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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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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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