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Foreword


Cats are the most amazing creatures. They are fascinating, independent, goofy, brave, hilarious, and beautiful. They entertain us, inspire us, and make us feel loved. For those of us who know and love cats, every day is Caturday!


As I am writing this, my own feline, Rosebud, wants me to be sure to let you know that she is a rescue and has her own amazing journey to share. Rosebud was found several years ago in a storm drain and placed in a foster home with other cats, dogs, and even a few parrots.


Rosebud doesn’t get along well with others and she has a strong independent streak we refer to as cat-titude, so Rosebud’s foster mom needed to find the purr-fect home for her. She called me and said this cat was destined for me.


With two cats and three dogs already living in a house with my three children, I was wondering how Rosebud would adapt to our home. But she quickly found herself a new Best Friend Forever in my daughter Aidan. Rosebud ignored the other cats and dogs, and focused her attention on Aidan. Several years have passed, and now Aidan is moving into her first apartment after graduate school. Rosebud will be joining her in Atlanta soon. I look at the beautiful bond between Aidan and Rosebud and it warms my heart.


That bond is the underlying theme of all the heartwarming stories that fill Chicken Soup for the Soul: The Cat Really Did That? There are tales of amazing rescues, where the cats display such amazing tenacity and resilience that you’ll be inspired to overcome whatever challenges you have in your own life. There are stories of rascals and goofballs that will help you gain perspective on what really matters in life and teach you to relax and go with the flow. You’ll probably tear up when you read the stories about cats changing human lives and acting like four-legged therapists. And then there are the hero cats, the ones that save their humans from fires and crime and perform other miracles.


You’ll find yourself laughing a lot, too, as you read about some truly crazy cats. I laughed out loud reading the story “Fashion Diva,” about a male kitty who loves wearing costumes and wins contests. What the diva doesn’t know is that he’s wearing dog costumes, because he’s a rather large kitty and can’t fit into the cat outfits!


When you read “The Pair,” in which an introverted, autistic girl picks out a shy, frightened cat at the shelter, you’ll be amazed by how the two of them blossom once they are put together. There truly is a special cat for everyone, with every need, at your local shelter.


And being an animal rescuer, I just loved the story “One of a Kind,” in which the family rescued the feral kitten, and the kitten ends up saving the family from a fire and a burglar! As animal rescuers often say, who rescued whom?


And as a proud parent of several senior pets, I cried over the story “Kindred Spirits,” where an elderly lady visits a shelter for weeks and finally adopts the senior cat she has fallen for as her new BFF. It’s such a powerful reminder of the value of adopting senior cats.


If you love cat-titude, humorous antics, and heartwarming adventures, be prepared to fall in love with these stories and these precious cats. I am so grateful that Chicken Soup for the Soul has brought us yet another series of stories that will melt your heart and hopefully encourage you to open your home to a new cat.


Cats make purr-fect pets for some people, but it’s important to remember that although they appear to be very independent, they are actually dependent on us humans for their needs. We provide the food, water, medical attention, shelter, and companionship, and they provide us with years of unconditional love and devotion that far outweigh the daily responsibilities.


If you wish to have a feline join your family (and I hope you do!), remember to consider the following:


• Do you want a kitten or an adult cat? Kittens need a lot of attention and will have to be house-trained. On the plus side, they do adapt well to their new home and surroundings. But for many people, especially those who work outside the home, an adult cat is a wiser choice.


• Do you want a long or shorthaired cat? Longhaired cats require daily brushing to keep their fur from matting, so be prepared to spend time grooming your new feline best friend.


• Do you want a male or female? Both male and female felines can be equally playful and affectionate! Gender is purely a personal preference.


You may be the purr-fect cat owner if you…


• Believe caring for a pet for fifteen to eighteen years does not seem like a lifetime.


• Look forward to having your ankles rubbed by an affectionate, loving creature.


• Don’t mind sharing your house with someone who sheds.


• Don’t mind sharing your house with someone who will never clean up after herself.


• Love a housemate who will randomly and regularly entertain you with outrageous and silly antics, at his whim, not yours!


Set the stage for a life filled with love and companionship by adopting a cat from your local shelter. American Humane created Adopt A Cat Month® in 1983, and every year since, during the month of June, we have encouraged adoptions from local animal shelters. But those of us who know how much fun it is to have cats in our lives know that every day is Caturday, and every month should be “Adopt a Cat” month!


Once you adopt a feline friend, be sure to care for your cat by remembering the following:


• Twice is nice. Visit your veterinarian twice a year to keep your kitty healthy and happy.


• No tubby tabbies! Lower the risk of obesity by feeding your cat the right food and providing exercise. Ask your veterinarian about the right diet for your cat based on his age and activity.


• Don’t bug me. It’s easy to prevent parasites with year-round protection.


• Lost and found. Be sure to get your feline micro-chipped!


• Cleanliness counts. Use proper sized litter boxes for better cleanliness.


• Play for prey. Cats need exercise and play, so be sure to provide toys and activities.


• The More the Merrier! Cats are social, and adopting two or more provides for a loving home.


So if inspiration strikes after enjoying these purr-fect stories, please visit your local shelter to adopt a new best friend. Remember, there is no greater love than that of a cat. And thank goodness they have nine lives, since they have so much love to give!


And while you are enjoying this collection, know that Chicken Soup for the Soul is generously donating part of the proceeds from your purchase of this book to American Humane, allowing us to save more lives of our animal friends. Thank you for making a difference and for helping us to build a more humane world!


~Dr. Robin Ganzert


President and CEO, American Humane
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A Cat Named Icky


My relationship with cats has saved me from a deadly, pervasive ignorance.


~William S. Burroughs


One morning in early spring a scruffy-looking, shorthaired, gray-and-white cat showed up on my front porch. I really didn’t want to adopt a pet, so even though the cat was friendly and way too thin, I did not feed, pet, or encourage him in any way.


Regrettably, the cat didn’t take the hint. After he hung around for a few days, I broke down and scratched him between the ears. I put food and water bowls on the porch. Evidently, that convinced the cat he was home, and he never left.


The next week, after a visit to the vet, I allowed him to move into the house. I named him Ichabod, because for some reason he reminded me of Ichabod Crane from The Legend of Sleepy Hollow — so the named seemed appropriate.


Unfortunately, my three-year-old niece couldn’t pronounce Ichabod, so she shortened the cat’s name to Icky — and that’s the moniker that stuck.


A cat named Icky.


It was mid-May by the time winter finally released its frozen grasp that year, and I started working on preparing the flower and vegetable gardens every afternoon when I got home from work. Icky was my constant companion in the garden, following me around as I weeded, hoed, and pruned. Every day, after a short while outside, Icky would fall asleep in the warm sunshine and continue to nap until I called him inside for his dinner.


That spring the garden was invaded by snails. Well, maybe “invaded” is the wrong word considering the speed at which snails move, but the newly forming vegetation was besieged by the slimy critters. They nibbled the nasturtiums, bit the begonias, gobbled the gladioli, and devoured the daisies, all while sluggishly slithering along at, well, at a snail’s pace.


It was frustrating that I couldn’t stop the slowly creeping creatures. I plucked snails off the pansies, flicked them off the forsythia, rinsed them off the rutabagas, and even squashed a few on the squash. It did no good; every morning, there were more snails.


I called a local gardening center and asked for an environmentally friendly way to alleviate the infestation. They suggested placing shallow bowls of beer around the garden. Supposedly, the odor of the beer would attract the snails. They would sip the liquid, become inebriated, and slide into the bowls, leading to their demise. I felt a little guilty but I was desperate enough to give the idea a try.


The next afternoon, I stopped at the market to buy a six-pack of cheap beer and some shallow bowls. As soon as I got home, I put out my defensive weapons.


That evening, like always, I called for Icky to come in and eat. Usually he hurried in the door, but not that evening. I stood on the front porch and called a few more times. When Icky did not appear, I slipped on my shoes and went out to search for him.


As I was wandering around the garden, Icky suddenly stumbled out from between two rosebushes with his tail drooping. He shook his head, turned in a circle, and fell forward onto the ground. He meowed loudly as he got back up on wobbly legs. Something was obviously very wrong, and I rushed to Icky, scooping him up in my arms. He purred loudly as he cuddled against me and attempted to lick my cheek.


One whiff of the cat’s breath and I knew.


“Oh, no,” I groaned. “Icky, you’re drunk!”


A quick inspection showed what had occurred. Most of the beer-filled bowls I had left out for snail traps were empty. I didn’t know a lot about cats, but I assumed this was not good.


Should I administer some aspirin? Make a pot of strong, black coffee? Perhaps a cold shower? What was the best remedy for a blotto feline? I had no idea, so I called the vet.


“Oh, dear,” said the vet. “Beer can be toxic to cats. How much did he drink?”


“At least half a bottle,” I explained. “He’s really plastered.”


“Well, just try to keep him calm. Hopefully, he’ll sleep it off in a few hours. Just watch for vomiting or diarrhea.”


“He’s already sound asleep on the couch,” I said. “He had no interest in food when I brought him in, so I’ll just let him snooze and keep an eye on him.”


Icky didn’t move from his spot on the couch all night. Luckily, after a good night’s rest, he recovered in time to join me in the garden the following afternoon. As far as I know, he has never imbibed again.


Icky continues to wander in the yard with me while I garden, and I continue my battle against the snails. Needless to say, I never attempted the beer-baited traps again.


Nowadays, I use bowls filled with a sugar-water-and-yeast mixture that works similarly to the beer to help control the snails — but doesn’t intoxicate my cat.


~David Hull
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One Click


Way down deep, we’re all motivated by the same urges. Cats have the courage to live by them.


~Jim Davis


Hannah, a college girl who fostered strays, walked out of her apartment one day to discover a tiny orange kitten lurking at her door. She thought he was feral because he quickly ran away. The next day, the kitty returned. This time, he scratched at the door, so Hannah assumed he was hungry. He even rolled over, revealing his fluffy, white belly, and produced a purr so loud it was almost an exaggeration. Next came a pitiful, manipulative meow, as if pleading for a meal. Of course, kindhearted Hannah fell for it and fed him.


Eventually, Hannah took the two-month-old tabby to be placed for adoption at the Humane Society of Dallas County Dog & Kitty City. They named him Cheeto.


That’s where I came in, broken-hearted from the loss of our beloved Squeaky, a cat who had graced our lives for seventeen years. I was getting older, so I was looking for a maintenance-free kitty, if there was such a thing.


A gray kitten in a cage reached out to me, scratching my hand slightly and producing a few drops of blood. Simultaneously, a veterinary nurse was vaccinating Cheeto.


“Here. Hold him,” she said to me. I grabbed the fidgety little creature as he bled from his shot onto my bleeding hand. Our blood got co-mingled. That clinched it.


“It’s destiny! We were meant for each other,” I said.


I took him home and changed his name to Ollie.


Have you noticed that regardless of their humble beginnings, some cats develop an entitlement attitude from the get-go?


Ollie had nothing but the fur on his back when he came into our lives. His story could be “From Rags to Riches,” because he soon had toys, mechanical mice, strings, feathers, and balls. He had a different cat bed in each of three rooms, yet he slept with us in our bed. He received a scratching post as a “Welcome to Your New Home” gift from a friend. He had a cat condo with three levels. Before long, however, he turned his nose up at any toy or gift more than a few days old.


And he was even in our will. If anything were to happen to us, we bequeathed Ollie to our granddaughter, Lindsey.


One day, my husband and I decided to buy a new bed. I did an online search while Ollie was comfortably curled up in a designer shoebox by my keyboard. He was always by my side when I surfed the Internet, basking in the light and heat of the computer. Sometimes, I’d go to a cat site, and together we would peruse the latest craze in cat toys. He might give a high-five to the screen, indicating which item pleased him.


But back to the Internet search. I remembered sleeping on a wonderfully relaxing mattress at a hotel. It was the Westin Hotel Heavenly Bed. I was so pleased to find it on Amazon. I clicked to place it in my shopping cart but once it was there, I saw the very high shipping charge, so I didn’t go through with the purchase.


“See what you can find locally,” suggested my husband. “You could always go back online if you don’t find it in a store.”


The next day, I found the perfect mattress at a local mall. Free delivery. It arrived a couple of days later.


Soon after we were happily sleeping on our new bed I received a somewhat garbled message on our answering machine: “Here to deliver your (unintelligible). What’s (unintelligible) address?”


He left a number that I couldn’t understand, so I ignored it. I figured it was a wrong number or a telemarketer.


The next day came another message: “I’m in Dallas and have your mattress on my truck. Where do you want it delivered?”


The man left a number, and I called him right back. “There must be some mistake. They’ve already delivered our bed. We’ve been sleeping on it for several days now,” I told him.


“Lady, all I know is I have a Heavenly Bed on my truck, and I drove all the way to Dallas to bring it to you, as ordered.”


Once I heard “Heavenly Bed,” I realized what must have happened. I knew I had put the bed in my cart, but I also knew I had never completed the transaction. No one had access to my computer but me… and Ollie!


Maybe it was my fault for leaving my computer unattended, but who would have dreamed a cat would walk on my keyboard and hit just the right, or wrong, keys? I guess all it took was one step, literally, to enable the 1-Click feature and complete the order.


Amazon was so understanding. They referred me to the mattress vendor, saying, “If it’s fraud, they will work with you.”


I tried to explain it wasn’t fraud. My privileged cat, who has three beds of his own, but prefers ours, was the perp. I’m not sure the vendor believed that my cat placed the order, but they eventually agreed to cancel it.


That’s how Ollie became “the cat who almost purchased a Heavenly Bed on Amazon.”


Since then, I sign off my computer when I leave it unattended. With Ollie’s taste for fine things, there’s no telling what that cat will order next!


~Eva Carter
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Hide and Seek


I have studied many philosophers and many cats.
The wisdom of cats is infinitely superior.


~Hippolyte Taine


He had been found wandering, weak and hungry, when he was rescued. Given his penchant for drinking from the water faucet, I suspect that’s how he managed to survive. The vet estimated that this beautiful, mink-colored Siamese was just shy of a year old.


The staff of the Humane Society that took him in named him DC, short for “Darn Cat.” I met DC when I took my two Cockapoos to be groomed at the Humane Society, an event they always dreaded, as evidenced by their trembling and crying. When I picked them up that afternoon, the groomer pointed to DC and told me how the cat had jumped onto the groomer’s table and sat calmly with each dog as it was groomed, easing its fears and forming a heartwarming bond. Since DC was about to be put up for adoption, I jumped at the chance. My dogs obviously loved him, and his personality stole my heart. He quickly bonded with me and my husband, acting as though he had known us all his life.


Often we would find him hiding under a throw rug or cuddled into the back of a recliner. If not playing hide-and-seek, he and the dogs would take turns chasing each other through the house, up and down the stairs, and in a circle from the kitchen to the living room, to the dining room and back to the kitchen. They loved to cuddle together for naps and they became inseparable friends.


One day became forever etched in my memory. It was especially hectic as I tried to get the house straightened up, furniture dusted, supper planned, dishes put away, and laundry done. I transferred the first load of wash into the dryer and placed a second load in the washer. The family room was in need of a good vacuuming, so I lugged the vacuum out of the hall closet and down to the family room, plugged it in and moved some items out of the way. Just as I was about to turn it on, I heard a strange soft thump, then several more muted thumps, evenly spaced, several seconds apart. I knew I hadn’t put any sneakers in the dryer, so what might it be?


Suddenly, I knew. I raced to the dryer and frantically started pulling out wet towels. As I had feared, there was DC, buried in towels. He was hot, dizzy, and smelled of wet fur. Apparently, he thought the dryer would be a great hiding place, and he had jumped in unnoticed.


I carried him to the next room and carefully placed him on the floor. He rested on his side, panting heavily. The dogs rushed to his side, licking him and whining softly. He seemed to feel the love and responded meekly with a little meow. No doubt he was sore from the tumbling he had endured, but apparently the towels had cushioned him, protecting him against broken bones and internal injuries.


The dogs and I sat next to him, gently soothing him with soft touches and encouraging words. After about ten minutes, his breathing slowed, and he sat up cautiously. He tried to take a few staggering steps, but vertigo got the better of him. He lay back down and willingly drank some water from a syringe.


As he relaxed, I folded some laundry and carried it up to my bedroom. I debated with myself about taking him to the vet or giving him a while longer to recuperate. After a few minutes, DC climbed the stairs, joined me in the bedroom, and jumped up on the bed as though nothing had happened. With a sigh of relief, I knew he was going to be okay. The dogs followed behind him and settled down on the floor next to the bed as though vowing never to let him out of their sight.


Thankfully, DC never used the dryer as a hiding place again, but I never turned it on after that without checking first to be sure he was safe.


We enjoyed twelve more years with DC until he passed quietly in his sleep. Our lives were made much richer for the love and antics of this little character. That adorable “Darn Cat” will live forever in our hearts.


~Marti Robards
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The Rescue


If you’re curious, you’ll probably be a good journalist because we follow our curiosity like cats.


~Diane Sawyer


His glowing eyes gave him away. I spotted him hiding under our porch — a tiny thing with scaly, bald patches where there should have been black fur. So I did the only rational thing — I grabbed an empty box, laid my trap, and scooped him up. Bringing him inside, I wondered how I’d explain this to my husband. We are both very allergic to cats, so convincing him to let me help this tiny kitten would take all of my persuasive powers.


Opening the box in the light of my kitchen, I discovered the situation was worse than I had thought. He was malnourished and missing large amounts of fur all over his shaking body. I could feel his tiny bones and his swollen belly. I determined he couldn’t be more than four weeks old — so young to have suffered so much already.


Luckily for me, my husband is as much of a sap as I am. So, we loaded up on allergy medicine and settled in to nourish our rescued kitten back to health. Most of his ailments were cured with lots of food and attention. The bald patches were easy enough to fix after a trip to the vet.


Before we knew it, he was running around the house at full speed and causing all sorts of mischief. He liked to hide in the most random places and wait for us to pass by. Once we were close enough, he would pounce out on our feet, scare the daylights out of us, and bound off before the screams were fully out of our mouths. For some reason, he only played this game when we had been home for hours. If we left the house, he would come running to the door to greet us when we returned.


So, imagine my surprise when we came home from the gym, and there wasn’t a cat winding his way around our feet. It seemed very odd, but I wasn’t too worried at first. I called his name, expecting him to come running, but he didn’t appear. My husband and I checked his usual spots, but he was nowhere to be found. So we checked again. And again. We grew more frantic as time passed. After an hour of calling his name and checking every room, we grew worried that he had somehow escaped. But a quick check of the windows and doors proved they were all locked and secured. After another hour, I became convinced that some criminal had literally “cat-burgled” us. I just knew that someone had broken in, seen how awesome our cat was, and stolen him!


I tried to remember what people do when a cat goes missing. Did they put up signs? Offer a reward? I had never had a missing pet, and I felt as lost as I thought he was. My husband figured we had done everything we could for the night, so he set out dinner and tossed a load of laundry in the washing machine. As soon as the washing machine hit the spin cycle, we heard it: a loud, wailing meoooooow!


Jumping up, we ran to the washing machine, opening the lid to find nothing but wet, sudsy laundry. We stared at each other, trying to determine where the sound had come from, when we heard it again. Meoooooow.


It had definitely come from the washing machine, but it was clear he wasn’t inside the machine. So where was he? I looked on the sides and between the washer and dryer, but there was no sign of him. Climbing on top of the washing machine, I peeked over the back.


Again, his glowing eyes gave him away. He was upside-down with his arms and legs spread as far as they could go, stuck between the wall and the washing machine. His eyes were open incredibly wide with a look of pure panic, and he let out another screeching meoooooow. I reached down and rescued him from his precarious position, laughing with relief. Later, we determined he had climbed on top of the washing machine, slipped and fell behind it, and then somehow grabbed onto the small vents in the back of the machine on his way down.


Needless to say, that was the very last day he climbed on anything again. All of his surprise attacks now come from much closer to the ground!


~Jessica Edwards
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My Musical Cat


There are two means of refuge from the misery of life: music and cats.


~Albert Schweitzer


It was that kind of a day. I looked forward to coming home to my cat. “Boo!” I called. But, as usual, he didn’t come to me. Weren’t pets supposed to comfort a person? Was I chopped liver? Apparently, I wasn’t because if I were actually chopped liver, Boo would not be ignoring me.


I found him in the kitchen. He was swishing his tail as he gobbled his food. “There you are,” I said, petting him. “Why didn’t you come to me?”


Boo stopped eating for a second and gazed up at me with his green eyes. “Meow?” he said, with an inquisitive look.


I knew Boo was smart. So, why was he ignoring me when I called him? It seemed the only time he came running was when I opened a can of cat food.


“You know you are supposed to come to me when I call you,” I scolded. “Don’t you know you’re reinforcing all the negative stereotypes about cats?”


I petted him for a while and then left the kitchen. I strolled over to the piano and started playing. Next thing I knew, Boo had raced into the room and leapt up on the piano bench. He was rubbing his face against my arm, purring, as I tried to play the song.


“Hey, move out of the way. I’m trying to reach for a chord.” That didn’t stop him. He kept head-butting my arm in a state of bliss.


I rolled my eyes. “Just like a male. When I want you, you won’t come, and when I don’t call you, you’re all over me.”


A few weeks later, a friend was visiting. “Play something on the piano,” she said.


I launched into song. Within a few minutes, Boo had jumped on the bench beside me, purring.


My friend laughed. “Wow, your cat really likes the way you play.”


“Yeah, he does,” I said. That’s when it dawned on me. Boo always jumped up on the piano bench when I was playing. My cat loved the piano!


One night after that, I was awakened from a sound sleep when I heard piano notes tinkling. Trembling, I sneaked down the stairs, flashlight in hand.


My flashlight panned the room as I clutched the banister and shook in my slippers. There was something on the piano. It was moving. My flashlight beam fell upon it. Boo was walking on the piano keys.


“Really, Boo? At two o’clock in the morning?”


It became our routine. Every time I played the piano, Boo leapt up on the bench. Obviously, he loved the piano more than me. I went on with my life.


When another friend came over with his guitar, Boo rubbed against his ankles as he strummed the chords.


“Strange. Your cat isn’t like other cats. He’s so friendly,” said my friend, who was a dog person.


“He likes the way you play.”


A few days later, I was sitting on the couch singing my favorite song. As I sang, a dark, plump blur dashed across the room and dived into my lap. It was Boo. He kneaded my lap and kissed my face as I sang.


Wow, I thought. Boo loves the way I sing.


And then, I had a horrible thought. What if he hates the way I sing, and he’s trying to shut me up? I banished the thought immediately.


Boo did not act like a cat who hated my singing. He was purring, happily rubbing his whiskers against my chin in bliss. He kneaded my lap. And right in the middle of the song, he snuggled in my lap, purring like a kitten, and drifted off to sleep.


It happened again and again. Every time I sang that song, if Boo was in earshot, he would stop everything he was doing and come running. I never saw anything like it. I never knew a plump cat could move so fast and defy the laws of gravity while soaring in the air to reach my lap. It was now obvious that he truly loved all music, not just the piano.


Yet when I came home from work, he was nowhere to be found when I called out his name. “Boo, where are you?” My voice echoed through the house.


This is ridiculous, I thought. He only comes running when he hears the sound of a can opening. Or… when he hears music.


I decided to put him to the test. I launched into his favorite song. There was a loud clatter from upstairs, and then thumping as his heavy body dashed down the stairs. He skidded into the room in front of me.


“Meow?” he said.


I was delighted.


I kept singing. He purred some more.


I don’t bother to call Boo anymore. If I want Boo to come to me, I launch into his favorite song, and he will move heaven and earth to find me.


Sometimes, when he is in the middle of joyous rapture, purring to the sound of a piano, guitar, or singing, I wonder if he’s really a frustrated musician trapped in a cat’s body. No, that couldn’t be possible, could it?


~L.A. Strucke
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Our Marmalade Safecracker


All I do is eat and sleep. Eat and sleep. Eat and sleep. There must be more to a cat’s life than that. But I hope not.


~Garfield


Ransom’s mind revolved around two things — naps and food. The rescue shelter’s staff had warned us. Whether it was dry kibble or juicy live critters, Ransom didn’t care as long as food was readily available. This became a problem since this hulk of an orange marmalade cat never knew when to stop.


Through the years, we tried several devices to slow his gluttony. For a while, a bowl with upright prongs regulated his intake — until he learned to flip the dish and spill out the food. Never satisfied with twice-a-day feedings, he’d shadow us, yowling, “I’m huu-n-gry,” until we caved. In between the caterwauling, he’d sleep off the meal on the back of my favorite chair, only to wake ready to beg again.


When we switched to feeding him small, frequent, grazing portions, Ransom’s attention switched to a more paws-on approach for acquiring kibble. Plastic or paper, he chewed through every package after prying open any cabinet door we hid it behind. The result of his scarf-and-barf behavior often left my dear husband calling for “cleanup in hallway five.”


We resorted to locking his food within Tupperware. The Cereal Keeper turned into great entertainment for two bored, empty nesters like us. First Ransom would crash the Tupperware to the floor. We would high-five each other, believing we’d finally outfoxed the thief. He would paw at the airtight seal tirelessly.


Then, one day, Ransom managed to work it open. My husband soon resembled the comic-strip character Jon, waging war over food with Garfield. Always hungry, that cat, like our own, resorts to clever and conniving ways to get food. Perhaps this is a common characteristic amongst ego-driven, marmalade cats.


My husband, not a great lover of felines, would promptly reset the container and cinch down the lid. Garfield — I mean Ransom — waited until my husband settled into the recliner before head-butting the container. Then the cat worked his paw around and around the lid. We expected him to grow frustrated, but with practice, Ransom became deft at peeling the seal off with one smooth move.


My husband continually relocated the container higher and higher, only to have Ransom scale greater elevations while we were away. The alpha males’ contest ended when a souvenir lay shattered on the floor. That night, the cat’s food was secured within an empty, plastic cat-litter container with a theft-proof, screw-top lid. That wasn’t a big problem for Ransom, though. We heard him in the wee hours of the morning, sliding his stash steadfastly across the living-room hardwood floor, determined to crack this lock.


One Sunday afternoon while we watched television, Ransom, after licking the crumbs from his bowl, waited expectantly for us to notice him sitting beside his food jug. To gain our attention, he ran his claws politely down the container’s ribbed side. The sound he made seemed to please him.


He strummed away at his improvised washboard musical instrument while defiantly glaring at us. And then it happened. He put his two front paws around that screw-top lid, and somehow he managed to twist it in the right direction. Apparently, that day, I’d barely tightened the thing. With only two swipes — pay dirt! Food spilled across the floor. Ransom choked down mouthfuls of kibble before my husband jumped from the recliner and confiscated the loot.


Maybe a marmalade cat’s larger head holds a few more brain cells, allowing the cat more reasoning to achieve its goals. Where my other cats had been content to lounge in patches of sunlight and wait for their meals to appear, this cat did not. We’d find our cat staring down the container as if he possessed some telekinetic power to move objects with his mind.


He began stalking the container, checking if the lid was fastened down tight. He’d stand with one front leg around the container’s shoulder. Then he’d brush his other paw along the lid’s side as if to spin it.


One evening, the elements of the universe aligned. A claw caught against the textured surface. The lid loosened a bit. Encouraged, he clawed the cap again and again, hooking the lid occasionally until it started turning with each advancing swipe. Finally, it clattered to the floor. With one shoulder, the big cat toppled the jug and then crouched down to gorge on his prize.


Soon this skilled safecracker could spin that lid using both his paws with the speed of a Rubik’s cube champion. Not to be outwitted, and because we, too, still needed to open the container — though my husband had considered gluing it shut — we wedged the container between two heavy planters so the thing couldn’t tip over. Though this made it much harder for me to feed the cat, neither my husband nor Ransom seemed to mind. By now, safecracking was second nature to our feline.


One could almost hear him thinking as he turned that lid: And now, what shall I choose? A gray kibble morsel or a red one?


Settling himself onto his haunches, the maestro went to work. Holding up one paw before his face, splaying it out wide, he cleaned it thoroughly — or so I thought. Instead, he’d discovered that a wet paw sliding through the open slot brought up pay dirt every time, with bits of food sticking both between the pads of his toes and onto his fur.


It didn’t matter what we tried, our cat burglar could open any container. Finally, we settled on leaving good enough alone. By keeping the liter container less than half full, we found a solution we could all live with. The challenge of hoisting food out with his wet paw gave him some exercise and slowed down his eating.


The whole thing never ceases to amuse us. My husband likes to tease me, too, pointing out that our cat’s figured out the righty-tighty, lefty-loosey rule, and yet I still struggle to hook up a garden hose.


~Susan A. Hoffert
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The Power of Purr-sistence


A cat’s eyes are windows enabling us to see into another world.


~Irish Saying


I browsed the cages at the adoption event, looking for the perfect cat to take home. Meows and purrs abounded as sweet, furry faces peered at me. After walking to the end of a long row, I felt a firm tap on my shoulder. Turning, I saw a gray tiger-striped tabby had reached out a paw to get my attention. Charmed at his bravado, I rubbed his ears. He closed his eyes and purred as loudly as my neighbor’s noisy pickup truck. This cat wasn’t the least bit shy, and I decided on the spot he would be mine.


From the first moment Bogey sauntered into his new home, it was obvious he would take command. First, he explored the area by sniffing every corner. Then he quickly discovered the best hiding places, flirting with potential attractions such as my new curtains. By the time he curled up on the bed and purred his approval, I wasn’t quite sure what I’d gotten myself into.


Before long, Bogey gained several new skills. He figured out how to open cabinet doors to climb inside. He discovered that the bathroom contained plenty of toilet paper for him to unfurl. He even learned how to open the sliding glass door and let himself into the yard. No matter how much I corrected his behavior, he’d only rub against my legs and purr loudly.


I learned to secure every door.


If I dared to set an item on a counter or a table, Bogey would leap up and paw all but the heaviest items straight to the floor — whether they were breakable or not. Assuming a look of innocence, he’d then purr helpfully while I cleaned up the mess.


I learned to put things away.


While I was at the computer trying to work, Bogey would push himself to recline half on my lap and half on the keyboard, preventing me from typing. I would lift him off, and he’d immediately return to his position on my lap, stretching himself as long as he could to cover the maximum area. This routine would go on indefinitely if I didn’t relent and let him stay where he wanted. Bogey cemented his victory with closed eyes and ecstatic purrs of contentment.


I learned to push my arms and elbows out wide and work around him.


Any time I sat down to read, Bogey was right by my side. He pushed his head against the book and within seconds insinuated his entire body between the page and me. Then he’d reach both front paws across my chest as though to hold me down. Redirecting him only made him more determined. He returned to the same position, more like a boomerang than a cat. When I finally sighed and gave in to his wishes, he again rewarded me with deafening purrs.


I learned to put my book off to the side. I can still see it, and I am not interfering with His Majesty’s desired position.


The cats I knew before were reserved and aloof. Bogey has never been anything but bold and brassy. But as the years have passed, I’ve learned to admire Bogey’s tenacity. He never gives up, and it has paid off.


We’ve formed a relationship based on mutual respect: He lets me know what he wants, and I do it.


But there’s another lesson I have learned from Bogey. Trying to stay one step ahead of a cat has enhanced some admirable qualities in me. I’ve become a little more patient, much more observant, and I’ve developed the flexibility of a yoga master.


~Pat Wahler
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The Charmer


You can keep a dog; but it is the cat who keeps people, because cats find humans useful domestic animals.


~George Mikes


He was dark black, furry, yellow-eyed and a troublemaker. He would “run away” and my grandma would always say: “Don’t worry, he’ll be back.” And return he did. However, he always came with “baggage.”


Midnight wasn’t an average cat. He was a player. After each excursion he brought back a female. And she would be pregnant. So not only did we have to feed Mr. Midnight, but we also had to make sure his pregnant girlfriend was fed, too.


He made a habit of going missing so much that it became normal to us. “Has anyone seen Midnight? No? Okay, he’ll be back sooner or later.”


Midnight moved like a human and reminded me so much of my granddad — confident, outgoing, and charming. I could only imagine how he seduced those female cats. I wondered what kind of pickup lines he used; on second thought, he was so smooth he probably never needed them.


There was one female cat in particular that I remember. She was a beauty: with dark-gray and white fur and mesmerizing green eyes. I felt as if Midnight really loved her because he kept her around for a while. Even after she had kittens he wanted to be in her presence.


The “Green-Eyed Beauty,” as I liked to call her, had a mystique about her. Like Midnight, she was confident and sure of herself. I’d watch them lie together by the front steps for hours, enjoying each other’s company. I always felt like they were the feline version of my grandma and grandpa. Their love was genuine and real.


On the rare occasions that Midnight was around solo, he was a dream. It was the equivalent of sunshine after a rainy day. He filled our lives with such joy. His personality was unmatched. He had spunk and an air about himself, borderline arrogant and narcissistic.


To this day, I have no idea where Midnight came from. He could have been a rescue, stray, or someone else’s, but he clung to us. He trusted us, and he reciprocated the love we gave to him. I’ve yet to meet another animal like him. He had so many human character traits and such a great spirit.


One day, Midnight disappeared and never returned. I don’t know what happened to him, but I am grateful to have spent some of my best early years with him. Just the thought of him makes me smile. He may never know what joy he brought to our lives, but I can only hope that wherever he is now, he’s spreading to others the same love he gave to our family.


~Candis Y. McDow
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Timeshare Kitty


It is in the nature of cats to do a certain amount of unescorted roaming.


~Adlai Stevenson II


A mid the hustle and bustle of friends and family transporting their dinner plates from the kitchen to the dining room, who should appear but our newest kitty, John Smith? Surprisingly unafraid of the strangers, he scurried through the legs of our guests directly to my husband, Larry, who was carving the turkey on the kitchen island. John Smith stretched his tiny frame so long that his paws almost reached the top of the counter.


“Look at him!” and “Oh, how cute” were the delighted comments of our Thanksgiving guests.


Suddenly, our next-door neighbor, Betsy, rushed to the hungry kitty, scooped him up and clutched him protectively to her chest.


“Stevie! Baby! Where have you been? What are you doing here?” she exclaimed in joyful surprise.


“What? His name is John Smith,” I declared. “He’s my new cat.”


“It’s Stevie!” insisted Betsy. “Surely I know my own cat.”


She explained he’d been missing for weeks, and continued to cuddle him and kiss him.


“But he’s our John Smith,” my nine-year-old granddaughter piped up. “I named him myself.”


“Didn’t you see the sign with his photo that I posted on the street corner?” Betsy inquired.


I hadn’t seen any sign.


“I’ve had him three months,” I asserted.


“I’ve had him five,” was Betsy’s retort.


“Actually, we’ve had him eleven months,” interjected my granddaughter.


Everyone laughed because the kitty was obviously nowhere near that old.


I wasn’t sure how long we’d had John Smith. All I knew is one day he walked through the front door and straight into my heart.


One of the guests suggested we let the kitty decide who the rightful owner was. Betsy put him down gently on the kitchen floor, and everyone stood back to see what would happen next.


“Come here, John Smith,” I softly cooed.


“Come to Mama, Stevie,” coaxed Betsy.


To the amusement of the observers, the cat turned up his nose at both of us and returned to Larry, stretching up against him as far up as his little legs could reach. After all, Larry was The Magnificent Turkey Carver.


Then I placed a couple of pieces of turkey into the cat dish. Of course, it was not an attempt to bribe the cat…


“No, no, no! We don’t eat people food!” Betsy spoke up, shaking her finger at me. “It’s not healthy.”


Betsy was one of those health nuts — I mean enthusiasts.


“I don’t usually give him people food, but it is Thanksgiving,” I replied, feeling a little miffed. “Next you’re going to tell me the cat should be gluten-free,” I added sarcastically.


Our guests found this interaction between Betsy and me amusing, but I didn’t want to give up my John Smith, with his quirky personality, exquisite white fur, and two different color eyes.


John Smith enjoyed his turkey, and then, when someone opened the patio door a little later, he let himself out.


That night, as I lay in bed recalling the events of the evening, I could hear Betsy in her back yard calling, “Stevie! Here, Stevie!”


In the darkness next to my sleeping husband, no one could see the satisfied grin on my face except maybe John Smith, who was peacefully purring on my belly.


But some nights I’d hear Betsy calling his name when he wasn’t with me. I’d call him, too, and when I looked out the window I would see him casually meandering in the opposite direction. I knew he could hear me. Was he in search of yet another loving family?


Sometimes, he would disappear for days.


Still assuming the primary caretaker role, I kept the appointment I had previously made to have John Smith vaccinated. I felt it was probably time to get him neutered, too, since he appeared to be about five or six months old.


As the vet examined John Smith, I asked if he was old enough to neuter. The vet’s response was unexpected.


“Yes, he is old enough, but it’s not a good idea,” she said, smiling.


“Why not?” I asked.


“Because he has already been neutered,” she laughed. Checking her files, she added, “I did it myself last month.”


Then she spoke directly to him. “How are you doing, Stevie?”


So maybe Betsy had been right. Maybe he had been her cat in the beginning, but by now he was also mine.


We never did resolve whose cat he was originally. Eventually, Betsy and I reached an amicable agreement that he would be our timeshare kitty.


We made sure that he received the proper vaccinations. Betsy fed him his morning meal, and I was the dinner chef. Treats came from both sides of the fence, but we took care that he stayed slim and healthy. We agreed that having two moms was better than one.


In the coming years, John Smith (aka Stevie) strolled through the hole in the fence from our yard to Betsy’s whenever he wanted. He was a cat, after all, and therefore The Boss.


~Eva Carter
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Where’s Baby Cinder?


When I play with my cat, who knows whether she is not amusing herself with me more than I with her.


~Michel de Montaigne


Cinder was always an extremely playful cat. As her name suggests, she was a black cat, with long fur and gorgeous, big, round blue eyes. She had been the runt of the litter and was sized more like a kitten than a cat. She never weighed over seven pounds. What she lacked in size, however, she made up for in determination and playfulness. She was very special, and I often called her my “Baby Cinder.”


One day, I came home from work exhausted after a long day, very slow rush-hour traffic, and a couple of errands I had to do on the way home. Normally, Cinder would run out to greet me when I arrived home, but this time… no Cinder.


I called out, “Cinder, Mommy’s home.”


“Baby Cinder, where are you?”


“Cinder, please come to Mommy!”


No Cinder. I was perplexed. Could she have gotten out somehow? I didn’t think so, but she was so quick. Maybe she ran out the door when I left this morning. I told myself to calm down. Cats are known to hide and not come when called, although Cinder did not usually do that. I needed to do a thorough search of the house.


First, I searched all over the living room. I grabbed a flashlight and looked behind and underneath the couch, which was a favorite hiding place for her. No Cinder. I searched behind and underneath all the furniture, behind the draperies, on the bookshelves, and under the recliner where she loved to hide and sleep. It was Christmas season, so I looked in and under the Christmas tree. After all, she had climbed the tree and tipped it over when she was younger. Still no Cinder.


Next, I searched the kitchen. She had been known to open the cupboard doors with her paws, so I looked in all the lower cupboards, beneath the mobile island, beneath the baker’s rack, and underneath the table and chairs in the dining area. Then I searched the utility room. Could she be behind the washer, dryer, or furnace? No. Still no sign of Cinder. My heart was pounding now. Where did my Cinder go?


The two bedrooms were next. I crawled underneath the beds, looked behind the nightstands, behind and underneath my desk and bookshelves, behind my desktop computer stand, and on the windowsills. I even pulled my heavy dresser and chest of drawers out a few inches to see if she somehow squeezed into those areas. Still no Cinder. There weren’t many places she could hide in the two bathrooms, but I gave them a thorough inspection. All I could think was, My Baby Cinder is gone. She must have gotten out somehow. My heart was so heavy. Every cat is special, but Cinder was extra special. She was like my child.
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