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Foreword


What’s your favorite stage of cat companionship? Is it when you first bring home your new kitten and she playfully swats at her new toy — right before the tables turn and the claws come out? We’ve all been there. Or is it when she turns into a feline “teenager” and her full-sized, troublemaking personality makes you worry terribly about just where she is — until she appears and twirls around your ankles, or drops a dead mouse she hunted at your feet. Maybe it’s when your cat has hit his prime and settled into adulthood. Both you and he have a good sense of each other and your daily rhythms have adapted into a peaceful routine. Or is it the senior stage when your best friend has slowed down, and you can be quiet together and simply enjoy each other’s company (usually sleeping)? And then there are the twilight years, when, as cat parents, we feel so needed. We realize that those tables are turned, and that we need to pay our best friends back for all those years of snuggling and unconditional love.


How can we choose our favorite stage? Well, we don’t have to! We all know that every age and stage is special in its own way, and this book has unforgettable stories about every one of those special ages and stages.


Since I rescued my Russian Blue, Pasha, and my Maltese, Lucky, we have been through a lot of wonderful ages and stages together. Pasha has lived in New York almost as long as I have! And like many of us who have pets, it’s fair to say that adopting mine changed my life. I had never felt unconditional love like that before. And after I saw how bad many animal shelters were, and how much love I felt for Pasha and Lucky, I knew I had to do something. Since then I have been truly blessed to be able to serve as an advocate for homeless animals.


What I do every day stems from when I adopted Pasha and Lucky. But as every parent of every dog or cat knows, we are all lucky, and this book illustrates so well the many blessings we have been given by our cats. Every story in this book reminds us how our cats have changed and positively contributed to our lives. The stories also remind us of the great gift it is to have our cats in our lives, the friendship we share, and how the human-animal bond makes us better people every day.


I promise you that in every chapter of this book you will love the stories.


Imagine reading Elizabeth Atwater’s story about how she gave away her beloved kitten to her best friend to ease her friend’s sadness the day she had to move away. Atwater never forgot her friend — or her cat. Imagine her surprise when, after the cat died, her old best friend found her to tell her about the cat’s death and thank her for the great gift she had given her all those years before! I also love April Knight’s story. She went, with a new kitten in hand, to a friend’s house where they were gathering to bury her friend’s beloved black cat that had been hit by a car. But, in the middle of the burial service, the supposed-to-be-dead cat jumped out of the bushes — probably to find out just who they were going to bury! Then, in Juliana Harris’s piece, we read her incredible story of how her cat saved her from a gas fire in her kitchen by waking her up in the middle of the night. Imagine!


Then the teenage cat stories remind us of how sometimes our four-legged teens are kind of similar to the two-legged variety. Like some teenagers, cats don’t understand that their crazy antics have consequences. Author Robert Chrisman shares the story of his sister who attempted to wash their family cat after it was skunked. The cat, after it was caught, trapped, and dunked, was so mad that it tore crazily after his sister until their mother finally opened the door to let her escape into the house! Nancy Kucik tells her inspiring story about how she and her teenage cat work together as an animal therapy team. Although few people think about cats as animals for pet therapy, she proves that some teenage cats can do it — and well. One of my favorite stories in this section is a humorous piece about the drama of getting a male cat neutered. It’s a perfect example of why we shouldn’t over-think everything we do! Especially in these days of pet over-population, sometimes you just have to do what you have to do!


In our adult cat chapters you will read stories about how our cats help us: to love, to be strong, and to laugh. Chicken Soup for the Soul’s editors have selected amazing stories, such as Beverly Walker’s tale of bringing home her deceased son’s cat. The cat, at first scared and traumatized, wouldn’t come to her. Then one day Beverly decided to listen to a CD of her son’s guitar recital. When the cat heard his music, it walked right over to her for a snuggle. On the lighter side you will hear about the trials of a husband and wife who try to get medicine down their cat’s throat — a situation that we have all been in! You’ll also find a lovely story about a nervous couple who decide to adopt a cat the wife read about on a sign posted on a storefront window — and how it turns out wonderfully.


In our senior cats and twilight years chapters you will read stories which will prove to you why older cats really can make the best friends. You should definitely consider adopting an older cat from a shelter next time you are in the market for a new friend. Ruth Jones muses over the many wonderful years she spent with her cat as it moves into the twilight phase. Then Harriet Cooper tells the awesome story about how a vet told her that her thirteen-year-old cat with kidney disease would die soon — and then the cat lived for another six years!


Lastly, I promise, the stories on grieving and recovery will not depress you! They will inspire and empower you during a time that every pet parent dreads, the death and subsequent recovery from the passing of a beloved cat. Read about how Sallie Rodman and her remaining cat formed a bond after the other family cat died. And Angela Marchi’s story is pretty amazing! After she lost her beloved black cat, she proclaimed that she wouldn’t get another cat unless an all white one, with one blue eye and one gold eye, happened across her path. Guess what? Two days later, one did!


As you can see, so many wonderful writers have opened their hearts and shared their stories with us about their beloved cats. So whatever your favorite stage of cat companionship is, one thing is for sure: cats don’t go off to college, get married or fly the coop, so it’s important to be the best cat parent you can be at all times. Relish every moment of pet parenting and relish these magnificent stories as I did. Each one is a reminder of how powerful, magical and life-changing being a cat parent really is.


~Wendy Diamond
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Midnight and Stay Awhile


Cats come and go without ever leaving.


~Martha Curtis


“Molly’s cat died,” said Denise’s tearful voice on the phone. “Midnight was hit by a car.” Molly, Denise, and I had been friends for ten years and we all loved Midnight.


Denise explained that Midnight had somehow gotten past the fence in Molly’s backyard and a car had hit him. A neighbor had found Midnight, put him in a box and taken him to Molly. Molly and Midnight had been together for eighteen years. I knew that she would be lost without him.


“Maybe we should go to her house and have a little funeral service,” I suggested. “I’ll pick up some flowers and make a little cross and put Midnight’s name on it.”


“I think that would make her feel better,” Denise agreed, sniffing. “I’ll miss that sweet old black cat. He was such a lovable thing, always purring and wanting to be held.”


We decided to meet at Molly’s house at four o’clock. I felt crushed. My own cat, Puff-Puff, had died from old age six months before. I missed him terribly, but I didn’t have the heart to get another cat yet. I stopped by the flower shop and picked up a small bouquet of daisies. Then I decided Molly wouldn’t feel like cooking dinner so I got three chicken dinners for us to eat after the funeral. There was a pet store on my way to Molly’s house and I thought that they might have an appropriate sympathy card for the loss of a pet. In the pet shop was a small gray-and-black striped kitten in a cage. It was too soon to get Molly a kitten. After all you couldn’t just replace one cat with another as if it were a broken dish. No, Molly would need time to grieve and mourn and heal and recover. In a few months she might be ready to get another cat but not now. Not yet. The kitten tried to climb the side of his cage to reach me and did a back flip and fell over, making me laugh.


“He’s cute, isn’t he? He’s a real character. I don’t know why no one has bought him yet,” the store owner said. “I guess he is going to stay awhile.”


“Stay Awhile,” I smiled. He had just been named. “I’ll buy him, and I’ll take a cat carrier, too.”


If Molly didn’t want the kitten, I would keep him for myself even though I didn’t feel ready for another cat. As I drove to Molly’s house, the kitten meowed loudly.


“Be quiet, Stay Awhile, you’re going to heal a broken heart today,” I said, hoping Molly would accept the kitten. Denise and Molly were waiting for me.


“Molly, I know I shouldn’t have done this without asking you first, but I saw this darling kitten and couldn’t help myself. I know he can’t replace Midnight, but if you don’t want him, I’ll keep him. His name is Stay Awhile,” I said. Molly wiped her tears.


“Stay Awhile? What a silly, delightful name for a kitten!” She kissed the kitten’s pink nose. “Of course I’ll keep him. I couldn’t bear a single night not having a cat in the house.”


“We should probably — you know — bury Midnight,” Denise said.


We solemnly dug a grave in the flower garden and gently placed the box in it and covered it up. I handed the flowers to Molly to place on the grave while Denise stuck the little wooden cross into the damp earth.


Suddenly, a cat leaped over the fence and landed at our feet.


“MIDNIGHT!” all three of us screamed.


Molly grabbed the black cat and lifted him up.


“It’s Midnight!” She burst into tears of sheer joy.


“Molly, didn’t you look in the box when the neighbor gave it to you?” Denise asked.


“No, I couldn’t. I didn’t want to see Midnight dead. The neighbor just handed me the box and said he found a black cat on the street and was sure it was Midnight,” she said.


We all burst into hysterical laughter.


“Well, some poor stray cat just had a first-class funeral!” Denise said.


“What about Stay Awhile?” I asked.


“Well, he’s a darling,” Molly said, “But I don’t think Midnight would share me with another cat. He’s very jealous.”


I was thrilled that I could keep the kitten. I had already fallen in love with him. A day that had started with tears ended in laughter, thanks to a cat who came to his own funeral and a kitten named Stay Awhile. I bought Stay Awhile to heal Molly’s broken heart, but instead Stay Awhile healed mine.


~April Knight
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A Cat Named Garbage


No one should be condemned as trash; even a little stick can serve as a toothpick!


~Atharva Veda


The first cat I ever owned came from the county dump. I found her sitting atop several metric tons of detritus, licking one paw and rubbing her eyes with it like a sleepy baby. I fell in love with her on the spot and named her Garbage. I was seven years old at the time, and what I wanted most in the world was a pet. I had never owned an animal before and was anxious to try my hand at taking care of one. This cat would do fine, I told myself. First I had to clear it with Mr. Sprull, who owned the dump. He was a man with an overfed midsection and an eye-watering aversion to soap and water. He wore greasy overalls and walked with a whiskey lilt.


I hung around the dump a lot that summer. Often Mr. Sprull would hire me to pick through the trash for him. He didn’t care much for grubbing about in the garbage himself, so he stayed on the bank while I burrowed through the tangle of muck and debris and retrieved anything that looked promising, such as old tools, copper wire, dead batteries, stained clothing, and radios that never made a sound. I would climb onto the piles of rubbish until I could reach down to wherever he was pointing. Half the time I was thigh deep in an odorous stew of rotten food, greasy car innards, and decomposing animal carcasses, but I didn’t mind. When I told Mr. Sprull about the cat, he gave me a quizzical look.


“What you want it for, boy?” he asked.


“For a pet,” I said. He stuck a pinch of tobacco under his lip and spit a long stream of brown juice.


“That critter is wilder than sunspots,” he said. “I doubt you’ll ever get within ten feet of it, let alone turn it into a house cat.”


I told him I wanted to try, and so he gave me permission. As I crept toward the cat, my palms began to sweat. I felt dizzy, too, but that was probably because of the smoke. Mr. Sprull kept old truck tires smoldering to drive the mosquitoes away. The sickly sweet smell rose in a heavy brown fog and blanketed the entire dump. I drew closer. Garbage had matted fur and looked pitifully thin, as if she hadn’t eaten in months. When I was a dozen feet away she made a little rumble sound deep in her chest and darted off. Mr. Sprull was right. That cat wasn’t going to allow me to get anywhere near her. A better plan was needed.


I hurried down to the feed store and bought a bag of cat food with my last quarter. Then I returned to the dump to find Garbage sitting where I left her. I inched out over the trash. She moved away again. I opened the bag, held it out in front of me, and moved extra slowly. Before I knew it, Garbage was eating cat food out of a dented Nash hubcap while I gently scratched her head. She made a ratchety purr, like a diesel engine starting on a cold morning. Finally, she was mine. All I had to do now was convince my mother to let me keep her. I rushed home with Garbage in my arms and flew inside, letting the screen door slam shut behind me.


“Mom, Mom, I found a cat,” I said.


“Don’t you bring that animal into this house,” she said. “It probably has fleas.”


“Aw, Ma,” I said, “she’s a clean cat.”


I brushed a flea off my arm and placed Garbage on the floor so my mother could get a good look. She reached down and stroked her fur. Garbage flipped onto her back, and twisted up like a question mark under her fingertips.


“She is cute,” Mom said.


“Can we keep her? Can we, please?” I was begging for all I was worth.


“I’m afraid not,” she said. “We can’t afford to feed an animal when we can barely feed ourselves.”


“But she doesn’t eat much,” I whined. “And she doesn’t have a home. I ain’t gonna take her back to the dump.”


“Don’t say ain’t,” Mom replied. “I didn’t raise you to talk like a goat.”


I looked down at my feet. Garbage had wandered off to explore the house.


That’s when we heard a scuffle coming from the bedroom. Garbage made angry hissing and screaming noises, followed by what sounded like a shoe being thrown against the wall. Seconds later she emerged, carrying in her mouth the broken body of a large brown rat. It had two yellow teeth protruding over its bottom lip, and a long, pink tail. Mom screamed, causing my heart to skip a beat.


“It’s a rat,” she cried.


Garbage was making a low moaning sound in her throat, a strange combination of pleasure and revulsion. My mother climbed onto a chair for safety.


“We’ve got rats in our house,” she shrieked. “Rats!” Nothing frightened Mom more than vermin.


“Garbage will take care of the problem,” I said, proudly.


She stared at the cat for a long moment.


“Alright,” she said, “you can keep her, on one condition. You have to promise that you’ll eat all your vegetables from now on.”


Like most families, we had vegetables for supper every night. And like most kids, I hated them. We had stewed tomatoes, steamed cauliflower, and lima beans with each meal, and I always felt the cold creeps as Mom would put some on my plate and tell me, “Just eat a little.” Eating “a little” creamed corn, like vomiting “a little,” was just as bad as “a lot.” My stomach lurched sideways at the thought of it. But this was the deal of a lifetime, and I knew it would never come again.


“Alright,” I sighed. “I promise.”


Mom nodded. “Okay, you’ve got a deal.”


It was a tough promise to live up to, but I ate my boiled carrots, fried okra, and raw cabbage without complaint. I ate so many vegetables I felt like Br’er Rabbit. But with Garbage chasing rats all day, and sleeping on my bed at night, it was worth every awful bite.


~Timothy Martin
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Crippy


Attitude is a little thing that makes a big difference.


~Winston Churchill


In retrospect, Crippy probably wasn’t the most politically correct name for the cat, but then again it was 1970 and political correctness wasn’t, well, politically correct yet. My sister’s godmother had given her a purebred Persian cat for her birthday three years earlier, and now the cat was having her first and, as it turned out, only litter of kittens. One by one the beautiful cream colored puff balls entered our world, each perfect and healthy. In no time at all the cat had calmly produced four little petite felines, but she wasn’t done.


“What’s up, girl?” my mother prodded gently. “You have another baby in there?”


The new mother cat looked up at all of us with round orangey, almost-beige eyes, as if to reply, but then with a few grunts and a screech, out came the final kitten, a male. In all, Buffy, who was now cleaning the kittens with her leathery, pink tongue, had produced three females and two males. But something was odd about the last kitten. His hind legs seemed to be double jointed or broken. Although the other newborns were clumsy, he was especially challenged as he fumbled about.


“That one may not make it, kids,” Mom flatly said to us, her four children, ages four, eight, ten and twelve, with me the oldest. “Something’s not right.”


Everyone stared at the tiny, helpless cat with sympathy as he struggled to squirm about. His future appeared pitiful and dim. He survived the first two days, but needed special attention from his mother and from our family. Everyone rallied to the kitten’s side. Then, a trip to the veterinarian disclosed that the cat was not dying, but was handicapped — crippled. The vet said it was a rare case of “radial hypoplasia,” a disabling condition that normally affects the forelegs not the hind legs.


“Cats are amazing creatures,” he said with a touch of awe in his voice. “He will adapt and adjust. He’ll be just fine.” Our family was assured that the kitten was not in pain, and everything else about him, including his internal organs, was fine and functional.


The cat, which we affectionately named Crippy, matured and grew like his brothers and sisters, but walked with an exaggerated limp and gait. He was a curious character, prone to snooping around secluded places and climbing into tight quarters. He was playful and upbeat, a happy cat despite his disability. We found ourselves being entertained by this cat and he quickly became everyone’s favorite of the litter. When it was time to sell the kittens, we wondered if anyone would want Crippy. One by one his siblings were happily chosen, and eventually he was the only kitten left. A few people visited and looked at Crippy, but no one wanted him despite our best marketing efforts. Once they saw his hind legs they would glance at their watches and then politely exit our home. Crippy didn’t mind; he had a home, and we were happy, too.


Crip, as we often referred to him, was not only a lovable and affectionate beast, but also an astute hunter. He would track down mice, birds or tunneling moles and come victoriously to the front door stoop and drop the dead thing like a big game hunter plopping down his fourteen-point buck. He spent hours in front of our rectangular fish aquarium digging with his paws at the smooth glass, determined to one day grasp one of those teasing, tempting goldfish that nervously patrolled the waters within. Frustrated, he would leave, only to return later to repeat the cycle. At Christmastime he would often retire under our Douglas fir, sometimes to sleep and sometimes to swat at the shiny ornaments and lights. He broke two or three every holiday season and would coolly slip away trying to look innocent.


At the conclusion of every school day, Crippy would be at the front door awaiting my brother, two sisters and me as we arrived home courtesy of the yellow school bus. He would welcome us home with an affectionate twirl between our legs, and then follow us around until dinner. He had missed us. The years passed and Crippy was an ever-present part of our family life. He was loved and he gave affectionate love in return. He participated in everything and wasn’t a shy cat. He loved the limelight. And then right after his tenth birthday he became ill. I had just graduated from college and was living at home trying to calculate my next move. Crip had been making “mistakes” around the house, unable to contain his bowels and urine. Strange oblong lumps were also discovered along his stomach, and he seemed sensitive to touch in that region. We worriedly took him to the vet for a diagnosis.


“I’m afraid I have bad news,” the vet began, peering over his spectacles with empathetic eyes. “Your cat has cancer. At his age, and considering the type, I don’t think it’s advisable to operate. We’d just be delaying the inevitable for a few months, plus it would be very expensive I’m afraid.” And our family, a single income clan of six, was far from rich.


We took Crippy home to say goodbye to everyone. He was pampered and hugged, and I remember my mother crying. Two days later my brother, who was particularly close to Crip, and I took our beloved friend back to the vet to be put to sleep. We were somber during the ride and did not speak, grief already penetrating our hearts. Crippy, who often would move back and forth in the back seat and peer out the windows like an excitable dog, was quiet and rested. He looked at me and I knew he was uncomfortable and in pain.


I held him in my lap and stroked his back as the office staff administered the necessary needles. Crippy seemed at peace and looked trustingly up at my brother and me, before closing his eyes forever. I told him we loved him and I sobbed quietly but in torrents. Seconds later the vet confirmed that Crippy was gone. Crippy taught our family a lot during his decade of life: living life to its fullest regardless of your limitations, hope for the hopeless, laughter often is the best medicine, and love, pure and unconditional, is powerful. Not bad for a handicapped cat. Not bad for any cat.


~David Michael Smith
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Peas in a Pod


Are we not like two volumes of one book?


~Marceline Desbordes-Valmore


I’ll never be sure if it was wisdom or folly that struck that day, but I would think a little of both. We had been happily living with one cat for a couple of years, a fairly large black-and-white English Shorthair named Smedley. It was time for his annual exam and shots, so off we went to our local veterinarian’s office, puss in hand, or actually wrapped up like an Egyptian mummy to save us from his dreaded claws.


“Ah!” Doc Pete said, a twinkle in his eyes. “I’m glad you dropped in. I have a kitten out back that needs a home and I thought of you!”


Before I could stop him, his assistant brought out the tiniest marmalade tabby, weighing just over a pound, with a cast on his left front leg. He put him in my arms, looked up at me and said, “So what do you think?”


They say that a sucker is born every minute and that was my minute. We took one look at the poor little thing and then at each other and we were done for. We found out that someone had broken his leg and tried to drown him in the nearest canal. A Good Samaritan had rescued him and brought him to the vet’s office.


“How will they get along?” I asked. “How do we go about introducing them to each other?”


“Oh, that’s no problem,” he said. “You just put him in a carrier, take him home, leave the carrier open and let Smedley think he is rescuing the kitten.”


Well, it sounded good. As per instructions, once we got home, we left the kitten in the carrier in the middle of the room. Then we sat back to watch. Smedley circled the box and growled deeper than I had ever heard him before. The kitten, meanwhile, mewed plaintively while sticking a paw out of the holes in the side of the carrier. After about an hour, we decided to open the top of the carrier a little wider. Smedley walked up to the top, looked inside and was rewarded by a lightning strike from a small orange paw.


That was the last we saw of him that evening. I was convinced that the next morning would find us back at the vet’s office returning the little tyke. However, the next morning, we were in for a surprise. As I got up to put on the coffee, I saw the two of them curled up together on the sofa as if they were one cat with two smiling faces. From then on, Smedley watched over the little one as if he had given birth to him, and they went everywhere together.


Doc Pete was right!


~Sue Young


[image: images]





[image: images]




[image: images]


Wedding Bliss


People who love cats have some of the biggest hearts around.


~Susan Easterly


I grew up in a house that was often referred to as the “Schoen Zoo.” Not because we were a bunch of crazy animals, although that fit sometimes, but more because we took in or adopted lost and abused animals. Most of the time we only had them until we found their owners; occasionally they became part of our family. I grew up with three dogs, two Malaccan cockatoos, a Quaker parrot, hamsters, and fish. It was like living in a pet shop, and I loved it. As an only child I was never at a loss for a friend or companion.


When I moved to Orlando to live with my fiancé, we had no pets and I went through major withdrawal. I knew a dog was out of the question since we traveled too much, but I thought a cat was an option. I patiently kept planting the idea with my reluctant partner, but he wasn’t budging.


On one Saturday afternoon in July, I was shopping for my wedding gown with two of my friends, one of whom was my fiancé’s sister. We had been to the mall and were on our way to the showroom of the designer of my dream gown. He was based in New York and only had one other store in the state of Florida, and it just happened to be in Orlando. I just knew it was fate, and lo and behold I found the perfect dress.


As we were leaving the store I noticed a pet superstore two doors down. Outside the door was a large sign that said “Adoptions Today.” I looked at my friends, they looked at me, and they immediately shook their heads. “No way! Rich would kill us!”


“Please,” I begged. “I just want to look. I know we can’t get one now.” They conceded, since I was the bride to be, after all.


When I entered the store my eyes were drawn to an energetic beige-and-white Bengal kitten. He was talking up a storm and running and jumping all over the cage. His brother wasn’t nearly as entertaining. I asked to hold the kitten, at which point my friends knew it was over. They had lost and Rich was going to become the proud owner of an enthusiastic kitten. We bonded, and instantly I knew this was the one. He wasn’t a regular independent, boring, opinionated, selfish cat. He had spunk and he had character. Rich would love him, I was sure. Besides, it had to be kismet — my dream gown and a kitten all in one little shopping strip. It was meant to be.


I found out that the kitten and his three brothers had been tossed into a dumpster at six weeks old, and that they were perfectly healthy but needed a lot of love, as most abandoned and abused animals do. I had plenty of experience. I knew that I was just what this little guy needed. I asked the man if he could hold him until I could check with Rich first. He agreed. My mission now was to convince my husband-to-be that this was the kitten for him. Not just any old cat, he was a running, jumping, climbing trees cat, a suitable companion for any guy.


In the end, Rich said yes and we were off on our new adventure with a little companion in tow. It seemed our family was taking shape. I not only married the man of my dreams, in the dress of my dreams, but I had the cat of my dreams as well. Wedding gifts come in all shapes and sizes, mine just happened to have four legs, fur, a heartbeat, and one super-sized character, but that’s a whole other chapter.


~Francesca Lang
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Mimi


The most powerful agent of growth and transformation is something much more basic than any technique: a change of heart.


~John Welwood


I was attending a run-down martial arts school in New York one summer. The place had no air conditioning. I don’t think it even had fans. Sweat was considered good and cold water was considered bad. This was either based on ancient Chinese medicine or just being macho. The windows provided a view of a dark alleyway. Most of them were shut and locked, but one was kept open. That’s how an alley cat mom and her six kittens slipped into the school one day and made the place their home.


The alley cat mom looked ready to attack us, and when we tried to pet the kittens they ran. They would crawl underneath the dusty couch in the corner of the school’s main room where human hands couldn’t touch them. We didn’t see the mother much. She would usually escape out the window at the sound of human footsteps. She had either judged that, although we were strange and untrustworthy, we wouldn’t murder her brood, or her parental instincts weren’t all they were cracked up to be.


Things went along fine when the kittens were hiding. We could do our form and sparring unobstructed. All it took to keep them around was a box of Purina in some dollar-store bowls, not getting too close to them, and for our sake — a litter box. They cheered up the school, and it was a happy system. That is until the kittens became less afraid of us. Then we couldn’t move without danger of stepping on a little creature running between our feet.


Members were asked to take them home. I wasn’t a nurturing type. Insensitive and a tad brutish, most of my downtime was spent watching horror flicks on my discount VCR in an undecorated, stark abode. Nonetheless, I couldn’t help noticing a little kitten that seemed to jump the highest, run the fastest, and have the most spunk. A week later she was in my apartment. I named her Mimi. I had heard about a PBS nature special that said felines interpreted a sound similar to “mimi” as friendly.


Mimi and I had an okay relationship until I tried to pet her. She let out a hiss and ran. I tried to calm her down by pressing her gently to my cheek, but she let out a scream of fear like I’ve never heard from cat or man. I think she believed I was going to eat her.


It took six months, but one morning I woke up in bed and Mimi was cuddled next to me, under my arm. Why? I’m not sure, but I guess she had gotten used to me. Soon Mimi was jumping onto my lap and falling asleep as I stroked her fur with one hand and managed the remote control to watch the Arizona Chainsaw Monsters or some such with the other. None of my movies’ screaming or drama seemed to disturb her. She would relax in my lap, close her eyes, smile a little cat smile, and start purring. I began to feel downright mushy toward her.


Mimi saw me through a lot. She was there when my parents died, my mother passing from cancer, and my father of a heart attack a few months later. I cried into Mimi’s fur. She was also there when I met my wife, Rosetta. Rosetta’s a dog person, but Mimi was so friendly that she began to win her over.


When Mimi was at least fourteen years old she appeared to be a permanent fixture in our lives. I had stopped keeping track of her birthdays. I guess I didn’t want to think about her getting along in years and the inevitable conclusion it would bring.


The end happened fast. One day, she was wobbling and having trouble standing up. Rosetta and I took her to the vet. Her kidneys had been giving out for who knows how long and were nearly defunct. That day, Mimi was put to sleep.


If you told me when I first noticed Mimi that I would be mourning the death of a cat, I wouldn’t have believed you, but mourn I did. It took time and it wasn’t like I didn’t miss her. Rosetta the dog person cried openly about losing her. I cried more inside, like men often do, but one day I started laughing. I remembered Mimi’s little cat smile, her purring, and her presence, and when I had first seen her running around as a kitten. My sadness was still there, but I felt good when I thought about her. I was just happy that Mimi had been alive and part of my life.


~David Alan Richards
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A Bad Start


She clawed her way into my heart and wouldn’t let go.


~Missy Altijd


A coworker knew I was looking for a kitten as a companion for my one-year-old cat. “My neighbor’s cat had a litter,” she said one day. “They’re really cute, especially the gray one with white paws.”


“I’ll take it,” I said, having always wanted a gray cat. “Let me know when the kittens are weaned.”


A few weeks later, on my day off, I took the bus to work to pick up my new kitten. The cluster of women surrounding my desk told me my little fur ball had arrived. I edged my way in, expecting to see a fluffy, wide-eyed cutie. What I saw was a dun-colored animal with almost no hair, so skinny each rib stood out. Noting my expression, my coworker turned to me.


“My neighbor gave away all the kittens even though I told her you wanted the gray one,” she said. “But a stray cat had a litter in a tree on her property, and this is one of the kittens. Unfortunately, she got a little scared on the ride in. I cleaned her up as well as I could, but…”


One whiff told me what had happened. Anger washed over me. I had not agreed to take a sickly-looking feral kitten that undoubtedly had fleas, worms and other parasites. But the workday was starting and, without food or a litter box, the kitten couldn’t stay in the office. I sighed and got more paper towels from the washroom. I placed a layer on the bottom of the now-stained cardboard box the kitten had come in. Then, covering my hands in more towels, I picked her up and dumped her none-too-gently back into the box. She weighed almost nothing and her cry was as thin as her body.


The kitten mewled the whole way home. I got a lot of sidelong glances from the other passengers on the bus, but I refused to meet anyone’s eye, pretending the odor emanating from the box had nothing to do with me. When we got home I went directly upstairs to the bathroom, where I had already set up a litter box and dishes for food and water. I opened the box and found the kitten shrinking in a corner.


“You’re not staying,” I told her, as I picked her up. “I’m going to clean you up a bit and then take you to a shelter. Then you’ll be someone else’s problem.” She barely filled my hands and her body trembled with fright.


“It’s okay,” I said, keeping my voice soft, “I’m not going to hurt you.”


The trembling subsided and she meowed softly. “No way,” I said. “That ‘love-me-I’m-a-kitten routine’ is not going to work. As soon as you’re cleaned up, you’re leaving.”


I wet paper towels and wiped off the rest of “her accident.” Even with the smell gone, she was an unattractive sight. Small tufts of hair grew in patchwork over her body and her scrawny tail looked like it belonged on a rat rather than a cat. As I gazed at her, a black speck jumped off her back. Then another and another. Fleas. I crushed a few and hoped they wouldn’t hop downstairs. After locking the kitten in the bathroom, I called my vet and made an appointment.


“What’s her name?” my vet asked when the kitten and I showed up.


Thinking of fleas and worms, and looking at the salmon-colored skin that showed through the patchwork of gray and cream hairs, I replied. “Salmonella.”


The vet raised an eyebrow. “That’s quite a name.”


“It doesn’t matter. She’s just a visitor. I want to get her in better shape, and then she’s off to the shelter. The way she looks now, nobody in their right mind would adopt her.”


The vet nodded and began her examination. “She needs food, which will help with her coat. And something for the fleas. Oh, and we’ll need a stool sample because she probably has worms. But I’ll bet she’s going to be a cutie once we get her healthy.”


“I wouldn’t bet on it,” I said, glancing at the kitten. “Besides, she’s at least part feral. Not what I had in mind.”


As the vet tickled the kitten under her chin, I mentally added up the bills — examination, flea shampoo, fecal tests. A lot of money for a kitten I was giving away. Still, every animal deserves a chance. Someone would be willing to give her a home. Just not me.


Back home, I dumped the kitten in the bathroom sink and turned on the water. The moment the warm water touched her body, she shrieked and scrambled out of the sink, up my arm and over my shoulder. Then she dug her claws in the back of my shirt and held on.


After a few minutes of twisting and turning, I managed to dislodge her. This time when I turned on the water, I kept a death grip on her. By the time I finished shampooing her, the water was reddish brown from flea detritus. I rinsed her until the water ran clear to the accompaniment of yowls and shrieks.


Wrapping her in a towel, I took her into the den where I sat down on the couch, still holding her in my arms. Her body shook with fright and she whimpered softly. I rubbed her gently and began to murmur the meaningless sounds all mothers murmur to their young to ease their fear. Her body relaxed and the whimpers turned to sighs.


Just before she fell asleep, she gazed up at me. Gold eyes locked onto mine and the hard knot of anger that I had been robbed of the perfect kitten began to soften. “Maybe you’re not so bad after all,” I said. “I guess you can stay. But I think I’ll shorten Salmonella to Sammy.”


A tiny purr answered me. Her eyelids fluttered and in that moment between fear and trust, I knew she had claimed me for her own. The visitor stayed for sixteen wonderful years.


~Harriet Cooper
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The Legacy of Boo Radley


A black cat crossing your path signifies that the animal is going somewhere.


~Groucho Marx


It had been raining the day Nicole, one of my students, showed up in my classroom at lunch. Earlier, I had seen her wearing a heavy wool poncho to keep her warm and dry. Now she had it folded carefully across her forearms, and she held it out to me.


“Ms. Murphy, look,” she said, her long blond hair, damp with rainwater, framing her face.


I lifted a corner of the fabric and peered into a dark woolen cave. A tiny black kitten with huge ears and glassy eyes stared out at me. In class, we had been reading Harper Lee’s novel, To Kill a Mockingbird.


“Hey, Boo,” I said.


“Can I please stay in here with him during lunch?” Nicole begged. “Some boys were throwing rocks at him and trying to kill him.”


The high school had a farm, and Nicole had been preparing for a horsemanship class when she heard a commotion. The boys gleefully admitted they were trying to “kill it” because it was a black cat.


“Of course,” I told her, and she settled in on the floor to comfort the terrified kitten. When the bell rang to go to class, she looked at me. “Just leave him here,” I said.


“I’ll come get him right after school!” she gushed. “I know my mom will let me keep him.” And off she went. But when she returned two hours later, she was sobbing. Her mother had met her in the parking lot and would in no way give permission for one more passenger.


“Can you take him, Ms. Murphy, please?” she begged.


How could I refuse? I already had one black cat at home — Calpurnia — a fluffy, fussy thing who had her own special blanket atop my bed. I gave Nicole back her poncho, nestled the kitten inside my jacket to keep him warm and dry, and drove home.


Once there, I poured some cat food in a shallow pan in the bathroom adjoining my bedroom. I set the kitten down near the food and a dish of water. I also arranged a small litter box nearby. The little cat ignored it all, turned slowly, and crept into the bedroom, crawling under my bed, where he sat trembling. I reached under, stroked him gently on his neck, and then left him alone.


Four hours later, he hadn’t moved. I didn’t think he would survive. He was skinny, undernourished, and definitely in shock. I went to bed, expecting to find a lifeless kitten in the morning, but I awoke in the night to the sound of cat food crunching, then a faint scratching in the litter box, both hopeful signs. I had brought Boo home on a Friday, and that weekend he remained in hiding, creeping out only to eat and use the litter box. When he was still alive on Monday, I took him to my vet. Dr. Olmstead was a kind, gentle woman who loved anything furry. She spoke to the flea-bitten, worm-ridden, half-wild cat as if he held some rare pedigree, telling him he was quite handsome, while in asides to me she explained the special needs of feral cats.


“So you think he’ll live?” I asked.


“Oh, he’ll live a wonderful life!” she exclaimed.


I was skeptical. But she was right.


It was weeks before Boo would come out. At first, I would come home from work, crawl halfway under the bed, and just talk to him, scratching his neck. After the first week, I began to scoop him up and sit him in my lap while I worked at the computer, to get him used to the idea that human hands could be kind. Finally came the day that he decided, I suppose, that life wasn’t all that terrifying. I was at the stove, making a Sunday breakfast, when suddenly he appeared in the kitchen.


“Meow,” he said, pronouncing the syllables precisely, as if he’d read them in a book.


“Meow, Boo,” I replied.


“Meow,” he said again.


And this became our morning ritual. He would return my greeting as many times as I said it to him. That day, he strolled casually over to a sun-swathed patch of tile, flopped over, then rolled on his back. Safe and happy.


Boo grew into a stunningly beautiful cat with a shiny black coat and gorgeous bright green eyes. He looked like a miniature panther, although few people ever saw him. Over the course of the next decade, I don’t know how many times friends said to me, “I thought you said you had another cat,” followed by, “How come I’ve never seen him?”


True to his namesake, he remained reclusive, only emerging from the safety of my bedroom closet when the house was relatively quiet and he felt safe. He loved to go outside and creep around in the neighbor’s very overgrown yard, and he became a mighty gopher hunter. For some reason, he loved going out in a light rain. He would return to the house and jump in my lap, waiting to be toweled off, the smell of all things wild and woodsy on his paws.


When Boo was eight, Calpurnia died. She was sixteen. For all but the first three months of her life, she had spent every night curled up next to my feet. I missed her terribly, but didn’t want to wait too long before getting another cat, since I didn’t want Boo to be an only child. Six months after Cal passed, I visited a local pet retailer with an adoption center. There, amongst the tortoiseshells and tabbies, was a small black cat with stubby legs and a chopped off tail. “Sugar Plum” was her name.


“She’s been here a long time,” a volunteer from the rescue group told me. “Black cats are very hard to place.”


When allowed out of her enclosure, Sugar Plum walked straight over to me and jumped in my lap.


“I’ve never seen her do that,” the volunteer told me, “She’s usually a bit wary of strangers.”


Like her brother, I thought to myself. Of course, she came home with me. And like Boo, it was clear that Sugie had experienced some trauma before her rescue. Boo was only with me for ten years. I miss him every day. But Sugie is here, and when the time is right, I have no doubt that another black cat will find us.


~S. Kay Murphy
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Taken by Storm


Kittens can happen to anyone.


~Paul Gallico


All we wanted that day, as we headed out to the pet store, was a jar of tropical fish flakes. The furthest thing from my mind was that an hour later my daughter and I would walk out of the store with not just one cat, but two.


As we entered the store, we had to walk around a ridiculously large cage that almost blocked the entrance. We could hardly avoid looking at its contents.


“Oh, Mom. Look at that adorable black kitten,” Emilie said. “Can I pick him up?”


I hesitated. I hadn’t even laid eyes on the kitten and knew that it was a bad strategic move to let her handle it, but to my amazement, I found myself saying, “Well, I guess it wouldn’t hurt to just pick him up.”


Handling the kitten required the help of a sales associate, and he of course aided and abetted twelve-year-old Emilie in her quest to become a cat owner.


“We just got these kittens this morning, and lots of people have been looking at them,” Joe said casually. Kittens? It was then that I actually looked into the cage and discovered that besides the tiny black kitten that Joe was retrieving, there was a second, much larger, gray kitten with spiky fur and tufted ears.


“Can I hold the other one?” I asked.


It was here that I sensed intuitively that I had just crossed the point of no return. Because, in addition to the softest, silkiest fur I had ever felt, the gray kitten had a beguiling way of wanting to be cradled in my arms, baby-style, and looking up at me with enormous owl-like golden eyes. It was love at first sight.


I had always wanted a cat when I was a kid, but my parents wouldn’t let us get one. Instead we had to be satisfied with a series of turtles and gerbils. They were fun in their own way, but definitely not as much fun as I imagined a cat would be. Somehow the longing for a cat of my own had gone dormant but had not died entirely. As I was scratching the gray kitten under the chin, and he began to purr, Emilie turned to me.

OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/8a.jpg





OEBPS/images/4a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0012-01.jpg
Uitk ULy

Ea\lu‘)sl [}









OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0015-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781611591880.jpg
My Cat Life

£

Jack Canfield,
MarkVictor Hansen & Jennifer Quasha
Foreword by VVendy Diamond






OEBPS/images/5a.jpg





OEBPS/images/11a.jpg





OEBPS/images/1a.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-06.jpg
www.chickensoup.com





OEBPS/images/common-05.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg
Uitk ULy

Ea\lu‘)sl [}





OEBPS/images/common-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/common-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg
Uitk ULy

Ea\lu‘)sl [}





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Ghicken Soup

for thegoul

Cat’s {lfe

101 Stories about
All the Ages and Stages
of Our Feline Family Members

Jack Canfield
Mark Victor Hansen
Jennifer Quasha
Foreword by Wendy Diamond





OEBPS/images/6a.jpg





OEBPS/images/10a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg
off the mark com oy warparisi

THE VET SAD WE MAY SEE SIGNS
OF SPUNKY £XERTING HIS DOMINANCE
OVER THE NEW KITTEN. -«






OEBPS/images/2a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0024-01.jpg
@ "'51.!)

L’"“‘XS' [}





OEBPS/images/f0028-01.jpg
Uitk ULy

L’"“‘XS' [}





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg
Ghicken Soup

eraeSoul.
My
Cat’s Life





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg
Uitk ULy

Ea\lu‘)sl [}





OEBPS/images/7a.jpg





OEBPS/images/3a.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0xvii-01.jpg
ccccccc

Cat’s Life





