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Introduction






TO the audience of adoring cat lovers
 FROM Niki Anderson, a fellow feline fancier


 


If you’re perusing this book, you are probably a past or present cat owner, or perhaps will be one in the future. My red tabby, Myles, and I welcome you—even if you’ve never owned a cat—to this new collection of cat stories.


Spanning the centuries is the affection of owners for their sometimes supercilious and sometimes doting cats. Like sugar in the pantry, cats prevail as a staple in families worldwide. Cats have surpassed dogs in popularity according to some surveys. These inimitable felines, around 90 million in America alone, strut down the hallways in one in four households. They enhance our lives and inflame our love.


Beyond the sensual joys cats provide, their stories contain fables of truth that inspire growth in character. Every narrative in this book unveils a spiritual concept implicit in the antics, habits, and endearing traits of this beloved pet. The forty-five pussycat parables in this assortment of tales offer the refreshing surprise that God’s wisdom abounds in both good and not-so-good experiences with a cat.


This anthology includes a variety of cats in sundry predicaments and services—living up a tree; surviving 9-11; presiding at a veterinary clinic; brightening visitors at a lighthouse; facing death in a snowbank; patronizing a tea shop; comforting the cancer-stricken; bringing cheer at a prison; serving in a nursing home; leaving a memorial after Hurricane Katrina; plus other amusing accounts of both calamity and compassion, each proclaiming a profound lesson.


My compilation of feline philosophy is a pleasing mix; and while the stories portray the nature of cats, the messages reveal the heart of God. The underlying themes are commonly embraced by people of faith and also by many without a religious tradition.


A verse from the Bible leads the reader into the topic for the story. Such subjects as optimism, service, courage, companionship, and honor emerge from the behavior of the cat, the response of the owner, or the story line.


As you read, perhaps you will identify with Sam, the possessive cat, or with Flash, the fear-filled feline. Or you’ll understand the reaction of Vivien, the resistant kitten. Or, like Lucky, you’ll remember a foolish choice you once made. Maybe you owned a cat that brought you or yours the unique kind of comfort delivered by Lily, Calico, or Coco. Or having rescued one cat or more, you might prefer the story of Gus or Mom Cat.


And please don’t skip these extras included with each vignette:


 


Purr-rayer: a ready response for the reader—something to pray


 


Kitty Wit: a humorous quip—something to prompt a smile


 


The Tail End: a snippet of feline trivia or a quotation—something to ponder


 


Finally, a brief description of the cat’s owner—maybe, someone like you


 


If possible, I suggest you read the book with a cat in your lap. Between turning the pages, you’ll want to stroke the elegant body of your God-given friend.


Whether or not you have the incomparable pleasure of owning a cat, may the stories I have recounted in Whiskers, Wit, and Wisdom introduce you to a warmly approachable, always forgiving, and wondrously practical God.




Other true cat stories by Niki Anderson:


What My Cat Has Taught Me About Life


Ins-purrr-ational Stories for Cat Lovers




















[image: image]


The Wonder of Winnie




Who among the gods is like you, O Lord? Who is like you—majestic in holiness, awesome in glory, working wonders?


—Exodus 15:11 NIV








PURR-rayer:


Dear God, when energy fails, enthusiasm shrinks and willpower weakens, may love persist to accomplish wonderful things. Amen.


 


Winnie the cat sat on a bedroom window sill breathing clean, outdoor air early on a March morning in 2007. At the same time, Winnie’s owners, Eric and Cathy Keesling and their son, Michael, were inhaling lethal levels of gas fumes.


Floods from recent rainfall had filled the Keeslings’ basement with thirty-thousand gallons of water. They borrowed a gas pump to remove the knee-deep water, but when the furnace cycled, gases leaked through a puncture in the pump’s hose and circulated through the heating vents in the house.




Fortunately, Cathy had forgotten to shut the window where Winnie had been resting when the family retired. Eric, still mildly sedated from neck surgery that day, slept through most of the commotion that followed.


“About three o’clock,” said Cathy, “Winnie began pulling at my hair with her claws, but I just couldn’t fully wake up, and Winnie wouldn’t stop meowing.” The cat yowled louder and continued her pawing as Cathy drifted back to sleep.


Wakened a second time by Winnie’s persistence, Cathy tried harder to rouse herself. “I kinda rolled over and as soon as I stood up, I felt like somebody took a ball bat and knocked me across the head, and I saw Winnie pacing in circles at my feet. Nauseated and dizzy, I fell back onto the bed, but here came Winnie, jumping onto the bed again. I think she was trying to tell me my boy was on the floor in the hallway,” Cathy explained. “It was all too strange to be normal, so I staggered to the kitchen and struggled to dial 911.”


In her stupor, Cathy had fallen during the phone call. Because the operator heard no report at Cathy’s end, she summoned emergency responders—who rushed to the house. Meanwhile, Winnie woke Cathy again. Cathy returned to the bedroom, hoping to stir her husband, but “Eric wouldn’t even budge,” she said. Neither did Cathy yet realize that her son lay in the hallway.


When the deputy sheriff and a policeman knocked on the door, Cathy stood, dazed, in the entryway. “They kept asking me to open the door,” she said. “I felt needlelike pricking all through my body and, I’m told, I was talking incoherently.”


Just as Cathy collapsed, the officer opened the unlocked door. The deputy and officer lifted her out to the porch where she began mumbling concerns about Eric, Michael, and Winnie. They found Eric and dragged the six-foot, five-inch man outdoors. The morning chill shocked him to consciousness.


“When the policeman turned on the hall light to look for others, he tripped over Michael,” Cathy said. “When they carried him out, I thought he was dead.” But the officer had rubbed a fist over Michael’s chest and revived him. “Though Michael used to think Winnie was a brat,” Cathy said, “now he loves her to death.”








Kitty Wit:


The most powerful of opposing forces are those exerted between a fleeing cat and the toddler pulling its tail.







The three Keeslings spent hours at the hospital undergoing detoxification from the gases. A vet examined Winnie and declared her healthy. The sheriff said if Winnie had waited five minutes longer, the family would have died. When the newspaper reported the story of the Keeslings’ survival, the headline read: Winnie the Wonder Cat.


Years earlier Cathy had rescued Winnie when she found her as a lone kitten deserted in a barn. Purr-haps Winnie’s life-saving acts toward the Keeslings were a thank-you gift. The six-pound, gray-striped cat with white paws and big green eyes is Cathy’s baby.


The family had fed the two-day-old kitten with an eye dropper for two weeks while Harley, another of their cats, looked on. Eric sat up the first night to feed Winnie. Thereafter, the family, including Harley, kept a close watch on her. When she was two months old, Cathy asked Eric, “What are we gonna do with this little thing?”


“I guess we’ll keep her,” said Eric. “Harley’s in love with her.”


“Then we’ll have to name her,” Cathy said. They were fond of Winnie in the television series The Wonder Years, so Eric suggested they name her after the little girl.


On the night of the gas leak, the fireman who attempted to rescue Winnie must have been a frightening sight to the cat. In his bulky apparel and oxygen mask, he reached for Winnie in the closet. Cathy said, “I guess he looked like some alien.” Hissing and biting, Winnie attacked him. Had the fireman not been wearing protective wear, Winnie, full of sass and spit, would have torn him up, he said.


Regardless, Cathy is grateful to Winnie. “I thank God every day. I know He works through animals. God knew if Winnie came to me, I’d know what to do.”


The ASPCA selected Winnie as the 2007 Cat of the Year. She was awarded at a ceremony in New York. For the event Cathy made Winnie a superhero cape, trimmed with ruffles and appliquéd with a large white W.


Cathy said, “People say that cats knock over candles and start fires, but dogs save lives. But that’s not true of Winnie!” The unfailing love of a cat saved three lives.


By adding extraordinary love to ordinary efforts, you, too, can achieve almost anything. You might even do wonders!








The Tail End:
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Cats’ senses are more developed than a human’s. Their faculties of sight and hearing, and the ability to detect vibrations, are natural endowments, not supernatural gifts, as some believe. Cats also have a sense registering midway between taste and smell, through a receptor called the Jacobson organ, found in the roof of their mouths.
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The Keeslings live in New Castle, Indiana, where Eric owns a hauling business. Cathy works at a nearby truck stop, and Michael, a student, is now relieved of fielding inquiries from the media for interviews with Winnie.
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Home Sweet Treetops




And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love Him, who have been called according to his purpose.


—Romans 8:28 NIV








PURR-rayer:


Dear God, help me survive the blasts of life with adaptability, faith, and courage.


 


For two years Big Boy was up a tree.


In 1998, when Hurricane Georges hit Gulfport, Mississippi, the silver tabby was blown off the rooftop of Gulfport Harbor Fuel & Bait shop. Big Boy and his sister had lived atop the roof during the months of their kittenhood, dependent upon their feral mother to bring them fish scraps.


When hurricane gales swept Big Boy into the limbs of the seventy-five-foot oak tree, he must have figured that one high place was as good as another. Relocated from rooftop to treetop, he made no effort to leave.


Hours before the storm, Big Boy’s sister and the mother cat vanished. In the aftermath of the windstorm, someone spotted Big Boy. Repeated but futile attempts failed to remove the presumed orphan from the branches of the massive oak.


One of the Gulfport Harbor Fuel & Bait shop employees, Ron Roland, fed the oversize tabby for more than a year, making extra trips during wintertime when the shop was closed. Ron suspects the tough tomcat drank water from knotholes in the trunk. Cat watchers said Big Boy was never seen out of the tree—even when nighttime temperatures dropped to twenty degrees.








Kitty Wit:


After a cat forum, the round-table discussion on the subject of extinct animals led to a concluding comment by the feline facilitator: “A world without cats? I don’t think so.”






A lower north limb served as Big Boy’s commode; ground-level evidence gave proof. On a south side, he ate proffered food from a tin container that Ron had nailed through the bark. But the feral feline kept his distance. “He’d let me pet him for a couple seconds and then back off,” said Ron.


The cat’s talonlike claws and head the size of a grapefruit put off a few would-be rescuers. Big Boy ventured from the timber tops only once. It was the day a bobtail trespasser sprayed on the base of the tree trunk. Roland, who sounded rightly proud, shared the outcome. “Big Boy came down and whipped him.”


Word spread of the large cat in the odd habitat. Tour buses began stopping so riders could view the strange sight. Passengers would ask the driver, “Isn’t that treed cat somewhere in this area?” When the driver concurred, the curious sightseers pleaded for a stop. But tourists were sometimes disappointed. Given the gray striations of the bark and the gray markings of the striped cat, Big Boy camouflaged well.


For twenty-four months, no solicitation or enticement could coax Big Boy from the tree. A national wire service even released a feature article about the cat at the Gulfport Harbor.


But one day—unnoticed by all—Big Boy disappeared. Caring folks searched, but no clues led to the illusive cat. Had an owl carried him away? Maybe he encountered the bobtail again? Everyone had a theory.


Two months later an anonymous letter arrived at the newspaper office disclosing his capture. Big Boy had been given a “better life,” wrote the sender.


Since the catnapped fellow isn’t available for comment, we’ll never know if he regards his new life as better. His many well-wishers hope so.


One thing is clear. While he lived in the oak, Big Boy made the best of his branches.


In the end the moxie cat gained a ground-level home with an owner who was—as most people believe—a compassionate rescuer.


Though storms bring unwelcome destruction, the challenges brought by change are often yoked with touching outcomes and pleasing resolutions. Howling winds are frequently mixed with a rainfall of blessing.










The Tail End:
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I can still believe that a day comes for us all, however far off it may be, when we shall understand, [when] these tragedies that now blacken and darken the very air of heaven for us, will sink into places in a scheme so august, so magnificent, so joyful, that we shall laugh for wonder and delight.


—Arthur Christopher Bacon
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Following Hurricane Katrina, Niki lost contact with Big Boy’s friend, Ron Roland, the Mississippi fisherman. Her thoughts include Mr. Roland and his family and other hurricane victims.
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Only Out of View




Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed.


—John 20:29 NIV








PURR-rayer:


Dear God, help me rest securely when you are out of human view.


 


Though Myles is bashful, he can also be a sermon on four furry feet.


When friends or relatives arrive, my marmalade cat usually retreats under the bed. If newcomers visit, Myles’s rare and covert appearances are fleeting at best. With furtive glances left and right, he slinks to his food bowl for a nibble, and then quickly withdraws to a hideout. I call Myles “my shy guy.” But God used this timid cat to refresh my faith in the fact of God’s constant presence.


That particular day Myles and I were home alone. He lay beside me with his head propped against the arm of the wingback chair in his usual Mom-and-me position. Our daily practice of quiet time nurtures us. I read my Bible, write in my journal, or lean my head against the plaid headrest for moments of prayer. Intermittently, I sweep my hand along Myles’s soft spine.


That morning the doorbell rang before eight o’clock, also before my first cup of coffee and my cosmetic makeover. My fair complexion and pale lips matched my dove-white nightgown. “Oh-h-h, dear,” I mumbled. A bulky bathrobe and boot-style slippers still adorned my stiff morning body. Must I answer the door? Myles raised his head with equal apprehension.


Whew, I thought to myself after peeking out the window. The caller was only the neighbor girl. She had seen my earthy look many times before when I was sweaty in the garden or dusty with flour while baking. I greeted Julia and learned that she needed a small bandage. I fulfilled her request and scuffed back to my chair.


But where was Myles? No orange curvature awaited me in the seat of the wingback. I called, but he failed to saunter into view as usual. Had he darted past me at the doorway and skittered out for a morning run? An expert at exits, he had fooled me before with his swift and sneaky escapes.


I began a thorough indoor search to his frequent places of hiding. Under three beds, I craned my neck looking for Myles. I checked the velvet parlor chair, but no Myles curled in repose. I checked his basket and the satin cushion on the dining chair, and in the basement, the place he liked the least.


Frantic, I quickly dressed while planning to conduct an outdoor hunt. Just before I stepped onto the porch, I took a final glance toward my chair. I sighed with relief to see Myles crawling out from the underside of the wingback chair. He moseyed toward me as if to say, Sheesh! I was right here all the time under our chair, as close as I could get to you and still be out of sight from that intruder.


Why didn’t I think to look there? I puzzled.


He hadn’t been far away. In fact, though unseen, he was waiting for me near the place where I had left him. Yet I was thinking the worst. He’s slipped out. He’s lost. He may never return.


I snatched him up, held him close, and kissed his whiskered cheek, then placed him back in the chair.








Kitty Wit:


The New York Times described Morris the cat as “the Robert Redford of Catdom.” His “rats-to-riches” story includes the fact that before he was famous, the truck for the Hinsdale Humane Society picked him up for keeping several families awake at night while he romanced his lady friends.






Though my quiet hour had been interrupted, I discerned a heaven-sent message in the incident. My fretfulness over Myles mimicked the anxiety I feel when God seems to disappear. If the circumstances of life fail to verify God’s presence, I panic. Why do I insist on empirical proof of His guardianship? The promise of God’s dependability should be enough to anchor my trust.


God is never absent but at times He remains out of sight. When my world is troubled, will I remember to trust him if He is unseen? Will I be confident He is close by and waiting for the right time to reveal Himself? Will I doubt His watchfulness and look for a sign, or will I believe in His love and know He is near?








The Tail End:
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The nose knows! A cat’s sense of smell serves a major part in a cat’s life even from the day of its birth. When you move to a new location, show your cat a piece of furniture from the previous home. The familiar scent will help the pet adjust more quickly.


[image: image]


Myles is the only sibling remaining of the three red tabbies whose stories are told in Niki Anderson’s two previous collections of true cat stories. Now twelve years old, this handsome feline is pictured with the author on the jacket flap and the back cover of her books.
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Good Mews!




Even when I am old and gray, do not forsake me, O God, till I declare your power to the next generation.


—Psalm 71:18 NIV








PURR-rayer:


Dear God, in my elder years help me offer the public at least one talent I can still use well.


 


An aging black cat with a predilection for the newspaper made front-page news in the Spokesman-Review. Guy Smith and Chris Eder’s adopted house cat was featured as the newspaper’s honorary feline in the year 2000. Many would agree that the cat’s service to elders and children during his senior years exceeded the honor of his newsworthy award.


The Spokane, Washington, daily paper had solicited nominations for the purr-stigious appointment for Feline of the Year. The big cat’s affinity for journalism helped him win the title. The cat’s name, Paperweight, and his love of newsprint played largely in the judges’ decision.


The article announcing Paperweight as the winner carried a headline with the word “pudgy” to describe the cat. Journalist and contest host Paul Turner wondered if the eighteen-pound tomcat would be touchy about the adjective. An e-mail response, signed “Paperweight,” helped dismiss Turner’s concern. It read, “Neither I nor my humans are offended.”


Paperweight loves to lie on the newspaper. He prefers the Sunday edition. The weekend inserts, extra flyers, and advertisements provide an array of paper and the heady scent of ink. Chris said, “I usually spread the paper across the floor and stretch out with a section at a time.” Paperweight treads across the scatter of articles, essays, and photos, denting the pages and reveling in the noise of rattling paper. Chris supposes it’s Paperweight’s way of staying on top of current affairs.


Guy, a student at Washington State University, and his wife, Chris, had two dogs long before Paperweight joined the household. “We didn’t intend on adding another animal to our small home,” said Chris. But the meandering cat kept showing up in the yard. He darted from one bush to another, watchful, “but never in your face,” Chris remarked. “Then he was gone.”


Until one day. “My work colleague collapsed on the job,” said Chris, “and I had to rush her to the hospital. Later at home, I stepped outdoors with my cell phone while tearfully relating the scary event to my mom. The cat approached and began weaving around and between my legs with alternating head rubs as I was sobbing.” And he stayed.


Guy and Chris suspected Paperweight was displaced, so they began feeding him. Neither of them had experience with cats. Thus, Paperweight’s first meal was a mere quarter of a can of food. Later remembering the small portion, they speculated that Paperweight was likely wondering, What’s with the meager serving?


The first few nights they locked their boarder in the bathroom but he wailed his complaint and shredded the shower curtain. Despite the damage, Chris and Guy proceeded responsibly.


Next on the agenda was a scheduled exam with a DVM (veterinarian). “We had contacted neighbors and called the pound and shelters to see if the cat was reported missing. We learned from the police that if you harbor an unclaimed animal for ten days, the pet is yours to keep. We figured we’d done all we could,” said Chris.








Kitty Wit:


Long before self-cleaning ovens, there were self-cleaning cats.






The vet suggested the oversize panther lookalike deserved a name that hinted at his size. But naming the heavyweight was a hefty job. They couldn’t decide on a suitable moniker for the corpulent cat. Tank? Brutus? Goliath?


One morning dawned with more than sunrise. “Guy awoke with the cat propped against his leg,” said Chris. “Guy groaned, rolled over, and grumbled, ‘Get that paperweight off my leg!’”


“Paperweight!” Chris exclaimed. “We’ll name him Paperweight!”


Obviously, a paperweight must be heavy enough to hold things down. On that point, Paperweight was qualified. While sharing the household with a Labrador and a beagle, he had secured his position. Moreover, he was immovable when he settled himself in either of the dogs’ beds.




One hurdle of adjustment remained—making him an indoor-only resident. After five minor surgeries for injuries incurred during jaunts in the neighborhood, Paperweight was an obvious risk as an outdoor cat. Once he resigned himself to indoor life, he accepted his confinement with good behavior. He chose the scratching post over furniture and always used the litter box. He respected the houseplants, not even nibbling the catmint.


Among Paperweight’s virtues as the Spokesman-Review’s honorary feline was his devotion to the young and elderly through People-Pet Partnership. After passing a temperament test, he collaborated with PPP by visiting residents at longterm-care facilities. Accompanied by Chris or Guy, he went to a nursing home every Sunday for two years. He lay on pillows, shoulders, and laps, purring his pleasure and offering comfort. “He was particularly fond of one octogenarian who loved to stroke him,” said Chris.


People-Pet Partnership also sponsored trips to elementary schools to teach children the proper care of pets. The unflappable Paperweight remained calm even when students squealed with delight or reached to pet him.
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