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Dedication 

It has been often said that you don’t choose a cat, it chooses you. Over the years, we have been blessed by having a number of unique, graceful, elegant, colorful, and intriguing feline personalities enter our lives and choose to brighten and enrich our lives. In some cases our relationships were fleeting, but nonetheless intensely meaningful. In other instances, there was time to explore depths of consciousness and spirit that permitted us to understand more completely the beautiful awareness of the Oneness of all living things. We therefore dedicate Cat Miracles to our feline friends of past and present, specifically Midnight, Demon, Cleopatra, Bonaparte, Oliver, Foxy, Bart, Fred, Leonard, and Pretty Girl.
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Mahgy (sounds like “doggie”) is my cat. I met her at a no-kill pet shelter in Chicago in 1988, six few months after I had lost my feline companion of more than twenty years, Fat Baby. I had stopped in to leave a donation in Fat Baby’s memory, and I was talked into looking at their resident cats. I had sworn I’d never have another pet (famous last words) but I agreed.

The kittens were adorable, but they said that I would have to take two. It was a rule of theirs to keep the kittens from being lonely. I decided since I was there, I would go upstairs to look at the adult cats, knowing I wouldn’t be tempted by a grown animal (more famous last words).

I was intrigued by a small black cat lying on top of an introduction cage. Every time I reached for it, I was greeted with hisses and growls. When I turned to look at the others, however, I felt a tap on my back. When I turned back, the cat had moved closer to me, but it still growled. This happened three times, and I finally asked the attendant about the belligerent little feline.

Her name was Mahogany, and she had been found about a year ago. She had crawled into the engine of a car, trying to get warm, and she had cuts on her hip and had obviously been abused. She was about two and a half years old when they found her and about three and a half when I met her. She’d been adopted three times but had been returned for biting, and she was now labeled “unadoptable.”

There was something so appealing in her eyes that I couldn’t resist. I told them I would take her. After trying to persuade me not to, two attendants got her downstairs for the vet to examine her, and it took two more to put her into the carry box for her trip home.

When I opened the box at my apartment, my new cat bolted under the bed and I didn’t see her again for weeks. She ate and used her litter box, so I knew she was all right, but no coaxing could get her out from under the bed. I figured it was okay. We were two old maids living together, and she could have her space and I would have mine. At least she was safe, and it felt good to have another living being in the apartment.

I was reading one evening, almost three weeks later, when I saw her little head sticking out from under the dust ruffle. I started reading out loud. She watched me for an hour. When I got up, she retreated. This went on every night for a week or so until one evening she came out and sat by the bed about four feet from me. I continued to read and I inserted the name I had given her into the reading. I had shortened Mahogany to Mahgy, trying to get her used to the sound.

It was two months to the day I brought her home, when she startled us both by jumping onto the arm of my chair. She was only there a few seconds, but I felt we’d made a breakthrough. After that, for another month, she would sit on the chair arm and watch me when I read to her. She looked up when I said Mahgy.

One evening, instead of settling on the arm, she crawled into the space between the chair arm and my leg and stretched out full length. I was still hesitant to touch her, remembering her previous reaction, so I waited for her move. It came when she got on the bed with me one night and stretched out along my back. We had made it.

The first time I touched her, she tensed and then relaxed as I stroked her gently. After about four months from our meeting, I could finally pick her up and take her to Fat Baby’s vet, Dr. Rubin, a well-known cat expert who often appears on Oprah Winfrey’s show. Mahgy was so good in the car. She relaxed beside me on the seat and again in the doctor’s office, and the doctor said she had obviously been cared for at one time. When he examined her mouth, however, Dr. Rubin became furious. The shelter had obviously not checked her teeth. She had gingivitis so bad that her gums were bleeding. Her teeth were broken and several were loose and ready to come out. He said it was no wonder she was a biter and belligerent. She must have been in constant pain.

Over the next six months, the doctor removed five molars and several broken teeth. He used a tranquilizer to be able to deep clean her gums and remaining teeth. The change in her personality was miraculous. The vet said she had to have been in agony, especially when she tried to eat the dry food at the shelter. I had fed her canned food, because that’s what Fat Baby had eaten, and the doctor said it probably saved her life. He had no doubt she would have slowly starved on the dry food.

Within six months, Mahgy became a beautiful and loving companion. The only things she objected to were having her feet touched and claws clipped and having her belly rubbed. The doctor felt she had had frostbite at one time, and her feet were probably painful when touched. She had learned to protect her belly when she was on the street.

I retired from my job in Chicago in 1995 and moved back to Indiana, my home. Mahgy had never seen anything bigger than a rat or pigeon in Chicago, but our first night in our new home, we were greeted by about thirty ducks parading past our patio. My apartment overlooked government-protected wetlands, and wildlife teemed. I have a picture of Mahgy studying the ducks, standing still as a statue as they passed on the patio. The ducks didn’t really bother her, but the small birds flitting around drove her nuts. And when the little mouse made its appearance, I thought she would go through the screen. I bought a baby gate to protect the screen door. Life was good.

Naturally I had to find a doctor for myself. When I did, he decided to try to get my diabetes under better control and put me on a new medication along with the insulin. It worked beautifully until the day Mahgy had to save my life.

I had gotten up that morning feeling rather sluggish and not well. I took the insulin, then ate a light breakfast and sat down to read the newspaper. It was cool in early November, so I covered myself with a soft throw and fell asleep.

I woke up two hours later with something pounding on my face and chest. When I opened my eyes, Mahgy was sitting on my chest, batting at my face and chest with her paws. I felt rotten. My first thought was my blood sugar. When I tested, the reading was 36 instead of the normal 120.

I immediately loaded up on orange juice and peanut butter, and an hour later I checked again. It was higher and I felt better.

When I told my doctor about it later, he said a few points lower and I could have fallen into a coma. He guessed that Mahgy had sensed that my breathing was different and reacted. For whatever reason, I was grateful and I felt that she had paid me back for any care I had given her.

But she wasn’t through yet. A month later, the same thing happened. It was so sudden, I didn’t realize I was falling asleep. Again, Mahgy pounded my face and body until I awoke. The reading was 46 that day.

We immediately adjusted my medication, and I have had no further problems with it. I will always be grateful for whatever made me choose Mahgy in spite of the many reasons not to. She has proven to be not only a marvelous companion, but a caring and resourceful friend as well.

I’ve never regretted choosing her and we are now growing old, not too gracefully, together. I’m seventy and she will soon be seventeen. We’re both slowing down, but life is good. We have each other.

—Mary Beninghoff 
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Holly Lenz of Laguna Niguel, California, was enjoying a quiet October afternoon in the fall of 1990. She had put her two-year-old son Adam down for a nap, and she was looking forward to stretching out on a lawn chair in the backyard and catching up on some reading.

She had not gotten too far into her book when she heard what she thought was a broken sprinkler hissing. She looked about the yard, glanced toward the screen door that she had left open so she could hear Adam if he should awaken sooner than anticipated.

Suddenly, with an icy tremor of fear that shuddered through her body, Holly realized that the hissing sound was coming from inside her house. And what was even more unnerving, she could now distinguish the unmistakable buzzing sound of a rattlesnake.

Holly entered her home to encounter the horror of a four-foot-long coiled rattlesnake in the hallway. The deadly serpent had been halted at the doorway of the bedroom where little Adam was taking his nap. The only thing that held the rattlesnake at bay was their cat, Lucy.

“Clearly Lucy was protecting my little boy,” Holly stated. “She was on her haunches, moving toward the snake very slowly, steadily forcing it back, away from Adam’s door.”

Holly called 911 and carefully moved behind Lucy toward the bedroom. She got there just in time. The toddler was up from his nap and was about to walk out into the hallway. Holly scooped up her son and carried him to safety.

Within a few minutes, the police and an animal control worker arrived at the home. The animal control officer caught the rattlesnake with a loop at the end of a pole, and a sheriff’s deputy sliced off its head with a shovel blade.

Holly told reporters that the brave Lucy would thereafter receive nothing but top-grade cat food as a reward for having saved Adam from the reptilian invader.
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Some years ago when my mother was recovering from surgery for a broken hip, Dr. Huff, her physician, became very concerned that the healing process had not been as speedy as he had hoped. In fact, he told us that Mother might have to be returned to the hospital for closer care. Because the doctor’s anxiety was soon passed along to her friends and family members, we would all gather around Mother’s bed to visit and offer words of cheer. We also brought gifts of flowers, along with magazines and books to read.

Mother’s cat, Menu, in my opinion, was extremely close to being “wild,” as it would let no one touch it but Mother. Whenever anyone else approached her and tried to make nice, Menu always snarled as only she could, arching her back in the feline posture of attack or flight.

However, on this one special occasion, Menu, to the surprise of everyone assembled there that day, came strolling into the bedroom where my mother was recovering. Menu moved gracefully through all the visitors without a snarl and boldly hopped up onto the bedside where my mother lay.

As we all watched in wonder, Menu gingerly began to walk, slowly and carefully, across the area of my mother’s body that was covered in a light cast. At this point, Menu stopped and dropped the gift of a cricket on top of Mother’s pajama coat.

Once she had deposited her gift, Menu looked at Mother and gave a questioning “Meow,” as if to say, “I’m bringing you a gift, too. Do you like it?” Then she swished her plush furry tail, turned to leap down from Mother’s bed, ran out into the hallway, and disappeared.

Everyone, including Mother, had a hearty laugh at Menu’s surprise appearance and her unexpected gift. And, strangely enough, to everyone’s delight, it seemed that right after Menu had presented her gift of a cricket, Mother began very quickly to get better.

When Dr. Huff came the next evening to check in on Mother, he was pleased to say that he noticed a great and sudden improvement in her condition. Later, when someone told him about Menu’s gift of a cricket, he laughed and joked that maybe he would hire the cat as an assistant, because Mother’s healing continued from that day forward.

I have often pondered whether or not Menu could possibly have observed that gifts were being brought to Mother for a purpose. What might Menu’s thoughts have been? Even if she was just mimicking us humans, such an action of imitation surely indicated that Menu was able to reason that she should do likewise. I like to think that between all creatures there can be a line of communication, and somehow just maybe Menu “knew” that this was the thing to do. From her feline point of view, she brought Mother get-well wishes and the very proper gift of a cricket. Menu’s special gift was talked about in our circle of family and friends for years.

—Clarisa Bernhardt 
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In March 1990, four-year-old Aurelie Assemat nearly died when she fell from a relative’s fourth-floor apartment in Grugny, France. Although she lay in a coma for a month and her parents feared that they would lose her, Aurelie finally awoke. Sadly, though, she could no longer speak, she was nearly blind, and she was paralyzed down her left side.

Desperate to find some way to enliven their little girl’s tragic condition, Georgette and Jean-Louis Assemat hit upon the idea of giving her a cat. They were delighted to see that the green-eyed tabby seemed to lift their daughter’s spirits at once. Aurelie named her new friend Scrooge, and they became inseparable companions.

Georgette and Jean-Louis were greatly relieved to see that they had found an antidote to Aurelie’s loneliness. She would hug the cat and cuddle it all day long.

In August 1991, the Assemat family left their home in Grugny for a vacation in the country. Scrooge seemed to like the countryside as much as his human family members did, but when it was time to go home, it suddenly appeared as though the cat had decided he liked the new environment a bit too much. The Assemats were packed and ready to return home, but Scrooge was nowhere to be seen. He had wandered off at the last minute and had apparently gotten lost.

Finally, the hour arrived when they had no choice other than to begin the trip home without their feline friend—their daughter’s dearest companion. Although Aurelie had lost her voice due to her fall, she cried for her lost Scrooge throughout the entire 600-mile journey.

The effects on Aurelie of losing her cat proved to be devastating. She did not eat; she did not sleep; she lay sobbing in her bed, staring at Scrooge’s empty basket. Her parents were afraid that their daughter had lost all interest in life.

As the months went by, Aurelie grew ever more listless and despondent. When they had first returned from the country, Georgette and Jean-Louis knew that their daughter had kept alive a hope that somehow Scrooge would return to her. Although they felt that such a dream of reunion was an impossibility, they said nothing to dash Aurelie’s faith.

Then, on July 9, Aurelie and Georgette heard a feeble scratching at their front door. Aurelie began to move her wheelchair toward the door with an excitement that she had not experienced for nearly a year.

When Georgette opened the door, they were astonished to behold a woefully bedraggled cat. Then, for the first time since her accident, little Aurelie spoke: “Scrooge! It’s my Scrooge! He’s come home!”

The cat walked to the girl’s side and rubbed itself against her legs. Scrooge had found his way across the 600 miles that separated him from the Assemats’ home in Grugny. It had taken him nearly eleven months to do so, but he had accomplished what had seemed to Georgette and Jean-Louis to be the impossible.

Georgette remembered that she was hugging and kissing Aurelie as her daughter was hugging and kissing Scrooge.

But the determined cat had paid a terrible physical price to complete his odyssey. It was immediately apparent to the Assemats that, fighter though he was, Scrooge was on his last legs. They resolved to take him directly to a veterinarian just as soon as they had given him something to eat.

The veterinarian was advised to spare no cost to repair the rugged Scrooge, for the Assemats had received a firm realization during his absence that he was the best cure they could provide for Aurelie. The fact that she had regained her ability to speak at the very sight of her feline friend was additional proof that Scrooge was Aurelie’s most effective prescription for a more complete recovery.

Scrooge’s proud tail had to be amputated. The veterinarian expressed an educated guess that Scrooge had caught his tail in a trap and had yanked it free so that he might continue his journey home to Aurelie. Scrooge had gained his freedom with such a desperate act, but he had also wounded himself to the extent that his tail was riddled with gangrene. He also required an emergency hernia operation.

A few months later—after extended Scrooge therapy— Aurelie was speaking in an almost normal manner, and she had begun to walk with the aid of crutches. Without Scrooge, the Assemats dread to consider what might have become of their little girl.

Some days after he had returned to their household, Aurelie told her mother: “My love guided Scrooge home. He knew that I was crying for him, and he just followed my tears home.”
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Mogadon, an eighteen-month-old black-and-white cat, was probably just enjoying a pleasant spring day in April 1993 when she was apparently startled by the voice of her owner’s girlfriend telling her to get back into the apartment. The problem was, Mogadon was enjoying the fresh air and sunshine from a spot on a ledge that was twenty-one stories above the streets near Leeds, Alabama.

Claire Quickmire had only the kitty’s best interests at heart when she attempted to call Mogadon inside, but the cat seemed to become confused. Perhaps she was used to taking such orders only from her owner, Mike Hawksworth.

In the next few seconds, the cat had fallen from her precarious perch and was plummeting toward the sidewalk below.

Claire recalled that the ride to the sidewalk in the high-rise’s elevator was the longest elevator ride of her life. She fully expected to find Mike’s kitty to be nothing more than a mangled mess of blood and fur.

She was astonished to find the dazed and frightened cat being comforted in the arms of a neighbor.

According to eyewitnesses, Mogadon had streaked toward the cement, struck a bush at the side of the high-rise, then bounced onto the sidewalk. The befuddled cat picked itself up, then walked off, slightly dazed, but apparently not a great deal worse off than she was before the twenty-one-story plunge to earth.

Claire gathered Mogadon into her arms and rushed her to a veterinarian, who found no broken bones, but who located numerous cuts and bruises to testify to the miracle survival. The supercat required twenty-four stitches, which seemed a very small price to pay for having endured an impossible fall.
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When Sucile’s son Joe was around twelve years old, he brought home a beautiful little white kitty all covered with grease and told her that the kitten was her birthday gift. Sucile’s response was intended to be very firm: “Honey, we just can’t have a cat.”

“But, Mom”—Joe frowned—“It’s your birthday gift.”

So they cleaned the little kitty up. Sucile wrapped it in a towel and put it on her lap. “She just curled up and seemed at home,” she said. “By that time, I just couldn’t give her up, so we kept the cat. Joe is twenty-three now, so you can figure out how long we had the cat.”

Sucile and her children were living in South Dakota when the cat she christened Lucky came into their lives. As the years went by, she began to notice that Lucky seemed to be very psychic or was a very good weather predictor. “If it was a couple of hours before a storm or tornado was coming, she would run up my wall,” Sucile said. “I finally realized that she was warning me in advance of every storm.”

Lucky liked to lie on Sucile’s stomach while she read or watched television. “But when I came home after having had some surgery on my stomach, Lucky seemed to know and would not lie on my stomach, but only on my neck,” Sucile said. “Sometimes I would say to her, ‘If you love me, blink your eyes.’ She would blink them twice, then look up at me and purr, touching me lightly with her paw.”

After a few years, Sucile got another kitten as a playmate for Lucky, and she felt that both of the cats considered themselves her loyal guardians.

“The day that they gave their lives for me started out as a very quiet and peaceful summer’s day,” Sucile said. “I was sitting in my home in South Dakota, writing a letter, and Lucky and her playmate were sitting on the window ledge, watching me. Suddenly a big storm came up, and I heard a loud crack as lightning struck a nearby tree. I looked up to see a big red ball outside my kitchen window. Somehow the lightning bolt had created the dangerous phenomenon of ball lightning. That deadly charge of electricity appeared about to pass through the window and to come directly for me.”

Sucile will always remember how her beloved cats positioned themselves so that their bodies intercepted the ball lightning. “The cats just lit up. Their entire bodies glowed, and there was a bluish white aura around them as the lightning touched them. Afterward, when the firemen came, they said they could not believe that the charge had not continued through the cats and hit me.”

Sucile knows in her very core of being that her cats saved her life by intercepting the lightning’s deadly charge. Miraculously, Lucky and her kitty friend had survived the terrible shock, but they had lost their hair and were badly burned.

“My veterinarian told me that he knew that I loved my kitties, but if I really loved them, I would put them to sleep,” Sucile concluded her story. “I allowed him to do so to prevent my darling cats from enduring any more suffering on my behalf.”
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After several days in her new home, Winnie Wagner of Orange Park, Florida, decided that either a cat was somehow trapped inside the wall near her bathtub or she had lost her mind.

Finally, in late February 1994, she had the marble paneling removed from around her tub, and a small cat blinked at them from inside the wall.

Winnie remembered that she felt faint when there was no longer any doubt that there really was a cat trapped inside the wall. She thought of all the nights that she had heard his pitiful cries—and all the while he was just inches away from her. “Wally,” as he was appropriately christened, was carefully removed from the bed that he had made of insulation, and Winnie took him to Briarcliff Animal Clinic in nearby Jacksonville.

Dr. Susan Ridinger weighed Wally in at only three and a half pounds, but stated that although dehydrated and weak, he was in amazingly good shape, “considering what he has been through.”

The veterinarian theorized that Wally had lived off condensation from pipes under the tub in Winnie’s bathroom, but doubted that the cat could have survived for much longer.

No one could venture any more than a guess as to how Wally had found himself trapped in the walls of the home, but educated estimates concluded that he had somehow managed to endure forty-five days sealed up in solitary confinement.

The story has a happy ending for Wally. More than 200 adoption offers for the amazing kitty flooded the clinic, and he was placed in a new home with a loving owner.
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New mothers who are also cat owners have had to deal with that unsettling old wives’ tale about evil felines that suck the breath out of babies as they lie sleeping in their cribs. Kandy Phillips is able to testify that her cat reversed the ancient myth by saving the life of her choking baby.

Kandy, who resides in Modesto, California, was in the kitchen doing dishes one afternoon in the fall of 1990 when her cat Oscar ran into the room and began a loud yowling. Before she could quiet the noisy cat, Oscar jumped up on the kitchen counter.

Irritated by Oscar’s blatant disregard of one of the basic “no-no” rules of the house, Kandy brushed him off the counter.

“But even though he knew he would be punished, Oscar jumped right back up,” Kandy said.

This time when she shoved him off the counter, Oscar nipped her on the leg. “He didn’t bite me hard, but just enough to let me know that he was really serious about something. Then Oscar started making a lot of noise and began running around in circles.”

Totally puzzled by Oscar’s bizarre behavior, Kandy became even more baffled when he ran toward the bedroom where she had just placed her son Anthony for his nap. As far as she knew, her four-month-old baby was sleeping peacefully in his crib.

Out of a mixture of curiosity and annoyance, Kandy followed Oscar into the bedroom. Once inside, she was astonished when Oscar boldly violated another basic house “no-no” by jumping up on the changing table. Then, before she could even swat him, Oscar had bounded directly into Anthony’s crib.

Perhaps dreadful images of all those old tales about cats suffocating infants momentarily flashed before Kandy’s mind, but she was soon crying out in a real, not imagined, terror.
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