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|l t0s happened. |l have become that woman. T
Friends no longer put any thought into purchasing gifts for me. If it has a cat on it,
t hey figure (correctly) that 10611 l ove 1 t. T
way and soond through no fault of yourownd youdr e | iving in a hous
cat picture frames, cat gloves, cat bookmarks, cat plaques, cat mugs, and yes,
even cat underwear.

How cool is that?

We coul dndét have cats growing up because m
discovered this when we actually had a cat for a few months. Notice the few
months part. | inherited my love of cats from my mom and for a while it was a
tough call on who would have to leave, Dad or the cat. (Dad won by a nose hair
because he didnét shed on the couch.)

So | couldnodot wait to be an adult and have
| developed allergies. | practically blew up when | was around cats.

Desperate, Il tried allergy shots but my al
own a cat. o

Then | met Lucy.

She was about three months old, a stray, and playing with a leaf outside a
building. It was a November night before the first frost and no one would take her
home. I coul dndét bear the thought of | eaving

AHey, o | said, ADo you want to come home w

She abandoned her leaf, ran to me, put her tiny front paws on my leg, looked

up and said, A Mew. O

Wel | . |l 6m only human.

Ipacked her in my car and drove home. The | oc
| wal ked in the door was |l ess one of surpris

seen this day coming.
ANo, no, o0 | said, cutting him off. Al know

|l té6s just dountai Idaly foirnd wa home for her. o



AUhuh, 0 he said and |l eft the house without
twenty minutes later it was with litter box, food, dishes, and play toys, which he
set up in the speci al ALucy corner. 0O

Heds a good man.

And he was right. Lucy never left. Amazingly, | had no allergic reaction to her
whatsoever.

This is not true of all cats. Our kitten O
darn cute, I just suck it up).

Lucy is special. All cats are special. And it was obviously meant to be that |
have cats in my |ife. |l candt i magine our ho

| hope you have cats in your | ife. And if
me a cat knick-knack for my home.

One can never have enough of these things.

0 Dena Harris Madison, NC., April, 2005
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Feline Concerns

| 6m worried about the cat. She keeps dropp
dondét think thatdés normal. We wake one morni
floating facedown in the dish. We figure she accidentally batted it in there. We set
it on the side of the sink to dry out. The next morning, we find another one
floating. Then another that evening and two more by morning. | mention my

concerns to my husband.

ASomet hingds wr adrog 6wi tthitntke idats. nlor mal t o
in a water dish. Do you think sheds acting o
AfnMaybe she just |ikes putting mice in her
| grimace at him. ANo, she must be upset a

This is her way of trying to communicate. What do you think she could be
upset about ?0
AnThat we keep taking the mice out of the w

| stop talking to him about it and instead watch the cat for clues.



She grows bolder in her moves. While she used to wait for us to go to bed or
to work before drowning the mice, we now begin finding wet mice where
moments before there were none. Walking back to the kitchen on a commercial
break, we stop and stare at the water dish.

ALook, thereds myhosbdndr one, 0 says
Al can see that,o | say. @Al told you she w
He continued on to the kitchen. Al 6m not t

Il try tal king t amdwhyareaybuputting yiour micefinhe e e t
water ?0
She looks at me with perfectly round eyes.
AWhat 6s the matter? Tell Mommy. o | reach o
away.
| 6m sure her hostility is directed at us a
themselves. They have always been her favorite. We bring home a bag of five
each month, and she goes crazy with delight, batting them around on our
hardwood floors.
And where have all those mice gone? If we calculate bringing home five mice
a month for six months, thatés thirty mice s
account for the whereabouts of approximately three. | suspect foul play.
| speak to my mom who says, ARShe wants att
you. O
ABut Mom, | already pay her attention! I p
when | get home from work, and | pet her at dinner and beforewe go t o bed. 0O
AWel |l then, maybe shebds trying to tell you
| cross Mom off the list of people | will discuss this with.
Then, as suddenly as they appeared, the wet mice vanish. No more floating
cotton corpses. | watch the cat carefully, but nothing seems to have changed.
She still likes playing with them, and she still runs from me when | try to pet her.

But she is no longer drowning mice.



| hope this is a good thing. | mention to my husband that | am concerned
about the cat because she is no longer drowning her mice. He stares at me in
disbelief before throwing up his hands and leaving the room.

| suppose heds right.

Maybe there never was a problem after all?
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Never Feed A Cat Grape Benadryl ©

A

| t 6s a hor r ipdebsaessardadspomsidilitypténdimgeola sick pet.
When examining an ailing animal, itdéds vital
concede to overreaction.

Luckily, 1 &dm one of those rare individuals
of any emergency.

| demonstrated this skill when our cat became ill. We heard her firing off
bazooka-rounds of sneezes. My husband and | came on the run. | took charge.

AOh my God, sheb6és dying!o |I wailed, flingi
her in a stiflg!nog le nsbtraarctee.d ftDoy icnr vy .

My husband ran a slow hand down his face.
offered.

|l raised a bewildered cat to eye |l evel. AT

My husband took the cat from me and examined her eyes, ears, and nose.
Al tosblpyr ghuasst a cold, 0 he reassured.

Awedll call the vet tomorrow. 0

| remained doubtful but the cat was now hiding under the sofa, consciously

suppressing her sneezes.



| called the vet first thing in the morning.

1)

H e-l-Hawve-an-e mer gency, 0 | sai d.

Yes madam?

St

=]

lté6s my cat. She keeps sneezing.o
AYes madéam, 0 she said.
| remained silent, awaiting instructions.

Finally figuring out | expected her to say something else, the receptionist

continued. AUm, is there any vomiting or di
My God, is this woman stupid? | would have had the cat at the emergency
hospital at the first sign of vomiting or diarrhea. | took a deep breath and
reminded myself to speak slowly, so she could understand me.
ANo, i1itds just sneezing. But i ttbhesina | ot of
a row. For five minutes straight. o
| waved away my husband who was trying to take the phone. As an
accountant he has this hang-up about accurate numbers. | felt it more important
to convey the gravity of the situation.
Dire possibilities, each worse than the one before, occurred to me. | burst
forth with one nightmare scenatrio.
ADo you think she might be having an aller
| asked. AMaybe she has internal hives? |
How exactly would | treat internalcath i ves ? 0
The receptionist did the only thing she could do, which was to put me on hold.
She spoke cautiously when she returned.
AMabéam, it sounds | i ke an upper respirator
Pick up some alcohol-free liquid Benadryl® and give your cat one milliliter per
pound of body weight.* I f that doesnédét do t
AFine, o0 || muttered and hung up. No one <car
Even my husband was useless, tossing balls down the hall for the cat to chase.
She was stoic enough to pretend to enjoy the diversion.
| trudged to the store and came back with the Benadryl®.
AGrape?0 my husband asked, examining the b



Al't was t haum.orlL ebtudbsbljeust get 1t down her.
He scooped up the cat, and | positioned the dropper in her mouth. One hour,
three new droppers, and half a bottle of wasted medication later, we managed to
get about an eighth of a teaspoon down her throat. She fled as soon as we
rel eased her. | went in pursuitrapefavoof f er my
myself.
When | found the cat, my heart flip-flopped. There was white foam bubbling
from her mouth. Even my husband paled.
ACall the vet, o0 he said.
| raced to the phone and dialed with trembling fingers.
| explained our beloved cat was now foaming at the mouth.
The receptionist giggled. | mentally planned how I would kill her.
AOh, | forgot to t el®makgsmiotobcatsfhaen atthei d . ABen
mout h. Dondét worry about it. o

i B e n & chakgsla lot of cats foam at the mouth, butyoudidn 6t t hi nk t o

mention that to me?0 | wanted to be sure |

The receptionist sighed. Al f 1t wildl ma k e
cat in and wedll take a |l ook at her. o

| brought the cat in and the vet ran some test s . ALooks |i ke a head
said. Al 6m going to give you a pr%Ehatri pti on
ought to knock it out. o

My husband greeted me at the door as | ret
asked.

AHe sai d t he ad Myhasbandsmied | d, 0 |

ANot a word, o | warned.

He left without saying anything, but | heard him telling the cat it was now safe

to sneeze.

He thinks hedés funny but 10611 have the | as

The next time he gets a col dheGlagem goi ng to

Benadryl®.
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Lessons In Stalking

Sheds stalking us again. It makes me nervo
fact that she doesndét seem to be very good a
She stalks us right out in the open, inching toward us on her stomach in the

middle of the hallway.

AWhat 6s she doing?0 my husband asks, | ooki
sick?0

AShhhh! o6 | reprimand. ASheb6s stalking us.

ABut | dondét want to be stalked, o0 he whine

ifiShe needs to | earn. Npwuactesswor prised whe

Attacks are generally mild. A quick paw to the foot, a snatch at a pants leg
and sheds off.

Someti mes shedll stalk us from behind the
can see her tail sticking out. | draw her attention, while my husband sneaks up
behind her.

ABOO! 6 he yells, jabbing at her hindquarte

It may seem harsh, but she has to learn.



Webre not her only prey. She also stal ks t
her. Shedll spy one resting in the hall/l
Every muscle tenses as she flattens herself on the floor, tail flicking. Body
rigid, shebébs a tightly wound coi l
When the moment comesd did the mouse twitch?d she leaps into the air. We
watch her descend, fangs and claws bared in case of counterattack.
Then sheds on t op ngifwithherdeeetim viciossty shaksng e a r |
her head. She notices us watching her and freezes. Snatching the mouse, she

bounds away.

A Wel | done sweetheart! o0 | cheer. I el bow
AUh, way to go, 0 he stammers. AYou the cat
AShedgoinmg to I mprove unless shebds told whe:e
cal mly. Altés called positive reinforcement.

He walks away mumbling under his breath.
Although the cotton mice are fun, we find the cat truly enjoys moving targets.
We discover this when a fly gets into our home.
The cat is all business. Darting eyes, shortness of breath, bushy taild as she
stalks the fly I think that shebds finally <co
But t he-agackfadadkic ¢ la a a ¢ k . -like Sduntispeimanate from her

throat as she sits with arched back, staring at the fly buzzing above her.

My husband races in. AWhat was that?o0
AThat 6s the cat. o

AWhat 6s she doing? o0he asks. Als she sick?
AMaybe, 0 | say.

| question whether our cat will ever get the hang of this stalking business. My
husband and | grow weary of acting surprised
went on to lead a long and happy life. My hopes center again on the cotton mice.
And | just saw several of them lying, almost hidden, behind the couch.

| think ttihrey 6tre jwamp out and yell ABOO! 0
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The Big Brown Mouse & Other Toys Our Cat Loathes

We sat the big brown mouse in the middle of the kitchen floor. The cat looked

on disinterestedly. The mouse was a gift from our pet sitter; a sweet elderly

womanwho | ém sure had no idea the trauma her
AThe mouse has a Ilittle switch in its back

the switch caused the mouse to move about in motorized circles on the floor.

AYour cat wibsbultedeust, DAshecats |l ove it.o
Our cat most certainly did not love it. When we flipped the switch, a great
tremor enveloped the room as the mouseds int
the mouse on the floor and it raced about in jerky circles. Fast jerky circles. In
fact, the mouse appeared to have overdosed on some form of an illegal
substance.
Not that the cat would know this. She disappeared from the room at the first
sign of life from the mouse. We found her an hour later, trembling under an
upstairs bed.
We decided the motor and the presence of a big brown mouse was too much
to take in all at once. We agreed we needed

moused as if they might agree to meet later for drinks if they hit it off.



The next night at dinner my husband retrieved the mouse and placed it again
in the center of the kitchen floor, where it stayed for several hours.
The cat wouldndét come near it
| tried getting down on the floor and petting the mouse, to show the cat there
was no danger. She looked even more alarmed at these actions. Perhaps she
thought | was thinking of trading her in.
On the second night she acquiesced, somewhat, and agreed to be in the
same room with the mouse. She sat atop a cha
brown monstrosity.
Out of pity, I hid the mouse before we went to bed.
|l dondt think the cat would have slept oth
Night three was the same. The mouse was on the floor; the cat was on the
chair. She left briefly to use the facilities, as my husband insists on referring to
the litter box.
AThis is stupid, o he said after she |l eft t
thing. Letds get rid of it.o
| balked at giving up on yet another toy. After all, | had been the one to throw
out the parrot on a suction cup that stucktodoor s and Asoared | ifelik
catds head, 0 promising hours of fun.
The cat never looked up.
| took back the catnip filled Garfield toys, the cat spa, and toys with random
glitter and feathers stuck to them, all purchased in the hopes of enticing my feline
to play.
She sniffed them once and walked away.
And | et 6s not -fifedallay latty jurtgle gym with ganpet ynore
plush than is to be found anywhere in my hon
cats.
The cat climbed it once to prove shecouldand now wondt go near |
occasionally sharpen her claws.
We use it as a plant holder.



But even |, who had envisioned hours of fu
having to stand in one place and swat around a plastic fishing pole with rubber-fly
lure attached, had to agree. The cat was just not getting into the spirit of things. |
got up and threw the mouse away.
The cat walked into the kitchen to rejoin us and froze.
Eyes darting, her body language spoke as plainly as words:
Where the heck did that thing go?
She was obviously terrified. She crouched low and peered under the table,
searching for the mouse. Nothing.
She slowly raised her head and examined what she could see of the table

and chairs. Nothing. A bird chirped outside and the cat leaped, hissing.

Al feel bad, o |I told my husband. fASheds st
AYeah, maybe we should buy her a new toy, 0
AYou know, something to distract her. I 61 1

The toy he came back with looked harmless enoughd a musical ball that

pl ayed various songs from the musical ACat so
adores it, i f only because she knows wedre s
She has wus |iving on edge. Wedbre at the po

freaked out about the brown mouse.
We cling to the edge of our chairs, bleary-eyed from lack of The Big Brown
Mouse & Other Toys Our Cat Loathes 32
Lessons in Stalking sleep, swatting at shadows, afraid everything that moves
mi ght start to play @Mr. Mi stoffolees. 0
And the cat is laughing. She even goes so far as to occasionally hide the ball
SO we may experience the fear of never knowing exactly when we might be
attacked by a bright blue orb winging down t
volume.
But weol | have t he outafdawn dgaruagdinvitedileed r e goi ng
pet sitter back. And we made sure to tell her how much the cat loved her gift and
to please bring another.

Bet ween the musical orb and the motorized



| have to.

My

ner ves

cane.t

t ake

any

mor
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Yoga Cat

| took up yoga two years ago, around the same time we got our cat. Having
read that owning a cat and practicing yoga were both fail-safe methods to soothe
troubled nerves, | envisioned a life filled with peace and inner reflection.

Now two years wiser, | know that people who own cats do yoga simply to
release the stress in their lives that exists because they own a cat.

My cat mocks me while | do yoga. As | sit on my padded blue mat, tangled up
in a pose the human body, oratleastmy body, was not meant to p
sit beside me and perform the same pose flawlessly.

ANow, raise your right | eg, keeping your |
yoga instructor. fABalance on your sitting bo
head. 0

Puffing and grunting, | try to extend my leg. Without breaking a sweat, the cat
plops herself down beside me and raises her right leg over her head, making
sure her back leg remains fully extended. | look over at her. She looks back and,
pointedly, bends down and licks herself without lowering the leg.

| find this insulting.



| decide | need more personalized instruction and sign up at our local Y,
paying $75 to have a certified yoga instructor twist me into painful and humiliating
poses. Butthecatisnot t here, executing a better versi
Dogo than me, so Iitdébs bearabl e.
AYoubre doing very well, 0 encourages my in
AThank you, o0 | say. Al 6m trying to I mpress
The instructor backs away, and avoids me for the rest of thecla s s . But | dono
mi nd. I am raising and extending my | egs at
show the cat.
|l return home and pull out my mat. The <cat
days since sheds humiliated me.
AHa! Thatdés only wthathampmpuen,hd nlk 9 asy .gofi Wat ct
proceed to executbeugad fpl oaswel .e sTsh el Dceaatd | ooks am
AThat 6s not all, o0 | say. Al can also do th
remembering to breathe, as my instructor said.
The cat ambles over, takes a seat next to my head, and stares at me. My
arms begin to tremble, but | refuse to give up the pose. The cat continues to
stare, glancing significantly at my now shaking torso. | am no longer breathing
properly.
In fact, | think | am close to hyperventilating. The cat begins to purr.

| candt go any further. I coll apse onto th
somet hing. I canodot | ocate exactly where at t
is trembling.

Now that I 6m on the f 1| oarfullyektdénéngbeat yawns a

front legs and arching her back. She holds the pose. And holds it. And holds it.
And darn it all, sheds breathing. Releasing

breath. Her final word on the subject is to claw at my yoga mat before exiting the

room.
The phone rings. ltds my yoga instructor .
Al was wondering if you wanted to sign up

sai d. AYou were making such good progress. o0



| think about the physical anguish, and sweat, of the yoga class. Then |
ponder the money spent to experience this pain. | tell the instructor | will not be
returning to class.

I f 1itds pain I o6m after, Il can get that at

|l 611 just do yoga with my cat.
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Kitty Chow

| am engaged in a battle of willagainstmy cat . The wupsetting par
losing.

Herebs the scenario. While batting her foo
apparently we cané6t eat it wuntil first wedve

a kibble into her water dish. That was good for about three minutes of fun as she
sprayed water all over the kitchen floor in an attempt to remove the food. When
she tired of seeing me on my hands and knees with a towel, she finally used her

paw to scoop the food out of the dish and onto her mat. Then she ate it.

Of course fishe ate ito is an understatemen
say the skies opened and the heavens sang. V
because | donodot wusedicand obsmdllg el fooadvim mytridde.a | f

(They might overpower the odor of the half-used cans of smelly human food
we keep in there). But having discovered the joys of moistened food, there was
no going back.

In fact, the cat liked the wet food so much, she now refuses to eat her food
until we pour it into her water bowl, let it soak for about 20 seconds, and then

dump itéwhere?



Back into the food dish? Oh no, too easy.
No, the watery mess must be poured onto the food mat, in the exact place

where she first discovered the delightful delicacy of kitty-chow con aqua.

|l f we pour it back in the dish, she wonot
food in the water (I tried to save time and
eat it. Her Highness is very particular. And

see her not eat so | give in.

This i1isndét the first time | 6ve caved. Ear|l
food. This wouldnét have been so bad if she
ample supply of field mice and squirrels to keep her busy. What made the
situation awkward is that she is an indoor cat, and the food she was stalking was
IAMS® Indoor Cat Formula at almost fifteen dollars per two-pound bag.

She refused to eat the food unless we threw it across the floor, allowing her
the opportunity to leap and pounce before savagely ripping the kibble to pieces.

Someti mes shedd bat the kibbles across the f
shedd run and hide beneath a kitchen chair,
moment of her attack.

My husband has no patience for this sort of behavior. If | dare complain that |

am tired of throwing food across the 41 floor or staring at wet cat chow on the

mat , I am harassed with, AWell , what do you
much.

If you just leavethefood i n t he dish shedoll eventually
And he has a point. I mean, whatoés wrong w

will of a fifteen-pound cat?

The answer is simple. I do it because shebo
when | dump the food in the water, and even louder when she sees me scoop it
onto the mat.

Seriously, how many chances in life do you get to make someone that

happy?
When | point this out my husband just stares at me.



AYoudbre nuts, o0 is the onitomthislecancludelr ar g u me nt
have won our war of verbal sparring. In triumph, | toss the cat a kibble across the
floor.

Still, |l admit I 6d Ili ke to be able to just
on with life. My husband insists he can help me wean the cat toward accepting
our feeding rules; those being that the cat food goes in the bowl, dry, and stays
there. Needless to say, the cat is not pleased with these new rules, which she
vocalizes loudly.

AMrow?0 (Translation: What 6sdisig?pi ng on? Why

AMrow? Rowr? Mrow?0 (Hello? Anyone? Hell o0?

=1

Mr ow? Rowr -0ow?e?00w.( LMody, get it in gear. I
Re-mem-ber??)

Receiving no response she resorts to bad language.

AROWRSST?! ?0

At this | throw a pleading glance at my husband . He doesndt even | oo
from his paper. Ailgnore it,0 he says, turnin

| do ignore it. At least until he leaves the house. The cat and | both watch him

pull his car down the drive. She looks at me.

AWait for it, o6 | sayngoddgyee husband honks his
The cat | ooks at me again, ears perked. I
| say. fALetds go for it.o

And so | spend the next ten minutes feeding a deliriously happy cat a
combination of wet cat food and hallway dust bunnies. The dust bunnies are an
unintentional side effect of eating off the hardwood floors. My cleaning needs
some work.
But I 6m not going to dust my floors just f

| have to take a stand somewhere.
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Incoming!

The cat has discovered a love of pasta. She prefe r s Mu“phstashels,s
uncooked, of the medium-sized variety.

| inadvertently began her love affair with pasta by reaching into the kitchen
cabinet for some soup. My elbow bumped an open box and dry pasta shells went
scattering and bouncing across the tile floor.

| started, the cat jumped, and then we looked across the room at one another.
Our eyes narrowed to slits. We both knew exactly what the other wanted. Without
a word we went racing in opposite directionsd me for the broom, the cat directly
for the pile of shells.

It was no contest. By the time | arrived with the broom, she was in the middle
of what appeared to be a free-for-all hockey shoot-out where, instead of a black
puck, the cat wa"shelsocShemient dowrMhedire likea 6 s
professional, nailing shot after shot.

ZAP! There went one into the dining room.

Z1 NG! There went one under the stove

under there never to be retrieved).

( Add



POW! She was bouncing them off the fridge. She turned towards me, armed

and ready, and | knew | must regain control.

AHol d it! o | command. AThese are not toys!
require for our daily s u-pomibalsihfrodtofine.dangl e on
AHere, sweetie. Do hyissu? owant to play with t

BAM! The cat wings a shell past my left ear.
That s it. No more Mrs. Ni ce Guy. I scoop
the bathroom, door closed. | go back and sweep up all the pasta now scattered
t hroughout the hous e harttateach thecoaen that wentd . It éds r
all the way under the couch.
Once finished, | let a very miffed cat out of her cell. She sniffs the floor where
the pasta had been and turns toward me. | watch her consider her options. She
decides to play the cuteness card.
Perfectly round eyes of innocence follow my every move. | was just having
fun. Is that so wrong? After all, | never even get to leave the house.
| cross my arms over my chest. Seeing | am not to be moved, she heaves a
theatrical sigh, drops her tail, and meanders away.
Later that afternoon, | start giggling. She did look pretty cute, happily
whapping the beejeezus out of those shells.
| could have saved a heck of a lot of money, not to mention floor space, on
cat toys i f 106d knownralueafafleshepastashklle ent ert ai nn
My husband arrives home a couple of hours later.
AWhat 6s that racket?0 he asks. |l ndeed, the

from behind the closed kitchen door.

AThat 6s just the cat, o | say. fASheds pl ayi
AWIi t h whragackdrig®0 he asks.
A Um, Il &m not sur e. Listen, are you hungry?

tonight. o
He doesndt | ook excited. ABut i1itdéds Tuesday
| smile and listen to the ruckus in the kitchen as the cat gets off another hip

shot. No pasta tonight.



| 6m pretty sure wedbdre out
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The Great Cat Butt Wiping Adventure

The cat smelled bad.
She no longer had the sweet, soft, fresh smell of wellgroomed kitty fur. Now
she smelled |Iike ammonia. Or, in | aymands te

| mention the aroma to my husband.

AfAre you cleaning the |itter box?06 | ask h
AWhy am | always the one who gets bl amed?0o0
AWhy am | responsible for the cat smelling
AfiMaybe shebds sick, o0 | say, cutting him off

Worried, | hop on the Internet to do some research.
Opening Googl ekE, | enter my query: CATS SM
Five million sites on how to remove the smell of cat urine from carpets,
furniture, suitcases, and clothing fill the screen.
| try again.
CATS SMELL FUR AMMONIA
CATS STINK URINE DISEASE
CATS SMELLY PEE DISEASE



Nothing, although | now know fifty different ways to remove urine stains from
cashmere. | give it one last try.
CATS ICKY YUCK SMELL PROBABLY CAUSED BY HUSBANDS
NON-SANITARY METHODS FOR FECES AND URINE
CLUMP DISPOSAL
Bingo. A site for Feline Lower Urinary Tract Disease (FLUTD) appears.
FLUTD, I read, takes on many different forms and stages. The most serious is
when tiny crystals appear in a catods urine.

| race downstairs where my husband is watching TV.

1]

Have you seen any signs of c¢crystals?0 | s
AHuh?0 he says.
AFl ut ed! Fat al cat diseasel! Crystals in th
| race back upstairs, not giving him a chance to answer.
The website indicates cats with urinary tract infections need to drink a lot of
water, adding that with their inquisitive nature, cats are more likely to drink out of
bowls placed in odd spots around the home. They also say some cats enjoy
drinking from running water.
The next afternoon my husband approaches me.
AWhy is my shower running?0 he asks.
Aln case the cat gets thirsty,o | reply. i
Youbre blocking the TV. o0
Later that night he appears again, clenching a dripping sock in one hand.
ADid you know theredstappah flhélsodi wa?er h
AYes, 0 | say. AThere are also bowls of wat
the laundry room, on top of the dresser in the guest bedroom, and under the
bat hroom sink. o
AWhy donét you just take her to the vet?0
| take her the next day. Returning home, | release the cat and stand in front of
my husband.
AWel |l ?20

Altés not good, 06 | begin.



He puts a hand to his heart. AOh my God. Y
A Oh, no, the catés fine, o0 | say, waving aw
AWedr e st hien otnreoubl e. 6 | pause, wondering ha
possess. | decide to just shoot it out there.

AWe have to wipe her butt. Daily. o

He blinks. Opens his mouth. Thinks better of it. Opens it again.

AWhy?o0 finally comes out .
ABecausefi®&hkdsi gbo fat and her skin is fol

pieces of éyou know@&in the area of her

ALal al al al al al al ala, 6 says my husband, sti
hear you. Lal al al al al al al aéo
| give him Athe | ook. 0

He removes hi sheriengoerhse sfAayosook iYou sai d cat
points an accusatory finger at me.
Aln fact, you promised that all we had to
occasionally pet them. And NOW, 0 he raises h
interrupt, nyouor e catclednd hold dpwnnaereatuesd Withv e t o
chws so we can wash poo from between the fatt
AUm, actually,o0o | say with a meek smil e, A
makes me sick. o
After several rounds of negotiations and the threat of divorce, | agree to at
least hold the cat while he wipes.
| lull the cat into a false sense of security by combing her for twenty minutes.
When she is relaxed and purring, | motion for my husband, hiding low at the top
of the stairs with a wet towel, to approach.
Als the towel the right temperature?06 | wh
ANot too hot and not too col d?0o0
He glares at me.
ARight, o | say. Al d&dm sure itbdéds fine. o
Gingerly, as i f afraid she was wired with

ears perk and she twists her head to look at him.



1]

Easy now, 0 he says, wiping.

1)

Mr ow?0 queries the cat.

St

|l think she Iikes it, o0 | encourage.

=]

That thought terrifies me, 0 says my husba
between them.

ARrrrrrrrr. o The sound coathpumr.g from her was
AHurry wup, 0 | urge.

ADo you want this end of the job?0 he asks
We finish cleaning and my husband attempts to hand me the brown-stained

cloth.

| make gagging noises and wave him away. A
MAVel | , what should | do with it?2o

AWashing machine. 0

AEwwwWw. l &m not putting kitty poo in the w
| | ook at hi m. APl ease remind me to never
It got worse. | made the mistake of telling my mom about the butt-wiping. She

was full of non-helpful suggestions.

AMaybe you need a bigger I|litter box. Maybe
knowémaneuver properly. o

AThe | itter box is fine, Mom. The cat is |
AnwWel | , |l 6ve never heard of such a thing. E

themselv e s . 0

AMom, theivet said

AThe vet! What does he know? What makes hi
ATwel ve years of schooling?0d¢6 | reply.

| 6ve stopped telling people we have to wip

| augh at me. My f r i e nus Mwriendhvatigets,pet s t hi nk |
especially cat owners, say nothing but 1| ook
have to do the same.

So itdés just me, the cat, and my husband b

almost become routine. Now every Monday, along with taking out the trash and



watering the plants, we have the added chore of washing a weeks worth of kitty
poo towels.

Yes, itds gross.

But at least the cat smells better.



-O-
Passion Denied

My husband and | sit on the couch. We reach for one another. Kiss, kiss.

Nudge, rub. Moans, giggles, and the beginning flickers of passion ignite. Until...
We have a sense of being watched. We open our eyes and she is sitting at

our feet, staring at us. We ignore her and continue kissing. There is complete

silence. We peek out from under our lids. She is still there. Staring.

Al candt do this with her watching, o | say
Al gnore her, 0 says my husband, nuzzling my
| accept his caresses, but keep looking back at the cat.

She has plopped down on the carpet and is staring rapt at us, as if engrossed
in a good movie. All she needs is a bowl of popcorn.
My husband senses my tension and stops. The cat looks from one of us to

the ot her, eyes wide and innocent. Dondt mi

here.

We leave the cat and move into the bedroom. Kiss, kiss, kiss. An article or
two of clothing hits the floor. Then we feel a plop at the foot of the bed. We look

down and the cat is sitting on the corner of the mattress, staring at us.



ANope, 0 | wuwpay,filgtebtst ilnigke performing i n fron
My husband glares daggers at the cat, who, now that the show is over, starts
to give herself a bath.
Il tés only recently the cat has decided to
reaction was more like that of a child who catches their parents having sex. They
do everything short of setting themselves on fire to erase the image from their
mind.
Before, if the cat would see us kissing sh
scared her. Then she would make a face and run off down the hall.
Eww, yuck. Stop it! That is sooo gross. Why would you want to do that?
Now | feel |l i ke we O0-year-old,brgng o ind @ mament of a t hr
when the child is distracted to sneak off and have sex.
APsEs The catodés asleep on the window seat.
So it lacks a little in the romance department. It gets the job done.
|l think the cat woul dndét be so fascinated
affection I f she wer en yhestwagreettabe detefdisi sh her s
akin to entering into a trade agreement with a foreign countryd 57 lots of
conditions and cl auses, and youbre never sur
last minute.
To pet our cat, one must not have come into contact with any other animal in
the past 48 hours. One must have warm hands, fresh breath, move slowly with
no sudden movements, scratch diligently under her chin and behind her ears,
and never under any circumstances touch her tail or paws. If any of these
conditions are breeched, it can be taken as an all out declaration of war.
But perhaps I 6m wrong. Maybe she is there
best intentions of offering advice.
Perhaps her look of furrowed concentration comes from trying to send mental
messages of encouragement to my husband.
Hey, scratch her behind the ear. We chicks love that.
Now rub her tummy. And sort of pouf her hair up, and then pat it back down.

That 6s sure to get her motor going.



The obvious solution would be to continue romantic activities behind closed
door s. But many of the doors in our ol d home
fifteen pounds of kitty weight are thrown against them, they swing wide open.

Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.

So webdl | conti nue ewAdullly,ttiakes tolaaausing st i ne s
change of pace. We feel a |ittle naughty sne
the wild thing.

And | must admit itodos a whole | ot more ent

di sgust on the cat 6saskissede when we so much
Besi des, ités not | i ke nothing good has <co
presence has been inspiring, even.

|l Om quite enjoying those tummy rubs.
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Kitty Jihad

| am scared for my life. Our three-year-old black and white female cat has
decl ared Kitty Jihad on my husband and me. |
kitty holy war, but my guess is it all started when the veterinarian had us reduce
t he amount of food we were feedi-upghet he cat.
vet had discreetly slipped me a brochure on caring for obese cats. | knew the
catodos tummy had grown a bit, but obese? Ridi
| showed my husband the brochure, hoping he would feel the same injured
sense of outrage for our poor cat that | did. Instead, he started referring to her as
ATubby. o I f the cat was eating when he wal ke
the nibbles and give me a | ap! 0-cdled woul d t he

humor. Neither the cat nor | was amused. | spoke with my husband about his

insensitivity.
AiShebébs not fat,o | said. AThe vet said she
AnwWell, she weighs fifteen pounds. Three po

t wenty percent of her body weight, o0 he said
facethecat . fAl sndt that right, Tubby?o0



The cat made it clear she was not pleased
making accusations, but | etds just say | st a

variety of places around the house. But we stuck to our guns.

|l |augh now at our naivety. 106d heard joke
nature of <cats, but it wasnét wuntil I became
was able to grasp the full sadistic implicat

Simply put, our cat has declared a holy war against us.
The Kitty Jihad focuses on sleep deprivation. Our cat, who must have studied
at some institute of higher learning before we rescued her off the streets, has
taken to intentionally interrupting our REM cycles during sleep. The REM (rapid
eye movement) cycle is what is needed for deep sleep to occur. Without it,
people become irritable, unfocused, and experience loss of memory and
concentration.
It begins late at night, after we fall asleep. The cat leaps onto our bed, and
stares at us, waiting for the jittery movement of the eyeball behind the closed lid,
indicating deep sleep is now occurring. Then, and only then, does she hop to the
floor, and position herself in the doorway between our bedroom and the hall. This
is just beyond the distance, coincidentally, that either my husband or myself can
throw a shoe or pillow with any accuracy.
Once positioned, the cat does some gargling and deep breathing exercises to
prepare for what is to come. She inhales deeply into the depths of her lungs, and
expels upward and outward a powerful burst of air that reverberates in the
silence of the darkened hoQ@G&W!IInd o one | ong,
Once she sees my husband and | bolt upright in the bed, clutching frantically
at the sheets,each ot her, and our pill ows, she really
MOWW, meeoooow. 0O
Then sheds silent. We hold our breath and
More silence. The worst appears to be over. We allow ourselves to fall back
into our pillows.
AMROWRRRRRI!I 'l I 0 atatthetepcohherdungs.h e ¢

AWhat theé?! ?0 my husband says, wrenching



Altés the cat, o0 | say, punching the pill ow
AOh, 0 he says. Al thought maybe you were b
ANo, but thanks rmwtrt grourii¥omcalrmqgHt Imade it
the bed. 0

During this exchange, the cat has paced into the hallway.

A twenty-minute silence allows us to return to sleep.

The cat again takes up position. Now she adopts a more lyrical, questioning
tone of rwom?c eRorim?» Me ow, meow. 0 Long pause.
|l t6s i mpossible to sleep through it.

|l nudge my husband. AHoney, do you | ove me
AMmMmmMoO he replies.

ARowrrr? Mrreow?0 says the cat.

I nudge him agai n. Al f you real Ingg |
about the cat. o

He snorts air and pulums the covers

Didndéd work | ass night. Couldndét <cat

That 6s the signal the cat has been

| carefully pry my husband off the ceiling.

What can we do? Kitty Jihad is decl
out of bed to pet the cat but she ju

oved me

tighter
ch oer.

wai ting

ared an

st runs.

Finally |1 ¢l osed the bedroom door, but | dm n
through painted wood is any sort of real victory.
Webre barely holding our own. And although

getting fired fromourjobsd apparently ités frowned
a pillowd we have not backed down. The time is coming though, when someone
will have to give. As | left for work this morning, | noticed the cat. She was sitting
oh-so-casually near our new sofa, flexing her claws.

AYou wouldnoét dare, o | said.

She stretched and gave the couch a significant glance before strolling away.

So leGandyr t o surrender. I just hope

get home from wor k. | 6m worried thou

upon to

she does

g h, beca



You see, |l 6m going to have to stop and buy

Kitty Jihad wins again.
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A Second Cat

| was worried about the cat.
She was lethargic, dragging around the house. Oh sure, she perked up when
we fed her, scampering to her food dish, but otherwise she seemed bored.
| had the perfect solution.
AfWe needr amatt,hee I told my husband.
He stared at me. fAAre you insane?0 he aske

webve got. o

il know, 06 | said. ABut | think another cat
That way she would have a |ittle friend to
exercise. Plus,they can keep each other company whil e

AfiCats dondédt need company, 0 said my husband
He spoke in the same smug tone he uses when we discuss whether or not to

leave a nightlight on for the cat.



He i nsi st s t hsecatecansseenndhe dagkeMly pointis that light is
always a source of comfort, even if you can see fine without it. We never reached
agreement on the matter and now take a passive-aggressive stance as we punch
the nightlight over the stove on and off in a neverending battle of will.
ACats do need company, 0l argued. AWhy do
when | get home from work?
Because she6s been alone all day and she w
that 6s why. 0
AThat and you constushamdshiyy feed her, 0 my h
We glare at one another.
ASo are we getting another cat?o0o | ask.

ANo, 0O he said.

*kk

Two weeks | ater | sneak into the house. 120
we take the cat once a month to have her claws trimmed. We did a price
comparison and the six dollars we pay the vet tech to do this is much cheaper
than the blood transfusions required each time we attempt it ourselves.
| release the cat from her carrier and she scurries off.
| then carefully unwrap the bundle in my arms. It mews softly.
My husband enters the room.
AWhat 6s that?06 he asks, suspiciously.
AWhat 20 | ask, |l ooking over my shoul der.
Aln your arms, 0 he says speaking through ¢
arms?o
| gently place the kitten on the floor and fling myself at my husband. | decided
on the drive home the pity route was my best shot at victory.

~

i was at the vet and | saw this kitten in



And she is so cute and | love her and | think she would be a really good pet
and the cat needs afriendandllove her and | candét take her
cage, 0 | say, ending on a wail
ANo, 0 he said.
| grab the kitten and wield her in front of his face, raising my voice to Minnie-
Mouse decibels. fALook how cute I am!o | <coo
widdle face.
Pl ease dondét send me back to the mean, old
The kitten sends my husband a look. Sorry man. Listen, is she always like
this? Really, that cage wasnbét so badé
My husband opens his mouth.
APl easeeeeed | say, she&snhbgookengi atkint ate
He rolls his eyes. AFine, wedll see how it
| knew exactly how it would go. Carrying the purring kitten home, | had visions
of our two cats as compadres for life. They would bat a ball of yarn back and
forth. Snuggle together side by side in front of a warm fire grate. Give each other
baths. They would be the best of friends. And they would love me all the more for
bringing them together.
The cat was peeking at the kitten from behind the kitchen door.
ACome herel ssvaiedi efibook what Mommy got for
kitten up and placed her in front of the cat, waiting for the love fest to begin. |
was, to say the least, unprepared for what happened next.
The catds back rose in a bovettherkigen,ar ch of f
spitting and hissing. Not to be outdone, the kitten arched her back and growled
deep in her throat.
AUbh, 0 said my husband, taking a step back
There was a flash of claws, flying fur, yelps, growls, and then it was over. The
cat ran out of the room and the kitten crawled under the couch where she stayed
for the next two weeks. The cat refused to speak to me for a month.
| was miserable.

AThey hate me! o0 | wailed to my husband.



AYes, 0O he said.
| glared at him.

AYou could be wsdfiwxl tahnd ,mellp demanded.

AWhat 270 he said. AYou read the book. Just
and theyo6l!l work it out on their own. o
AWhat does a stupid book know?06 | asked.
AThe author is a doctor, o0 said my husband.
ABi g deal . 0

AShe won an award. o

ASbhuup, 0 | said.

| tried my own methods of reconciliation. Wedging myself under the couch, |
managed to stroke a few stray hairs on the kittens tail. | overfed the cat more
than usual.

But late at night | heard rumblings in the hall from the two cats that raised
goose bumps on my spine.

The cats finally came around and deemed to be in the same room with one
another. The cat stared, stricken, the first time the kitten played with her jingle
ball, but she made no move to take it from her. Once the kitten realized the cat
was more bluff than gruff, she ignored her.

My | ot wasndét so pleasant. Since neither
the other, | continued to receive only lukewarm greetings from either of them. My
husbandds demeanor wasnodot much better.

Soit 6s up to me to mend this family rift.
perseverance, but | am up to the task.

Besides, if | fail I have a back-up plan.

| saw an ad in the paper today for free puppies.

I canobt | os e.

t
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Kitty Nightingales

One Thursday night | came down with a bad cold.
| knew | faced a long night of tossing and turning, so | spared my husband my
misery and opted to sleep in our guest bedroom. Miserably | sank beneath the
sheets, making sure my two boxes of tissue were close at hand. My head was
stopped up, my ears clogged, and it hurt to swallow.
| heard rustling and felt a soft #@Aplopo as
walked around my feet, a gentle purr emanating from her.
How sweet, I thought . Myh ebbasb yh esreen steos clodm osr
| was stopped in mid-thought as my Nurse Nightingale kitten threw her body
weight onto my foot, wrestling it under the covers and trying to bite through the
comforter to subdue it.
nNo, no! o | said, shooinglhlhgr tawaey .t omMgrhmy
| lay back and reached down to draw the covers up around my shoulders. Big
mistake. The kitten leapt superman like in the air toward my extended arm.
AROWR! 6 she announced with authority as sh

submission.



A He, ow. Hey, stop that! o | said. AGo away.
Surprisingly, the kitten heeded my advice and went off in search of the cat. As
| drifted off into a medicated sleep | could hear them chasing each other up and
down the hall.
WHUMP! A kitten landed squarely on my chest. Before | found my breath to
say anything she was off and running.
But then, WHUMP! The older cat in hot pursuit (and a good ten pounds
heavier than the kitten) also landed on my chest, knocking the wind out of me.
They circled each other a few times on the bed while | gasped for air.
ARowr, meow, 0 said the kitten.
AMrow! 0o warned the ol der cat, moving cl ose
ABoth of you shut up and get out of here, o
The kitten went on the offensive and leapt over my thigh to swat at the cat.
The cat saw it coming and jumped back, landing on my head. | shoved her off
and she immediately darted for the kitten who meowed in delight and raced off
the bed and back down the hall.
Al am going to throw you sbopoashcamstabdud | mut t
without feeling faint.o
Eventually, after about three hours of wrestle-mania, both cats calmed down
and decided they were ready for 73 sleep. The kitten, still young enough to want
to snuggle at night, found her way into my sickroom and curled up on my left
side.
This brought the cat sniffing around. Independent, she has never slept with
us. But she has been very aware of late of the need to keep up appearances as
being just as cute and sweet as the new kitten. Seeing the kitten happily
snuggled beside me the older cat sighed and plopped herself down on my right
side. | was now sandwiched between two cats both of whom | found to be
unnecessarily grumpy whenever | decided | needed to turn or roll over.
But the game of ridlyomar adh®d whatnhévete end t here
decided to give herself a bath, so the cat followed suit. Now | was surrounded,

unable to move, by two animals making disgusting smacking and gulping noises



in the dark. | tried to send mental telepathy to my husband to race in with the
NyQuil® and knock me out.
In the morning | stumbled bleary-eyed and rednosed into the kitchen. My
husband was whistling as he fixed himself breakfast.
AThere she is!dd he said. AHow are you feel
sleep?0
|l glare at him with on eredettimy-arDyO,G, Bl d o dsah @t
through clenched teeth.
He frowned. AWhy would we do that?0 he ask
ABecause | need one to help me take the ca

slamming my cereal box on the counter.

The cats glide into the room, purring and
ankl es. AOh, whatta matter?0 he asked, picki
mood?o

The kitten playfully batted his chin. The older cat looked on, beaming. My
husband reached down to scratch her under her chin.

Kitty Nightingales 74

Lessons in Stalking Als Mommy being fussy?
girl ? Who are daddydés good girls?0 The <cats

My husband ki ssed me gentslilljustéeelingtalbie f or ehea
under the weather, 0 he said. fADondét take it
briefcase and waved as he walked out the door.

| perched thoughtfully on the edge of the kitchen chair as | considered my
options. | know what | have to do. It will have to be a really big dog.

|l dm going to have to take my husband out t
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Dibbs!

Having two cats is like having two children where you must never, ever, bring
something home for one without buying the exact same thing for the other.
Unfortunately, our cats are a bit on the greedy side. So even when we bring
home something that is not for them, but rather for us, the cats still claim
ownership.

For example, we brought home a new throw rug for the kitchen floor. Nothing
fancy, just a basic woven throw with tassels on the ends.

We laid it on the floor.

AWhat do you think?0 | asked my husband.

ALooks goodiidc he said. #dl

A rumbling, rushing sound filled the air as two cats careened around the
corner. Eyes bulging, ears laid flat, feet racing, they were neck in neck in the
home stretch. Then, in a surprise move, the kitten took a Herculean leap, passing
the cat and was the first to land victoriously on the new rug.

AMrrowr! 0s he s ceagied actoss the fabsicp r e a d



ARowrre! coathyel ped, |l ooking to us as i f fo
to a halt at the edge of the rug as if an invisible barrier protected it.
The kitten smirked as she pranced around the perimeter of the new rug.
AwWell , it was niceefooutdecteahiriy ®secsnodoss
husband. Al 6m going to watch TV. O
| glared at his retreating back. Yet again, | was left to single parent the
situation. Fortunately, | had the deft touch.
AYou share, o0 |I told the kitten. fABe a good
T h e ksided ofsmaing was to settle into the middle of the rug and begin
cleaning her private parts. | decided parenting was overrated and joined my
husband in front of the TV.
The kitten made herself at home, not moving for the next two hours. Our
enteringthe ki tchen didnét deter her in the | east
step over and around her as we fumbled through trying to cook and set the table.
My husband, however, made the mistake of standing on the rug as he stirred
something at the stove.

Arumbl e emanated from deep in the kittenods

=]

| 6d move if | were you,o0 | told him.
AWhy?0 he asked.
The kitten walked over and glared at the portion of his shoe on the mat.
AYoubre on somebodyds turf,o | said.

He | ooked down at tohhg s dhewlmomg gligtet, &n hefils a
to stand on my new rug, in my kitchen, no ei
| shrugged and went back to rinsing off lettuce.

The kitten nudged his ankle with her head.
went for an all out head-butt.

AHey, cut that out, o said my husband.

The kitten whipped out her claws and targeted his sock, which unfortunately

had his foot in it at the time.

AOw. Hey. OW!' 0 He hopped off the rug.

AUs, zer o. Cat s, 391,00 | .said. My husband



The cat moped in the doorway, watching the kitten nap on the rug. But older
and wiser, she bided her time.
Per routine, | fed the cats at five o06cl oc
The cat sashayed over and planted herself
kitten sat up, alarmed. The cat smiled, and then sank her head deep into the
kittends food.
ARowr, rowr, psst!o yelled the kitten. My
The kitten stared accusingly at the cat. A Mr
AWel | |, go get your food then, o | said.
The cat hummed as she paroled the perimeter of the rug.
The kitten bit her lip and lay down on the mat.
The cat wasnodot through. She started splash
the water? When is the last time you went to the bathroom? Ho, hum. Splash,
splash. | love playing in the runny water.
The kitten crossed her legs. She looked worried.
Splish-splash. Splish-splash. Oh, how | love the runny, full, wet, drippy water.
The kitten turned a deep shade of purple as she held her breath. Unable to
bear it any longer, she tore off the rug toward the litter box. Doing her business in
record time, she raced back to the mat, coming to a dismayed stop at the edge.
The cat squatted at the corner of the rug, flipping a tassel back and forth.
Do you mind? her expressionsaidt o t he ki tten. |1 O0m getting
Me , |l 6m fed up. |l t6s I mpossible to be in t
at my heels and both cats toying alternatively with starvation and kidney

implosion so as not to lose their claim on the rug to the other.

AWe have to take action,o | tell my husban

He sighs. AYoubre right. Webve spoiled the
commi t ment on our part, | d&m sure we can teac

| stare at hi m. AWhat ?0

He stares back. A Wer ene that weyneedtoffrdnewg t o | ect

ways of reward and discipline, so as to create a more fair, harmonious

environment where we all |l earn a |l esson abou



AUh, no. |l was going to suggest we go buy
andletthemduke it out there. o

He thought for a moment. AROkay, thatds goo
Too bad we dondt have kids. Wedd make grea
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El Toro Gato

| am envious of other people and their cat
relationship apdssombat mtheitbsats seem so0én

| was at a frienddbs home the other day whe
jingling ball tied around its collar presented itself.

AnOh, how cute, o | said. Al have a tuxedo k

AWat ch t hi s, 0Shegotiddwn oryall fbursiardthd jingling kitty
bounced over to her and they gently bumped heads.

AWe used to just rub noses but now she |ik
She beamed at the El Toro cat.

Al snét that sweet ?0

This got me thinking. Whydoes ndét my cat perform cute tri
barely deems to let me touch her. As | drove home, | became more indignant.
What was going on here? | pay for the food. | scoop up the kitty litter. | replace
my sofa cushions monthly. I, too, deserve a head-butt.

The cat knew something was up the minute | walked in the door. This may or

may not have had something to do with me immediately throwing my briefcase



and purse on the table and dropping to the floor in front of her, arms splayed
across the hall to prevent her untimely escape.

AHI baby, o0 | said, easing my head down tow

ANIi ce kittyébo

My ophthalmologist tells me | am healing nicely and should be able to remove
the eye patch within the month.

Thereds a woman who writesmaldtowhpapeteimi ng c ol
our area. ltés the type of column | wuswually
know nothing about (dirt, nature, and enjoying dirt and nature), and never covers
items | am interested in (howoctllp air conditdi
acceptable to plant fake flowers outside and try to pass them off as real).

I n a recent column, this writer wrote abou
ants that worked to dislodge a splinter from the body of a fourth; mother dolphins
that stayedwith t heir babies trapped in fisher mends
both mother and infant drowned; and a group of sparrows that picked up a
wounded sparrow and flew it off a busy street and into a city park. Anyone
reading her article would come away with the understanding that animals are
much more caring and compassionate then their human counterparts.

This woman needs to be introduced to my cats.

If I was lying stranded and bleeding in a net or on a busy street, the only
reason my cats might be bothered to notice is if my mortal injuries delayed their
feeding time.

Then they might nose me a bit in the hopes of encouraging me to get up and
open the canister that contains their food before | expired.

But this implies my cats go outside, which

They 6ve gotten so prissy they dondt even tr)
indicating distaste for my non-pleasing odor when | come in after a run. They are
aghast that my parentdéds dog will not only co
this state. | see their stares of horror and try to explain it to them.

AShe | ikes the salt,o | explain as the dog



The cats arendét buying it. They wal k away,
unspoken thoughts. That is just so uncouth and frankly, unsanitary. When is the
last time that beast had her shots?

| hope they are referring to the dog and not to me.

Anot her friend walks her cat on a | eash. g
whenever | get the harness out. o

| passed this information on to my husband

ANO, 06 he said.

ANo what?0 | asked.

ANo, we are not harnessing the cats, 0 he a

Al didndédt say | wanted to,o | said. #Al was

AAnd you candt make me, 0 he said crossing

AWhat ? | never éo

AYou candét dmdkeirhd dreave you if you try to

person too and | have rights and one of my rights is to not knowingly place
myself in harms way. o
|l rolled my eyes. fAFor heavenods sake, | di
He hel d his hand up, rpaldmheaciang . mé@Th@at ®@m
word. o
|l sighed. AwWell, okay, if you feel that st
harness the cats. 0
AReal ly? | won? | never win. Wow. Il won. T
A smile broke over his face and he wandered off toward the kitchen.
Well, what the heck. It just gives me more bargaining power for our next
discussion. Which | happen to know centers around an agonizing amount of back
work for him and a new garden for me.

Harness, indeed.
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Bath Time

Pots and pans flew, foundations rattled, and howls reached the heavens.
It was time to bathe the cats.
ABl oody hell, 0 growled my husband, attempt
the waterspout. The kitten had knocked the kitchen phone off the hook and was
frantically trying to reach PETA.
AYou got it, you got it,o | encouraged my
didndét dare get any closer for fear of being
This was the ultimate exercise in stupidity. Everyone knows cats bathe
t hemsel ves. But | 6d r doutddtle benaefitgafgemine arti cl e
annual bathing and decided our cats deserved only the best. And for this
decision, my husbanddés |ife now stood in dan
AfCome here and help me, 0 he barked.
The drenched catdés eyes glowed a mal evol en
Shedd been genpughutmstispdctahe reason she was wet and
miserable in the first place probably originated with me. Now as she heard me

summoned, an evil grin spread across her face.



A Um, maybe not, o6 | said, backing against t
Al 6ve got to g@getsutdise ofdstheaf Ot hes begged.
ANow pl ease, come here. o
| reluctantly crossed the room. The cat flexed her right paw, extending and
retracting the claw. | looked over to the corner where the kitten sat by the phone.
She saw me watching her and immediately assumed the defensive Okinawa
Crane pose from the Karate Kid movie. Back arched, she swayed on one foot,
daring me to approach. No help there.
After ten minutes, four plastic cups, and a near-filing for divorce, we got the
cat rinsed and released.
| turned to the kitten while my husband dabbed rubbing alcohol on his
wounds.
Al 611 take defense, you play offense, o | t
hoped was a gesture of encouragement. AGo ge
He abandoned dabbing and poured the alcohol over both arms, wincing.
ANo. |1 6m not going back in.o
ABut we canét have only one clean cat! o
The look he gave me suggested | back slowly from the room.
| kept my distance from him, and the cat, who was none too pleased the kitten
had escaped the wateryordeal. | n f act, since this bathing ej
during the night with the feeling of being w
my cat perched beside me, waiting for the right moment to take revenge.
At | east thatds my t ak eingtihgsandtielceahesl s ays |
l ong since forgotten about the bath, but 16n
| may have the kitten teach me that Okinawa Crane technique.

Just in case.
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Jingle Ball Horrors

As a responsible pet guardian, | make sure to keep up on the latest
recommendations and innovations in pet care by reading the ripped and wadded
up back issues of cat magazines at my vets every six months when | herd the
cats there for their biannual shots.

The most recent article | read discussed the importance of playtime with your
feline companions. Pets, the article emphasized, love and rely on playtime with
their owners.

It is a time of bonding and, if done regularly, will be something a pet looks
forward to with excited anticipation every day.

See, here all along | had assumed our cats were happy stuffing their faces
and then laying belly up in the sun for eight hour stretches. Little did | suspect
that behind those full bellies and warm fur, kitty hearts were breaking because
they did not have a regularly scheduled playtime with me.

| set about to remedy the situation.



Walking in the door with purchases from the pet store, | felt confident one of
the bags | held contained the secret to unlocking shared fun for me and my cats.
| started out simple with their favorite toy from kittenhood, the cotton mouse.
AHere kitties,o | said, dangling a bright
pl ay. o
The cat scratched her nose in her sleep and rolled over.
|l tried the kitten. ASee the mouse? Want t
The kitten sat up and yawned. | was encouraged. At least one of them was
awake.
| dug in the bag and pulled out rubber cheese.
AOooooh, 6 I exclai med. ALook at the pretty
the pretty cheese?0
The kitten looked at the cat who gave a | have no idea but just ignore her and
maybe shedoll | eave shrug.
| clapped my hands. AHey, 0 | announced. AY
play with me, | bought all these toys, so guess what? We are going to play
toget her . Now then. o
| pulled two identical candy-cane striped jingle balls out of the bag. Jingle,
jingle. Jingle, jingle. They made a happy noise.
The cats lay back down and turned their backs to me.
AAw, c¢co6mon! o | begged. fAOne round of chase
how. o
And so it was | found myself rolling a jingle ball down the hallway and running
after to retrieve and roll it again 95 and again. | was panting when | returned to
the cats after five rounds.
ASee?0 | huffed. Altds not so0éo
But they were gone. | searched the house until | found the cat munching
ni bbles out of the kittends dish and the kit
room credenza in the hopes of hiding from me.
AFine, you win,o0 | said, abandoning the to

wonodt play. o



Cut to two AM and my husband and | warm under the blankets and deep in
our dreams.

Jingle, jingle. Jingle, jingle.

My husband rolled over. fiWassd that?06 he m
Jingle, jingle.

Al bought the cats some toys, o0 | said. ATh
andt hey 6l |l quit. o

Jingle, jingle. Jingle, jingle. Jingle, jingle. Jingle, jingle.

Annoying, but bearable. Bearable that is, until the cats discovered how much
better the balls sounded on hardwood floors.

JNGLE JINGLE. JINGLE JINGLE. JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE

JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE.

Pause.

JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE JINGLE

JINGLE.

Two hours later and there was no end in sight. Not only were the cats
enthralled with their new playtime of AChase
a |l ove of the game fAiKeep Away. 0 As in every

balls from them, they hid them somewhere unfindable, sitting and staring at us
until we returned to bed. Then they retrieved the balls and reinstated soccer
practice on the hardwoods outside our bedroom.
|l tds been a week, and | still candét find t
The cats obviously have some secret hiding
know theydre out there. Because | ate at nigh
drawing closer, we hear them coming.
Jingle, jingle.
Sometimes we hold each other and cry.

Those stupid pet magazines.



-17-
The Creature Under The Fridge

At first | didndét believe there was anyt hi
thought the cats were just messing with us.
But | reconsidered. We live in a large historic home and have had our fair run
of mice over the years. Usually they enter through the large wooden cupboard
next to the stove where we store our Tupperware®. But the cats werenot
any attention to the cupboard. Their attention was focused under the fridge.
They prowled along the baseboards, sniffing so hard their bodies shook with
the effort. Deep growls emanated from their throats. They would lie on the
wooden floor, tails twitching, just watching, waiting.
| became wary of going near the fridge. All | could picture was a small, furry
rodent scurrying over my bare foot in the morning as | reached for the orange
juice. | started standing as far back from the door as possible and leaning my
body in to grab whatever snack | needed before hurrying to the other side of the
kitchen. The cats observed my discomfort and acted accordingly.
The next time | entered the kitchen, both cats were lying contently. But as |

neared the fridge the older cat tensed her body, and scootched on her stomach



closer to the fridge, peering intently beneath. Her tail whipped back and forth in
warning.

AWhat is it?0 | whispered. fADo you see the

The cat gave me a we-have-a-situation-here look that indicated | could help
most by shutting up. | scurried out of the kitchen.

The next day the kitten joined in the fun. The minute | stepped into the kitchen

she raced toward the fridge and plunged both paws underneath. | leapt onto the

countertop.
AWhat icsiied?0 ADi d you get it?06 The kitten
the fridge. | decided breakfast wasnoét that

skip it. Maybe forever.
And so it went. The cats stood guard for hours at a time.
At night | would feel my way through darkened halls to the kitchen for a glass
of water and there they were, waiting, their slanted eyes glittering in the pale
moonlight filtering in through the window.
The cats refused to leave their guardposts, and the creature under the fridge
grew in my mind to epic proportions of filth, hair, and malicious intent. | started
giving the cats 101 extra snacks to keep their strength up.
ABe good girls,o | told them. ACatch the
| spoke to my husband about calling in an exterminator.

Or an army of them.

AWhat for?0 he asked.

ATo kill the creature under the fridge, o
AWhat creature?0 he asked.

AOh my God, are you blind?0 | said. #fAThe

obviously some huge, horrible, fanged mutant mouse thing that has taken refuge
in our home.
Probably the only reason we havenoét been

are protecting us. o



He smirked. AThe only reason the cats sit
every time you wal k by. just lielaround thelrent onl y one
room. O

| stared at him, sure | heard wrong. Was he inferring that my babies would
intentionally mislead me, purely for their own gain? But my husband is an
intelligent and astute man, an honest man. It came down to having to believe the
love of my life or thinking something slightly ill of my cats. It was a simple choice.

AYou are full of it,o I told him. Al 6m t el
there is something huge and horrible under there. Now please, call in the
National Guar d. o

As we entered the kitchen, both cats snapped to attention.

The older cat approached the fridge and growled.

The kitten hissed and arched her back. Both peered hopefully up at me from
the corners of their eyes.

Squatting on all fours, my husband peered under the fridge. Grimacing, he
reached for the broom and raked out four bouncy balls coated in grime, two
browned and wilted pieces of |l ettuce, 14 mar
guess), three pieces of pasta, and a Christmas ornament we lost two years ago.

He started to get up, took a second look, and eased the broom back under
the fridge. As he drew the broom toward us, | glimpsed something brown and
dirty. Then the cats were upon it. All we could see were claws, ears, and tails. |
screamed, my husband tried to pull the cats away, and marbles rolled
everywhere. When the cats finally separated

Whatever had been pulled out was now no more than a few stray wisps of

cobweb, some I|int, andslunch in our <catso st
Al told you so,0 my husband and | said at
He | ooked at me. AThere was no creature. o
| |l ooked back. fAThere most certainly was.

berserk?o
AYes, over an old mouse toy. o

AOr aeantainng rodent . O



AWas not. o
A Wa so .too
AWas not . 0O
AWas too. O
The disagreement continues to this day. | suspect his insistence that there
was nothing under the fridge is simply a manly cover to conceal his fear of the
beast that almost destroyed us.
So I 6ve explained Dadidhewonts abkhowlhWedgef
both extremely grateful for their saving our lives from the horrible fanged mutant

creature that surely lived under our fridge.
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Can You See Me?

I —= =

When she was little, my sister used to poke her fingers beneath the bathroom
door and wiggle them.

AfiCan you see me?0 shedd ask.

iGo away, 0 whoever was inside would

She would shove her hand further beneath the door.

ANow? Can you see me now?o

nYes, | see you now. Can you please

The hand would disappear and there would be a light thud as she leaned her
small body against the door.

AWhen are you coming out?0o0

We were all happy to see that phase end, and | thought my days of being
stalked while on the toilet were over. | admit to giggling when friends moaned
about how their children never left them alone, even when they were in the

bathroom.

answer

go

fiShoul débve had cats, o | i nformed them

But my life of bathroom solitude has been upended.

awa

s mug



Both cats have recent | ycloskeédoordheidaclbsetey canot
door, bedroom door, ord you guessed itd bathroom door.

They scared the daylights out of me the first time. | woke in the middle of the
night and felt my way to the bathroom. Half asleep, | sat on the toilet, when
suddenl y,! ofi Wrhiempat hroom door flew open and
illuminated in the doorway. She gazed steadily at me before turning away. My
heart raced. | felt |ike 1 06d been given a wa

Keep the door open, or else.

|aletedmyhus band the next morning. NnBetter | ock
the bathroom. o

AWhy? |1 s asking you to stay out not enough

ANo, ités the cats, o0 | said, |l ooking over
doors. o

AUhuh, 6 he said sl owl yr.neiddénwdhyl?sshoul d be c

But Mister Oh-so-s mar t wasnoét | aughi-slagnmedithen t he cat :
bathroom door open while he was reading Newsweek. | was upstairs when |
heard his call for help.

AWould you get the cats out of here?0 he a
watc hi ng. o

So we started | ocking the door. Thatoés whe
underneath the door.

It was cute for a while. A tiny white paw would slide beneath the door and tap
the floor.

Can you see me?

But then there was the talking. Finding thedoorwou | dndét budge and una
reach us from beneath the door, the cats would sit outside the locked door and
Atal ko to the person inside.

AMrow.-rRwewr Mow?0o0

When are you coming out?




































