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What people are saying about


The Magic of Cats


This is a wonderful book on the lore of cats. Andrew Anderson delves into their history, mythology, and folklore as well as studies into their behaviour, personalising his writing with delightful anecdotes about the feline companions with which he has shared his home. Cats have a two-sided reputation – sometimes worshipped as Gods, but at other times considered to be agents of the Devil. Seeing a cat can be a symbol of luck or an omen of misfortune. Anderson poetically describes these opposite views as ‘The Cat of the Night and the Cat of the Day’, exploring how these seemingly contradictory attributes add to the magic – and mystery – of cats.


Lucya Starza, author of Pagan Portals titles on Candle Magic, Poppets and Magical Dolls, Guided Visualisations, and Scrying


A charming, fascinating book full of insight into the furry mysteries who sometimes share our homes.


Nimue Brown, Druid and Author


The Magic of Cats is precisely that. It tells the story of our relationship with our feline friends, certainly, but also delves into the deeper mysticism, cosmic power and history of felis catus… making me look just a little harder at the small furry member of my own household. From one Cat to others, this book is a joy. Please do hunt it down.


Cat Treadwell, Pagan Priest and Author


The Magic of Cats is a fascinating look at how cats have been a part of magickal practice, folklore, and superstition for hundreds of years. Beautifully told through ‘The Cat of the Night’ and ‘The Cat of the Day’, each section offers an insight into the power of our feline friends. A well-written and intriguing read into the world of cats, this is a great book for those who wish to understand why these creatures are considered so magical.


Jessica Howard, author of The Art of Lithomancy


This is a charming small tome for those with an interest in cats, magic or both. As a cat lover, I was instantly interested in reading this book and I imagine most cat lovers will enjoy this mixture of history, magic and general cat adulation.


Luke Eastwood, author of The Druid Garden, The Druid’s Primer and The Journey


From Egyptian gods to witches’ familiars, humans have always intuitively felt that cats are magical beings. Andrew Anderson’s book, The Magic of Cats, joyfully traces our spiritual relationship with these enigmatic and wonderful creatures from an object of fear and worship to a beloved household companion that continues to fascinate and mystify animal lovers to this day.


Logan Albright, author of Conform or Be Cast Out: The (Literal) Demonization of Nonconformists
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Introduction


There have always been cats in my life. When I was born, my family had a cat called Nicky. I have been told that, when I was learning to walk, I used to chase her around the house and try to catch her. No wonder my only memories are of her running away from me.


A short while after she died, we adopted a kitten that my brother’s cat (another Nicki) had given birth to. I wanted the little male kitten named Whiskey but Mum and Dad didn’t want a tom cat, so they took one of the female kittens and changed her name to Whiskey instead. Through most of my childhood, Whiskey had very little to do with me. There wasn’t any animosity between us, it’s just that I clearly belonged to our dog, Tina.


Tina died when I was 18 and, shortly after, Whiskey decided to inherit me as her human. She used to come and find me and hang out, as well as sleep on my bed at night. She really was the most gorgeous, gentle cat. She didn’t seem to stray far from the back garden and I never once remember her bringing back any prey. When I went to University, Dad moved house. I was convinced that Whiskey would forget about me. However, on my first visit to the new place, Whiskey trotted down the garden path towards me and rolled onto her back to show me her tummy. It was almost as if she knew I was coming to visit.


When I moved in with my cat co-parent, Becky, we decided that we wanted a pet of our own. I wanted a puppy. What we got was a kitten and not just any kitten. We got the most wilful, single-minded being I have ever met. He was a little black and white bundle of energy and his name is Marlowe. From the moment I met him, I knew who was in charge. We were waiting in a friend’s garden (which happened to be near a prison) and were going to collect the kitten from their neighbour. However, Marlowe had a different idea! He walked into my friend’s garden, along with his mother and sister, as if he owned it. When I picked him up, he looked through me as if I wasn’t there or simply wasn’t important. Over the next few months, we learned that Marlowe got what Marlowe wanted. He was incredibly demanding, knocking things on the floor and trashing the furniture, to the point where I came home one day and found Becky pulling her hair out because Marlowe had trashed the Christmas tree AGAIN!


What, we wondered, if Marlowe had a friend, another cat with whom he could play, rather than demanding from us all of the time?


Shortly after, my sister asked if we could rehome a cat who had been dropped out of a high window in a block of flats. We agreed. The fellow who arrived was a big, lanky ginger tom called Alfie whose rough, tough exterior covered up a gentle and somewhat anxious heart. Happy to be beta to Marlowe’s alpha, Alfie fitted right in and the pair were soon sleeping belly to belly on the couch. Life hasn’t always stayed that peaceful but they are generally good mates.


Marlowe and Alfie are not our pets. They are our family and play as big a part in shaping our household as either of us humans. I refer to them as ‘the boys’. However, that term has got me into trouble. I was talking about Marlowe and Alfie to a friend at work and was overheard by a nearby customer.


“Two boys?” she butted in. “How old are they?”


“They’re both five,” I replied.


“Twins, how wonderful!” she enthused.


“Oh, they’re not twins” I said, bluntly. “One came from a prison and the other was thrown out of a window.”


She needed a sit down and a glass of water while I explained they were cats.


One day, Becky said to me “we don’t mythologize our boys enough”. That night, as I was drifting off to sleep, I looked at Alfie and asked “How do I mythologize you? Do you have any myths of your own? How do you think the world was made?”


That question eventually led me to write a narrative poem for children called, “The Cat of the Night and the Cat of the Day”, which put Marlowe and Alfie at the centre of a creation myth. In it, the Cat of the Night (who is black and white) and the Cat of the Day (who is ginger) chase each other around and around the Earth in an endless game. You can read the poem at the end of this book and find representations of these characters throughout and on the cover, illustrated by Hannah Willow.


The concept resonated so deeply with me that I turned the idea into two tattoos. On my left arm I have a paw print with the Moon and the Stars, on the right, a paw print with the Sun emerging from behind some clouds. Not only do the images evoke the idea of the left hand being intuitive and the right reflecting more conscious thought, but it also, coincidentally, reflects the sides where the cats prefer to sit. If they come for a cuddle Marlowe tends to sit on my left and Alfie on my right.


In the poem, the cats are purely the embodiment of night and day, but the more I thought about the concept of the Cat of the Night and the Cat of the Day, the more I saw within it. Within much common lore, it is generally accepted that the “cat is symbol of the night, of the lunar darkness and of the Moon’s phases”.1 Through this symbolism, cats have gained a reputation for being spiritual, magical, somewhat other worldly creatures. While I think it is easy for us to recognize this representation of cats, it isn’t something I could always see in the boys’ behaviour. I became aware that they have another aspect, which is somewhat overlooked, but is just as magical. This aspect is grounded in the apparent world and the light of the sun. For many centuries, cats were associated with the sun, although the potency of that connection has faded and forgotten in recent centuries.


In writing this book, I hope to make the case that cats are beings of the day as much as they are of the night. I will use different iterations of the Cat of the Night (the Universal, Witch’s and Knowing Cats) and the Cat of the Day (the Idiomatic, Physical and Evolving Cats) to explore the two sides of these wonderful, intelligent and complex beings, with whom we share our lives.









The Cat of the Night









Who is the Cat of the Night?
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The Cat of the Night by Hannah Willow




So, the Cat of the Night with the black, black nose,


With the Moon on his chest and stars on his toes,


Was a gift to the Earth, as a sign of great love


From her Silvery Mother in the dark sky above.





In my poem, the Cat of the Night is the embodiment of night time and darkness, who rolls out of the skirts of the Moon. As he runs around the Earth, he brings darkness with him; the cool of a summer’s evening and the chill of a deep winter’s night. He ushers in not only the night-time but the dark half of the year, when “night times are long and day times are short”. The Moon, ever protective of her creation, watches from the sky as the shadow of the Cat of the Night passes over the Earth.


The Moon casts her silvery light on the chest of the Cat of the Night, turning his black fur purest white. Primarily, this was done so that the kitten would more closely resemble my cat, Marlowe. However, there is a deeper, subconscious point being made here as the Moon brands the Cat as a creature of her own. The connection between cats and the Moon is long established in both magical and common lore, inspiring myth and poetry across the centuries. It is the cat’s eye, particularly its pupil, which can change from a thin, vertical line to full and round, which many have felt echoes the waxing and waning of the Moon.


Through that connection, the cat became a creature that is seen as both magical and changeable. Anyone who lives with a cat knows this to be the case. Marlowe is a particularly changeable cat. He can go from affectionate to aloof or, even worse, annoyed in the blink of an eye. While this sense of being changeable is now a source of gossip and amusement between cat lovers, it hasn’t always seemed such a benign quality. With the idea that cats are changeable came the inference that they are somehow dishonest, scheming, even malicious. To be fair, I can see where that assumption comes from. Sometimes, when I look Marlowe in the eye, I just know he is plotting to take over the world. There is an intelligence about him, and about many cats, that makes their owners question who really has the control in their relationship. Thankfully, for me, the answer is clear. Marlowe is in charge.


Through their association with the Moon, cats have also become closely associated with a number of different goddesses. While some goddesses have manifested as cats, or had feline elements to their physiology, others have cats who are associated or work with them. This has given the cat a strong feminine energy, which we still see manifested around us; for example, we often find cats referred to using the feminine pronoun. Marlowe is an exceptionally pretty cat; he has a small build and very delicate features. The number of times people have assumed he is a she is, I am sure, a source of great annoyance to him. It’s worth me saying at this stage that the Cat of the Night appears as a male cat in the poem solely because he is based on Marlowe, who would be very annoyed if I changed it.


Alongside their association with the Moon, cats are frequently connected with aspects of darkness. This probably comes from the idea that cats hunt at night, going off to search for prey while their humans stay indoors next to a warm fire (or television set). Cats actually prefer hunting at liminal times of half-light, such as dusk and dawn, but the association between cats and the night time is an enduring one. Although neither of my cats go out very often, if Marlowe wants to go out, it is generally at night. When I let him out into the darkness, he will very often just sit in the middle of the back yard, his coat concealing him within the shadows, as if he is somehow drinking in the very night itself. I have often asked him “Are you enjoying yourself out there, in the darkness?” to which I imagine him replying, “I’m not in the darkness. I am the darkness!”


The association of cats with both darkness and being malicious led their species into real danger with superstitious humans. The idea of the cat skulking off into the night for a secret, ‘other’ life has given them a somewhat shadowy reputation, connecting them to the dark arts and positioning them as the familiars of witches. Add to this their inherent sense of intelligence and we can perhaps see why many were thought not to be animals at all, but disguised incarnations of devils and demons. For centuries, cats were persecuted and tortured because of these beliefs, innocent casualties of the darkest side of human nature.


Having exposed the darker side of humanity, it is somewhat appropriate that cats seem able to peer into the murkiest recesses of the human psyche. They make a perfect guide to the human subconscious. I have already mentioned the day that we collected Marlowe for the first time and how he looked through me as if I wasn’t there. I often get the sense that he is assessing me or evaluating me, often knowing how I feel before I do. In fact, there are many recorded accounts of cats seeming to behave in pre-emptive or psychic ways – and we may have experienced one with Marlowe. For years we felt terrible about the way that we just picked him up and took him away from his mother and sister when they happened to walk through the garden where we were waiting. Then, one day it occurred to me that maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t a coincidence that Marlowe’s mother happened to be there with her kittens. Rather than simply having taken him out for a walk, what if she came to meet us, to entrust her little boy to us? I can’t prove it, but the coincidence of her walking through that space where two unknown humans were waiting seems very strange.


It also begs the question that if cats can ‘see through’ us and even predict the future, what else can they see? There is a long tradition that cats can see ghosts and spirits. This may well be a superstition which arises from the association of cats with witches, but every cat lover will tell you about a time when their cat stared intently at an empty space for no apparent reason. “What are you looking at?” we ask when they do that, although we barely ever get a reply.


It’s not just the case that cats may be able to see ghosts but also that people often report seeing cats that are ghosts. Again, this is something I have experienced. When I came to look around my current home, I was convinced I saw a feline walk through one of the rooms, although the previous owner told me they did not have a cat. Since living here, I have occasionally seen, out of the corner of my eye, a cat walk into the room. I have greeted Marlowe or Alfie warmly, only to find out that they are somewhere else and fast asleep. I have often commented that, when one of the boys starts running around the house, that it’s likely they are being chased by the ghost cat.


However, it is not the Moon nor the darkness of this world, the human psyche nor the otherworld, which will provide our starting point in this section of the book. We will begin with the stars. The inspiration, as always, came from Marlowe himself. As he has got older, Marlowe’s “black, black” fur has become flecked with grey and white hairs. Little constellations have appeared on the midnight of his coat. The Cat of the Night is becoming the Cat of the Cosmos. It made me muse that looking up at the stars takes us on a journey back through time to the beginning of all things. That simple act of looking upwards leads us away from earthly concerns and out, towards the universal.


And that is the perfect place to begin our journey to explore the deep magic of the archetypal otherworldly cat of myth and legend, the seer in the darkness and stalker of shadows – the Cat of the Night.
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