his master already after a few days).




          Now all my friends advise me to let it be. They say: "Look here, Billy has got used




          to be free now, he really doesn't want to come back. Let him be, let him enjoy his




          freedom. You can always feed him if he is in need.". I say: "Yeah, you're right" but




          I am not convinced. As I look to Billy's situation, it doesn't seem so rosy to me.




          I compare him with another stray cat. I call him Pezzatino. He lives near my




          garage. I feed him regularly. He has his own territory, which he defends against




          other cats. There he feels secure. He sits there like a little lion and looks so




          happy as a well-fed stray cat can possibly be.




          What a difference with Billy!




          On the following evening I am again at the tennis court. I call Billy and - Oh wonder!-




          he miaows back to me from the distance. So blood must run, before he could




          recognize me properly! He gets near up to about ten metres. I open the food-cans




          and go away. When I come back, all the food has been eaten up. So it goes for




          a few days long. Every time he comes nearer. So he is not vindictive.




          I call him and he miaows and miaows, with a desperate undertone.




          Without doubt he recognized me, but at the same time he is afraid of me.




          What am I to do? Give him a sleeping drug in his food? What if I send him by




          these means to the eternal sleep?




          Just then a woman who was taking care of many stray cats in the surroundings




          called me on the phone. She had been told about me and Billy. She owned




          a cat-trap. A cat -trap is a big cage with a trapdoor. At the opposite side of the door




          there is a slanting grating upon which one puts the bait. As the cat puts a paw




          on the grating, the trapdoor comes down.




          So here I am again at the tennis court. I prepare the trap, then I call Billy.




          He comes. He is hungry, but he does not dare to approach the cage.




          I strew some food pieces before the trapdoor. Billy eats them, but he does not




          enter the cage.




          The following day I try it again. This time Billy goes into the cage. He extends




          his neck in an incredible way and manages to eat up the bait without touching the




          grating. Darned cat! I feel I am on the brink of a nervous breakdown.




          But I am an old stubborn fellow, so the next night there I am with my trap again.




          People are strolling by. They look at me, then they look away, slowly shaking their heads.




          I prepare everything then go and hide behind the hedge. And suddenly:




          -Bang!- down falls the trapdoor. Billy is caught!




          As soon as I grasp the cage Billy begins to miaow savagely. I run home with the cage.




          Now Billy is howling like a wolf. I hear some doors being opened. Surely my decent




          neighbours are asking themselves what for a wild beast is jumping up the stairs.




          I enter my house, shut the door and reflect: what if I open the cage and Billy runs




          amok? Maybe he even attacks me with his razor-sharp claws.




          Then I decide to run the risk. I open the cage and step back quickly. Billy flees out




          and runs straight into the bedroom. I know there is Ciccio. With caution, I peep into




          the room. Ciccio is greeting Billy, washing his face. Billy sits down and begin to wash




          himself. He seems calm now. I prepare some food for him in the kitchen and




          retreat into the living room. Billy goes into the kitchen, eats up the food, then he




          comes to me and rubs himself against my legs. He is purring now!




          As you already imagined, this is a story with a good ending.




          Billy passed the first days between his food bowl and my bed. At night he slept




          on my bed and that was big news. The first weeks he didn't dare on the balcony.




          Then everything slowly became normal, just as it was before the accident, but




          with the exception that now Billy is much nicer than before.




          So an exil can be also a good schooling for life.
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          6.Billy again
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          Now (2013) Billy is ten years old, same age as mine. He lost his two low canines




          (I in turn some molars). As for the rest, touching wood, he never got ill, he not even caught a cold.




          Only, sometimes, he gets howling: Aooh, Aooh!, then emits some vomiting sounds such as




          Gloglogloglo!. Each time I, remembering Ciccio, spring on with some rag and a bucket, and each




          time I only find on the floor some grass helms with some saliva. On this matter Billy even beats




          poor Sissi, whom he never knew: never lose out calories, under no form!




          In fact last year Billy reached 8 kg weight, having a rather thin bone structure. Now he weighs a bit




          less.




          As already said, Billy is not very intelligent. It has taken him years to acquire behaviours like a normal




          only-child cat has, like walking over me when I am lying in bed and stretching himself out on my




          belly+breast, or bearing and then liking of being kept in my arms. (To keep him in my arms I




          developed special techniques, owing to his size).




          Only now if I speak to him he answers with some meowing. Now if I return home after an absence of




          some days he intones a series of Aooh, Aooh!, which can go on for hours, and he pretends from me




          that I answer him with some Aooh!




          Now if my neighbour brings him some food when I am away, he doesn't look for a hide, but he welcomes




          him warmly.




          So there have been a lot of improvements in Billy's manners and I am afraid to spoil them all if I take




          another cat with me, even if I am very tempted to. Another kitten with an average brain as soon




          as he grows up, he sure like hell would put Billy under pressure and would make him get back




          to his former behaviours.
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          Last year (2012) I was taken by the frenzy of making videos, to torture my friends with.




          It didn't last long.




          Here are two links concerning Billy:




          




          https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ojah3on1Ads




          http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6EesBdf9JKE&feature=share&list=UUtxxspQTHZFU7w9a4OnXPbw
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          7. Pezzatino
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      In the holiday village where I live there have been many stray cats.




      In summertime people come to the village for one, two weeks with their kitten.




      When they go away they let the kitten back. They changed their mind, they do




      not want to have a cat at home any more, they think somebody in the village will take




      care of him. They are sub-humans, only a little better then the ones who throw their cat




      out of the car on the highways.




      Pezzatino (pron.: Paetsah-teeno) had been showing himself around my garage, where I was




      regularly feeding a couple of stray cats. He was a black and white kitten, whom I had already




      seen getting in and coming out from a house near there. So I drove him away a couple of




      times, I did not want to feed him who already had his master.




      Nevertheless his visits kept on repeating and each time the kitten was more ruffled and




      in poorer shape. Then a neighbour told me that his master had moved away and let him




      there.




      As I already said in the case of Billy, when a cat is thrown away he can hardly cope




      with his new situation. He needs food, but he finds himself in a hostile territory, which




      is already occupied by other cats.




      If all goes well and he does not get beaten and is driven away, he becomes a pariah in that




      feline society. He can only eat the rests of the food, if any. Generally such a cat runs




      physically and psychologically down, which worsens his already poor social level.




      In the end he gets ill or runs down a car.




      All this was happening to Pezzatino (the name is a diminutive of: pezzato, i.e. spotted).




      So I took care of him at once. He had got a bad conjunctivitis, an inflammation of the ears




      and was full of fleas.




      Fleas and conjunctivitis were soon overcome. As for the ears it took more then a year to




      get rid of the inflammation. But the depression remained. Pezzatino was unsociable, he did




      not adopt me as his mother, owing also to the fact that I saw him only when I went to the




      garage.




      After a year Pezzatino was practically a healthy, medium-small sized sturdy cat.




      He took hold of the area around my garage and began to give regular beatings to the other




      cats, except the she-cat Mary, who lived in front of my house, but came from time to




      time to my garage.




      Pezzatino's mood worsened once after he had stayed away for a certain time. When he returned




      he was badly limping. Even today he cannot run by jumps like cats do, he can only trot.




      Most probably he was run down by a car. However, I think this saved his life, because he




      is now terribly scared by cars (except mine). So he did not ended up like most stray cats do.




      When he was about one year old I decided to improve his chances of survival by letting him




      be neutered.




      Since he did not let me pick him up, I used the same cage trap that I had used for




      little Billy (see above). Unlike Billy, I found him in the cage not howling, only whimpering a little.




      When he saw me he calmed down immediately and did no fuss either in the car or at the vet's.




      The next day I brought him back in the yard and opened the cage. He went into hiding. I thought




      that from that moment he would avoid me like the plague. Instead, his so far little affection




      towards me grew considerably.




      In fact, in his eyes it was not me who had put him in a cage, I was the one who had freed him!




      Pezzatino soon began to accept my strokes. Now, after eating, he loved and still loves to




      roll on his back and be scratched properly by me on his belly, which is round and taut,




      barrel type. Recently has developed another hobby. He loves to come for a walk with me down




      to the lake, which is a couple of hundred metres away from the garage, and also to walk with me




      along the lake front.




      Of course all this happens at night when there are no people around. If it's hot, Pezzatino




      occasionally stops and rests. Sometimes I take him under my arm and keep on walking




      (curiously, if I put him back on the ground he loses the direction).




      Pezzatino is afraid of water, so when we arrive at the lake generally I cuddle him a bit and




      then we get back.




      Lately to the promenade joins the new entry Mustafa (see below). So about past midnight,




      of course when I want to, the three of us start from the garage. I usually walk in the middle




      of the street and Pezzatino and Mustafa go one on the right and one on the left. You may




      wonder what pleasure they find to walk with me after eating. I think it is the satisfaction of




      an instinct common to all cats, big or small, and perhaps common to all hunting mammals.




      Lions and wolves usually scatter when chasing to cut the retreat to the escaping prey.




      Pezzatino and Mustafa do not know it, but they go hunting with the leader of the pack,




      that is me. Back at the garage Pezzatino loves to be traced back to the remains of the food,




      which he picks at again: it is the prey that we caught!




      If something remains of the food, it usually disappears soon because there are other diners:




      blackbirds, crows, sometimes an impudent little hedgehog (hedgehogs are completely transparent




      to cats, which let them safely eat) and at the end some most disgusting shelled and unshelled slugs.
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      8. Mustafà




      He is also a piebald black and white cat. He should have more or less the same age as Pezzatino




      i.e. ten years.




      He must have had, and still has, a tormented life. He is missing an eye. He lived in a house on the




      shores of the lake, then, as far as I know, he was abandoned by the owners and nourished by a cat lady




      who then entrusted him to a lady who lives near my garage. Only a year ago the same lady was




      entrusted with a poodle named Judas. Judas refuses to answer any other name, but for the rest




      he is a sympathetic and affectionate little dog, who unfortunately hates cats. Thus once again the




      poor Mustafà found itself outside his home. Now he is eating regularly at my garage.




      There was also, because of Judas, a change in Mustafà's attitude toward me. Before, he was very




      shy and did not allow me to touch him, now he is looking for to be cuddled, and he often comes




      and visits me in my garage-workshop which is close by.
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Hanni and other animals






      


      BIRDS


      DOGS


      FISHES


      RABBITS


      


      TURTLES


      



Hanni and the dogs



I've never had a dog of my own, mainly because I'm too lazy to take him out to 

piss and shit, however, I don't dislike the dogs of other people. 

Basically I have no fear of dogs. Often he who has caught some bite, maybe in his childhood, 

 is scared of dogs. When I was a kid and was at a birthday party, a 

small ill-charactered dog for no apparent reason bit my calf. It hurt and the sign 

lasted long, as it is the case for all canine bites. I did not mind that much, but I learned 

not to trust small dogs, because they can attack you without notice.



My cousins had a very good little dog, a poodle named Pucci (pron.: Pootschee).

Pucci was a dog I do not remember of what noble breed. 

To me it seemed a chubby poodle with lots of curly hair covering his eyes. His tail was 

very short, perhaps it had been cut off. 

If he stood still, you could not say where was the head and where the ass.

Pucci was intelligent (I never understood why big dogs, which should have a larger 

brain, tend to be rather stupid). He was able to cross the city and go and greet family 

friends who lived on the fifth floor. 

He  willingly took part to all of our children's games. However, he had a shortcoming, 

that from a canine point of view is a quality instead: if he found some manure, 

he jumped in and rolled on it with extreme pleasure. 

In our town there were the droppings of the horses of the coaches which  were still 

being used as a taxi and not just only by tourists.

When Pucci came to visit us and barked to get open, we had learned to open just a 

crack and test the smell coming from the outside. 

This was not possible when Pucci came all happy in his cloud of  nauseating stench 

into the bar we were running in the main square of our town. 

In order not to scare away customers, if a volunteer was not found, a bartender had 

to tie Pucci and take him away.



This  rolling in the shit of other animals is a typical behaviour of wolves, and perhaps 

of other mammalian predators. 

This is a  simply way to hide their smell. We modern men have lost this habit, even if 


      the obsession with the "body odour" has not left us. 

We believe that washing us and using scented soaps and deodorants is a matter of hygiene 

and good manners when in fact it is our instinct that tells us:-Hey, you're giving off a too 

strong smelling signal, if there is a sabre-toothed tiger in the vicinity we are lost!-



I have known in succession two boxer dogs of my sister. 

The first was good-natured and very affectionate, though not smart. The second was beautiful 

and stupid. I insist: if you want an intelligent dog take a small multi-breed dog. 

In addition small dogs live longer.



A dog instinctively defends first his master, that is, his pack leader, then the family, that is, 

his pack and then his territory. 

If he's just outside its territory his aggressive mood drops drastically, so have no fear if you 

encounter a dog alone even if it is big sized. 

If he is scared or not feeling well he will avoid you, otherwise he will gladly answer 

your greeting waving his tail or maybe doing a little way with you.

Things change drastically if you are alone, perhaps in a wood or a field, and meet a pack of dogs. 

So be very careful because dogs too are subject to the same law which is valid for humans: 

the mass is much more stupid and more aggressive than the individual.

Pretend indifference and avoid any greeting or invitation to play. The play could become rough 

very soon.

Things change even if the dog is alone, when you by accident or by mistake invade his territory, 

for example, by entering the gate of a villa. He certainly will attack you, regardless of how 

small he is and how big you are.

Once I was passing on my mountain bike by a country house, when four or five dogs came out 

and run aggressively towards me. I had no time to pedal back. I looked in the face of the dog 

who seemed to me to be the pack leader and I shouted at him with all the strength (I was a 

teacher) of my voice - Awwwwwh ! - The dog stopped and from the house it came the echo 

of a woman: - Aaah ! - And I flew on the pedals leaving the dogs banned and the landlady 

terrified. After a while I was on the road. The dogs had chased me, but near the road they had 

stopped.

Using the same technique I stopped a Great Dane who had broken down the fence of the garden 

of a villa. I was riding by on my  MB and found him in front of me. My yell stopped him, 

(then his master came out), but even more effective was the fact that he suddenly found himself, 

even for a few metres, in a land which was not his own.

I would not have fared as well, without the intervention of the master, in two cases that I have 

already described in the sport section. 

In the first, when running in the woods I was confronted with two big Great Danes, the same 

ones who sent a poor old woman to the hospital  a few days later.

In the second, I came out of the woods in the lawn of a house that the irresponsible owner 

had not fenced, in front of three sleeping wolf dogs.

Lately I have become a great friend of Judas, one grey Schnauzer who lives near my garage. 

Judas  responds only to this name, despite the attempts of his new master to change it. 

For the rest it is very lovely, except with cats.






      




      Return to Index




      Back to Other Animals


      

 






      Rabbits


      

 






      When I was a boy I lived in an old, large apartment with two balconies and a long large




      terrace. So I saw no problems when my father gave me and my sister a baby rabbit,




      whom we called Johnny. It was winter. We put up a box with sawdust in it on a balcony




      which became the kingdom of Johnny.




      Rabbits eat only vegetables, that is why they produce large amounts of urine.




      Johnny's urine flowed smoothly into the drain of the balcony.




      As for the small balls, the other product of rabbits, because they are rather dry and almost




      odourless, it was not hard to dispose of them.




      When I went to look after Johnny, he came running right away and let himself be pampered.




      In the evening I used to go to the balcony and take him. Then I put a cloth on my legs and




      I put Johnny on it and I sat at the table where I studied smoothing Johnny's long and hot ears.




      The study room was not heated and Johnny was better than an electrical heater.




      He occasionally emitted small balls that were left on the cloth. If he was in need to pee,




      he would shake and then I took him and run to the balcony where rivers of liquid were




      released at once.




      Johnny loved the game " Catch me ! " that we practised on a large terrace. In order not to




      be taken he did incredible high jumps, or hid behind the flower pots.




      When my Orvieto relatives came to visit us, I usually gave my little cousin short poems as




      a present. Those poems were written in a calligraphy which was all bumps and I tried to




      make him believe that they had been written by Johnny.




      My cousin still could not read. He looked doubtfully at the rabbit and demanded that he




      write a poem on the spot.




      But every time Johnny was not in the right mood to do so.




      




      Johnny grew on quickly. In spring he was already adult sized. In the meantime, my Terni




      cousins had brought up his twin, called Calciobalilla (pron: Kaltcheeobaleellah it means




      table-football).




      We decided to bring them together in my home. We were sure of witnessing a very




      emotional reunion.




      The first thing that the two brothers did was that they tried desperately to bugger each other.




      Then, seeing that they could not reach their aim, they began to fight with paws and teeth




      just like wild cats.




      We rushed to separate them and that was the end of Johnny's family relationships.




      What we did not know then, was that, first of all it is not true that rabbits are cowards and




      second, that they defend to the hilt their territory.




      June eventually came and with it came the heat. The urine of Johnny began to smell too




      unbearably and we were all tired of washing the balcony every time.




      So Johnny was given to a farmer friend of my father. The farmer had promised us that he




      would never eat him.
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      The Turtles


      

On the terrace there lived a turtle named Lola. We'd made for him a sort of house using stones, 

bricks and a metal box so that he could have different rooms to stay.

For a reptile temperature is important: if it was too hot Lola was staying in the stone room,

 if it was breezy in that one of metal on which the sun beat. 

Lola would came out from his den when I brought him lettuce leaves. I would call him and after 

a while he came out, but I do not think he really heard me, he probably felt the vibrations 

of my footsteps.

Lola  often followed people, but not because he was particularly nice or intelligent. The fact was 

that Lola was actually a male turtle and he took moving shoes for turtles with which he could 

fight or have sex. For example when I would put in front of him a wooden cube half his size Lola 

went against it using the front part of his shell as a ram. His aim was to overthrow the supposed 

enemy on the back and then bite him at will.

My cousins had a turtle too, Ugolino (pron.: Oogoleeno). Ugolino was half the size of Lola. 

We tried several times to bring the two turtles together. 

 Ugolino too was a male. The males have longer and larger tails than the females. The tail of the 

male has a kind of groove so that the sperm coming from the cloaca drains into the cloaca of the 

female in which the male has introduced his tail.

Ugolino was terrified by Lola. He tried desperately to escape, but Lola reached him and bit his 

legs to have them withdrawn into Ugolino's shell. So Ugolino stopped and Lola could begin his 

mating attempts. He would lean on Ugolino's shell with his front legs in the air. Ugolino, 

however, always tried to run away and Lola, furious, would bit his legs again to stop him. 

Sometimes in his frenzy Lola chose the wrong end terrorizing the poor Ugolino even more.

We boys would heartily laugh at those scenes, then after a while we would move Ugolino

to another balcony.

Eventually we grew tired of the show and Ugolino was brought back to his home.



For a period there was also a female turtle with whom Lola mated with fervour, causing 

scandalized exclamations  from our neighbour, an old maid with whom we shared the terrace. 

In fact, when mating, Lola pulled out his pink tongue and at every thrust he gave out a 

rather high pitched groan, much to our amusement.

Eventually the female had eggs too, but I was unable to find a suitable environment for them, 

so I never had baby turtles. 

Eventually I was  given a baby turtle by my father. I tried to introduce it to Lola and I still

remember the scene that followed: the baby turtle stretches his neck toward Lola..Lola slowly 

opens his mouth and withdraws his neck.. a movement which I knew well. Quick as 

lightning, I grab the baby turtle and subtract it to the lethal bite of Lola, who, evidently, 

was deprived of any paternal instinct.

Lola survived the death of my father and when my mother left Terni,  he was given to my 

Orvieto aunts and was placed in their garden. He was seen there for a while, then no more.



When I lived In Switzerland I once bought two water turtles, those with red stains on their neck. 

One died almost immediately. In fact, in their youth they are very delicate. Just a stream of air 

and it's pneumonia, or there is fungus in the eyes. What makes them feel good actually is the sun, 

which can also be replaced by a lamp. They must have at least 12 hours of light insured and it is 

essential for them to be able to climb onto a stone to have  their sun bath. The water must be 

shallow, or else it must be heated to at least 25 degrees.

I had a small tropical aquarium and put them there. After a while I began to no longer find my 

fishes and I realized that the turtles were hunting them at night. Then even the aquatic plants

began to disappear. In a word, a water turtle eats everything.

The turtle that survived was a male named Hans. Since he grew quickly, believing that he 

needed a lot of water, I bought bigger and bigger tanks. At the end I devoted a room (at that

time I could afford it) just to him. I had a perspex tank made, which was as big as a bathtub. 

When Hans dived from his rock, water splashed all over the floor. When I entered his room 

he jutted his head over the edge and looked at me intently, until I fed him.

He ate like a wolf. He ate half a box of dried larvae each day. To save money, I began to give 

him pieces of meat and frankfurters. He ate the frankfurters and his droppings looked also

like frankfurters, only they were a little  smaller.

I gave him also a female  companion, to whom, however, he seemed totally indifferent.

Hans had a good character. If I took him, he never tried to bite me.

There was no filter that could clean the water fouled by Hans droppings. I was forced to carry 

buckets and buckets of water to clean the aquarium every two days.

Eventually I could take no more and took him back to the store where I had bought him.

The store was in Lausanne. The guy in the shop was a crazy fellow, a snake fan.

I had already seen him on television and I knew that he had been bitten many times  by 

poisonous snakes. When I entered the store he was just helping a desert viper whose head 

was as big as my fist. The viper was giving birth to several little, already poisonous vipers.

The fellow stood at less than 20 cm away from the big snake armed with a forceps and he 

extracted the babies one by one (vipers are viviparous) and the mother very quietly let him 

do his job.

I was behind him for caution. While working he told me that Lausanne was full of people 

who love poisonous snakes and even large poisonous spiders, like tarantulas.



Back in Italy I felt again the need for a water turtle.  

I had now learned that these animals are content with little water, so I put it into a small 

aquarium where the turtle began to grow. But this one was not like Hans. This one loved 

biting and how! 

As soon as it was just a bit bigger, I realized that I was afraid to pick it up, so one day I

take it back to the dealer.

- What 's in the box ? - he asks.

- A turtle that I bought from you. I cannot hold it any more, I give it to you -

- It's okay for me. -

I open the box. He stretches out his right hand to take the turtle.

- Be careful, it likes biting..-

- But no..I don't think..- he says, like the expert he is, putting his hand 

into the box.

- Ouaaah ! - And he pulls out his hand. Attached to his index was the turtle,which, 

even if he was wildly shaking his hand, would not let go.

- Well, good-bye - I uttered and I slipped away quickly before he could change his mind.
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