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Introduction

I have a fond memory from my babyhood of being snuggled up to a warm fuzzy presence. It wasn’t a teddy bear or any other cuddly toy. It was a cat called Tiger, the family cat which liked to snooze next to me in my pram but was only allowed to do so when my mother was there to supervise so that I would come to no harm. Tiger would purr loudly and send me to sleep, my mother said, and acted as a kind of guardian. I could feel Tiger’s affection for me and I grew to love him and, through him, other cats.

During my life I have rarely been without the companionship of a cat and it is unthinkable that I would willingly choose otherwise. I am aware that there are many other people who feel the same way as I do. When I ponder why we cat lovers feel so attached to cats, I believe that it is due to the rare and special qualities that cats possess which beguile, charm and enchant us. In addition, for me, there is something indefinable inside me which has a feelgood effect whenever I am near a cat. It is not something I can fully articulate, it simply exists. It emerges as an attraction which I cannot resist, and perhaps it is so for the many other people who are slaves to cats.

My wife Catherine knows me better than anyone else but there is a part of me which can only be reached by a cat. When I meet cats that I haven’t met before, they usually appear to recognise something in me to which they instantly relate with miaows, purrs and flicks of the tail. Their presence close to me, especially if we are old friends, makes me feel special and I begin talking to them as I would to a person. Cats are good listeners and to people who share their lives they show non-judgmental, unconditional acceptance of anything that is said. It does not matter to a cat how you look or are dressed. Cats, like other animals, judge a person by the feelings they express and by the ways in which they behave towards them.

Cats can also be very caring. They are quick to note distress in people and will often attempt to soothe the person simply by being close like a comfort blanket. Stroking a cat on your knee can have a therapeutic outcome. It will often make you feel better after you’ve had a bad day and usually restores calmness and ease to a stressed personality. But as all cat lovers know, you can only gain a cat’s love if you are prepared to work at the relationship. A cat will respond to you solely on its own terms, that is if you take the time and effort to make friends with it. It does not give its love cheaply and will demand a degree of indulgence and worship from you first. When the cat is satisfied that you are a genuine friend and prepared to minister to its wants and comfort, then you will be treated to reciprocal love and adulation. It’s a complex relationship in which a cat will sometimes deliberately ignore you because it has something of its own to think about: cat things which humans do not understand. It is the cat’s superior air of independence, that autonomy of mind, which can be so irritating to us but which also endears us to them.

Human relations with cats go back a long way in history. The cats that first approached and joined human settlements were accepted initially for their services in killing vermin to protect food stores but their loving attributes were eventually recognised and they were adopted as pets. Their service to mankind is extraordinary and known throughout the world. When they join a household they bring companionship to the lonely and aged as well as joy to the younger generation, for who can resist the playfulness of a kitten? By the expression of their personalities they inspire people to prize them and want to extol them. We all tend to feel sentimental about our cats but it should be recognised that cats return the sentiments of love and affection we have for them with interest.

The number of books written about cats far exceeds that for any other animal and the amazing phenomenon is that men and women still go to extraordinary lengths to share the uniqueness of their beloved pet cats with friends and a reading public which has a huge appetite for cat books. It is surprising how lovingly we regard our cat friends. When a cat of mine dies my sorrow and pain at the loss knows no depths. It is akin to losing a beloved family member which is the role our cats fulfil for us. To pluck a quote from Shakespeare’s Hamlet and apply it to our feline friends: “What a piece of work is a Cat.”

As for me, I think my two Maine Coon Cats, Luis and Max, are not just wonderful but even more than this, as my wife and I could not contemplate life without them.

Denis O’Connor (author of Paw Tracks in the Moonlight)
October 2011
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Funny Cat Tales

I’ve spent the last year gathering first-hand accounts from cat owners. Among the many and varied responses I received, there were a lot of humorous stories about the funny things that cats do, so I thought we should start with a selection of these.

 

 

A Cat Bearing Gifts

Billy, 52

I used to have a Bengal cat called Bobo and he was just wonderful at bringing in presents on a regular basis. I have been told that when cats bring you presents they’re supposed to be food offerings but I think that the gifts brought to me by Bobo sometimes had other motives.

Bobo was very possessive of me and hated it when I had other people to stay. My mother-in-law was once presented with a filthy old boot and a friend of my husband’s who I really didn’t like very much was given a very smelly and rotting carrot, placed right next to his pillow for when he woke up. I have been given dead birds and rodents but the strangest present of all was a small tub of hyacinths, dragged in through the cat flap and pulled upstairs to my bedroom.

It was still in its pot and had lovely sweet smelling blue flowers still planted in its soil. I’ve never known a cat to bring anything like that. I put them onto my bedroom window sill and watered them regularly and they were in flower a long time. During late summer I dug up the bulbs and put them in a bag in the airing cupboard so that I could plant them the following spring. Each time they come into bloom Bobo sits on my bed with me looking at them and purrs loudly.

Playful Tilly

Joan, 36

I have a cat called Tilly who is a busy, playful young tortoiseshell female. She loves to play with me. She seems to have worked out that I play with her more when she brings me something that I find amusing for her to play with. I could spend all day playing with her but I work from home in my office in the spare bedroom. I also have another cat called Ben who is an older male and who considers the upstairs to be his domain and will not tolerate Tilly being on the first floor.

One day I heard a furious caterwauling coming from downstairs. I looked down from the railings on the landing, and saw Tilly standing next to one of my sheepskin slippers that she had dragged out from the downstairs bedroom where I sleep. There were three shoes around her that she had apparently pulled out of my bedroom and it was clear that she wanted me to be downstairs and playing with her. As I went downstairs Tilly began purring as hard as she could and I didn’t have the heart to refuse to play with her so we spent half an hour together in the hall. I can’t do that every day and it appears that Tilly understands that. Sometimes I find her playing with my slippers at the foot of the stairs by herself but she is always happier if I go downstairs for a few minutes.
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Banjo and Bella

Jackie, 33

Both my cats are little rascals. Banjo is a large brown Burmese male and rules the house. Bella is a tiny black female cat who is very sweet-natured but rather plump. Banjo is very cuddly but also very opinionated. Whatever you try to do, whether it is reading, sewing, cooking or trying to work from home, Banjo is right there in the middle of it all. You can tell when he’s building up to a demand for complete attention.

Bella spends her days finding new ways to show us her tummy, inviting us to give it a rub. She’s mastered the art of getting someone to pet her whenever she chooses. She loves to hide, thinking nobody can see her, whether it is in a box, beneath a rug, or under the coffee table. She’s funny in a sweet, loving way, but you would have to love cats to really appreciate her distance and her humour.

Banjo is about a year younger than Bella, and he still remains the naughty kitten. He loves to jump and climb onto everything, from the refrigerator, to the windowsill, to the top of doors. He is an acrobat who can balance himself on the narrowest of ledges. There is nowhere in our home that he hasn’t explored or sniffed, from the tops of bookcases to the cupboard under the bathroom sink.

As long as he stays off the kitchen work tops and dining room table, we pretty much let Banjo jump and climb anywhere he wants to. He’s agile enough not to knock things over or scratch anything during his playtimes. There was one night however, when even Banjo surpassed himself. He had been outside having a sniff about when he jumped on top of our compost heap. My husband had recently filled it much higher and somehow Banjo got stuck in it. We heard a loud yowl and then some scrabbling noises. When we went into the garden there was Banjo up to his neck in compost. His paws had got covered in compost so he couldn’t dig himself out.

My husband had to get a shovel to get him out. When he came back into the kitchen he smelled absolutely terrible. Bella took one sniff and, because she didn’t recognise his smell, growled and ran off to hide. I had to take him upstairs to the shower and after his earlier trauma he took it very badly, I had to wrap him in a towel to wash him or I would have been scratched to bits.

Eventually, we got him clean and dry and Banjo doesn’t go anywhere near the compost heap now.

Odd Habits

Sam, 40

I have a cat called Felix who jumps up and taps my back from behind. It’s always quite startling because you don’t know that he’s about to do it. If I’m doing the dishes or preparing food he sneaks up behind me and launches himself at my back. He also stretches up my back legs while I am standing and paws at my thighs. I think it happens when he’s feeling playful. I have to stop what I am doing and chase him, he loves it. Sometimes he just wants to play chase and sometimes he will run and then stretch out on the carpet to have his tummy tickled. He also knows that if he jumps in a cardboard box, he will get attention because I find it so funny.

A Cat in the Bath

Geraldine, 29

I have a cat called Tod who is obsessed with the bath. When I first brought him home he got straight into my bathtub and settled down to sleep. I offered him a blanket and a chair for a bed but no, he wanted to sleep in the bath. If anything ever scares him he goes straight to the bath and gets in it. At first I worried that he wouldn’t like it when I actually had a bath but in fact, it was just the opposite. If I got into the bath, so did he, but he seemed to hate being wet and always jumped out again quickly.

He also likes to join me in the shower. He jumps in then jumps straight out again, soaking wet. Sometimes he gets all caught up in the shower curtain and falls back into the bath, sliding around as if he’s on skis. I always end up gently picking him up out of the water. This often goes on for a while; him jumping into the water, and me rescuing him. If he doesn’t like water, why does he do it? When I get out of the bath he watches the water as it drains down the plug hole and swipes at it with his paw as if he wants to kill it.

Tod always puts his paws in his drinking water too. He wipes his paw round and round in the water then licks it. It’s as if he loves it and hates it at the same time. He gets fascinated when I do the washing up and often walks around the sink staring into the bowl of water with big dilated pupils.

When I go into the bathroom he races after me, pushes his way through the door and starts meowing at me. He jumps onto the laundry basket and shouts in my face. Sometimes he gets into the bath and gives me a defiant look that seems to say. “What are you going to do about this then?” He really is very strange.

Recently, I have started running ‘play baths’ for Tod. I make them very shallow, just enough to cover his paws and after a while I pull the plug out so that he can chase the water down the drain. He seems to love that, possibly because he doesn’t get too wet. He can march around in the water for a full half hour before getting bored of it. I’ve even seen him sit down in the water too, giving him a very wet tail. Sometimes he tries to drink the bath water but it makes him sneeze.

When I go to work, I leave him a large washing up bowl with some water in it in the bathroom so that he can entertain himself whilst I’m out. Every evening when I get home he rushes to greet me leaving little wet paw prints on the hallway floor. He really does seem more affectionate since I’ve made him a paddling pool. He spends most evenings curling up with me purring contentedly. Even if I need to work on something in the evening he sits on my desk beside my computer gazing lovingly at me.

Juju

Lisa, 19

My cat Juju has an odd habit. If she sees anyone crying, she attacks them. She will bite their toes and then, if they are still crying, she jumps up at their legs and starts clawing at them.

Juju’s now two years old and started doing this about a year ago. My sister was crying in her room and when the cat went to see what was happening, she got her toes bitten. The other day I was crying and she did the same thing, except this time she made a weird angry noise at the same time.

Juju is a very odd little cat.
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Marbles

Megan, 35

My cat Stacy collects marbles. There is a little boy living next door and he often plays marbles in his garden. When he’s out there Stacy will jump onto the fence to watch and when his back is turned she quickly sprints into his garden, grabs a marble and races back home with it to put it behind the sofa. She then spends hours scrabbling about down there with it, swiping it out from under the sofa then chasing it back again.

She also tries to eat balloons after they have burst. She went wild after my daughter’s fifth birthday party when the children burst some of the balloons at the end. Unfortunately, they are not digestible and tend to come out in the garden!

Under the Sofa

Nina, 23

My cat Molly is very playful. Sometimes when I’m chasing her she sticks her head under the sofa but leaves her back end sticking out. I think that she thinks that I can’t see her. I gently touch her back with my hand and she makes a ‘brruh’ noise. If I try to do some sewing she constantly makes a grab for the thread. She even pats me with her paw when I’m washing my hair. If I get up to use the bathroom in the middle of the night she’s always in my spot on the bed when I return as if to say “Do you dare to move me?” There’s never a dull moment with Molly.

Maurice’s Antics

John, 32

My cat Maurice loves climbing onto our balcony railings to try to catch birds. Sometimes, he hides behind flower pots on the balcony in the hope that the birds will actually land nearby so that he can catch them easily but they never do. It’s probably because he’s huge and ginger; very hard to miss. Mostly the birds give the balcony a wide berth.

The roof of our downstairs neighbour’s kitchen is about ten foot below our balcony and it’s not unusual for some of the birds to land there, especially as our neighbour often puts out scraps for the birds to eat. Sometimes Maurice sits with his head through the balcony railings flicking his tail and squeaking insults at the birds on the roof.

One day last spring Maurice had had enough of them and actually jumped over our balcony onto the roof below. As he did so the birds all scattered and flew away, leaving our big, fat, ginger cat alone on the rooftop. The problem was that the kitchen is on the edge of quite a steep slope and it would have been too far down for Maurice to get off the roof that way. He was also too overstuffed to jump back onto our balcony so he was stuck there. Eventually he began to yell for help.

I went downstairs and round the side of the building trying to persuade Maurice to jump into my arms. He just looked at me as if I was mad and stayed where he was. I had to get the ladder and try to reach him that way. I prayed that my neighbour was in because the ground is too steep there for the ladder to be stable without someone holding it.

I was in luck, Roy, my neighbour, came round the side of the building after hearing Maurice’s pleas for help. We had a difficult time getting the ladder into a stable place and I began to climb up towards my cat. As I reached the rooftop he looked at me with contempt and sort of slid down the wall of the building to the ground leaving me and Roy looking like fools trying to get to an empty rooftop.

When we put the ladder away, Maurice was waiting placidly at the door to be let inside, looking at me as if all the drama was my fault.

Attention Seeker

Rachel, 25

My cat is insane but I put up with him because he is very affectionate. He’s an Abyssinian sand-coloured cat with green eyes. I often think he was a Prince in his past life. He has a foot obsession, destroys sofas, chews doors and loves walking on the kitchen table to annoy me. He will do anything for attention. Human behaviour fascinates him and he always needs to be near me. He seems to get separation anxiety if I leave the house for a day.

The Bedroom Door

Joe, 36

My former cat Harley had an odd trick. He somehow figured out how to knock on my closed bedroom door. It wasn’t pawing at the door but actual knocking. It sounded like someone was desperately trying to wake me up due to an emergency of some sort but when I opened the door all I’d find was a ginger cat looking expectant. The first time it happened I actually got mad at my flat-mate, assuming he was playing a joke on me.

Harley also used to crouch behind doors and leap out on your toes when you walked by. He was a loveable nuisance because he must have weighed about 15lbs and it hurt when he smacked into your foot with all his claws out. He lived to be about fifteen years old and died out in the garden one night.

I still miss that cat.

Mina the Rabbit

Dawn, 37

Let me tell you that Mina is my cat and she is one year old. I used to live in the country but I moved to the city some years ago. I moved to a large flat and I was given Mina by a neighbour. Mina was very small and shy when I first got her; she used to hide under the furniture.

Now however, she’s the coolest cat, I think she doesn’t consider herself to be a cat, instead of trotting the way that cats do, she jumps like a rabbit, and she’s always chasing anything that moves. She also likes to play with her toys, at night she brings her toys to me and drops them on the floor in front of me. I have to throw them and she bounces off to catch them, and bring them back.

She can play that game for hours, long after I want to give up.

Close to You

Claire, 35

My cat’s called Minky and her favourite spot is in her cat bed right beside the computer where I work.

She loves to be near me. A lot of the time she will sit right next to the keyboard as well, until I coax her to leave and go back to her bed. When she wants something she will walk across the front of the screen repeatedly until I give her what she wants. She sometimes disappears for the night but if she’s in she has to sleep right up next to me.

She’s very inquisitive and picks new toys every week; sometimes it is a cardboard box or a bit of wool or a conker. She’s funny that way. I think it’s because she’s quite intelligent. She often changes where she sits during the day as well. At the moment it’s by the front door where the sunlight from the window in my door leaves a warm patch on the parquet floor. I guess her choice of different spots to lounge in makes her life more interesting.

Suzy and Malley

Jane, 20

I have two cats and they’re both a bit odd. Suzy gets very startled and bolts from the room when anyone makes any sudden movement. She’s very easily frightened. She also loves chocolate cake and almost anything else that’s sweet. I find this strange because someone once told me that cats can’t actually taste anything sweet. I don’t know if that’s true or not but Suzy seems to enjoy it so she must taste something. I try not to give her too much though because I know sugar is bad for their teeth.

My other cat Malley hates the sound of an aerosol can. He goes crazy and runs away to hide. I think it’s because it sounds like a cat hissing at him. Malley also gets really mean whenever Suzy is around. He’s very jealous of her because she’s quite attention seeking.

Malley will sneak up behind Suzy and, without warning, bite the backs of her back legs where they are most bony so it hurts. She always gives him a smack afterwards but he never takes any notice of that; it doesn’t deter him. Both cats love to play with paper bags. One gets in and the other jumps on the cat in the bag. They also attack human hands in paper bags too, though I sometimes turn the tables and get my ‘hand in the bag’ to attack them. This freaks them both out!

Harry the Office Cat

Mark, 40

There is an office cat where I work called Harry. It’s a family company and they are quite relaxed so it is not as unusual as it might sound. Harry always has to sit in my in-box even though he is about half a cat too fat for it. He also insists on sitting on any pieces of paper that are on my desk, no matter how many other places there are to sit, if there is one sheet of paper on the table, you can be sure he’ll sit on it. It sometimes means that I’m not as productive as I might be but I love him being there. It somehow makes it seem less like work.

Miss Paws

Sarah, 46

My cat Miss Paws, loves those shiny-coloured foil chocolate and sweet wrappers. If she sees you unwrap a sweet she’s immediately over by your chair meowing for the wrapper. She likes you to roll it into a ball and throw it. After she’s played with it for a while she will carry it off to her stash behind the shoe rack in the hall. Whenever I clean I find a little pile of different-coloured foil balls.

Of course, Christmas is her absolute favourite time of year. It is at this time of year that Miss Paws can get visitors to eat sweets and throw the wrappers for her too. I always have to warn guests that if they decide to have a chocolate they will be expected to join in with her game. In fact, they won’t have any choice!

Garlic and Worms

Caroline, 70

I used to have a cat called Florence who collected worms. It was a nightmare because I’m really frightened of them. She would bring them in and leave them in a little pile under the kitchen table. Florence would sit on the kitchen windowsill and watch the robins on the grass and then go outside and copy them by pulling up worms. She didn’t eat them; she just loved to pull them out of the soil. She also talked to flies by giving a little chirrupy sound whenever they flew around her. She hated all flying things.

Florence also had a thing about garlic. She loved to eat raw garlic even if it was still in its skin. If anyone was cooking with garlic Florence demanded to be given a clove to chew on. She would meow for garlic until she got her way. She often smelled of garlic when she came to snuggle up to you. She also ate olives and capers. I’ve never had a cat since with such a bizarre taste in food.


Emotional Cats

In this section we find sensitive and temperamental cats, as well as pets that comfort their owners, or respond to their emotional moods.

 

 

Chatty and Understanding

Ruth, 41

My daughter has Asperger’s Syndrome and struggles with emotional attachments, finding them hard to develop herself and hard to understand others’ emotional reactions to her. Having heard that animals could be good for anyone on the autistic spectrum, we adopted a Siamese cat called Mimi to see if there was any truth behind the rumours.

Mimi bonded instantly with my daughter, talking to her and rolling against her, purring. My daughter seemed to become attached to her immediately. Mimi put up with being held, snuggled, being stuffed into the front of a jumper and being made to sleep on a cushion on the bed.

To my surprise my daughter involves the cat in long complicated conversations and Mimi sits with her as if she is listening. My daughter has learned empathy as well as learning to express affection in cat acceptable ways. She also loves drawing and painting and Mimi fancies herself as something of an art critic. When she likes a drawing she lets you know by sitting on it.

Bruno the Carer

Elizabeth, 34

I broke my leg last winter and when I came back from the hospital with my leg in a cast my Siamese cat Bruno immediately seemed to settle into the job of nursing me. He would jump up on my bed and snuggle against me even though the cast must have felt hard and uncomfortable for him. My husband who was home when I had the accident (I fell on some ice whilst I was carrying the shopping home), told me that Bruno began to walk around the house making a weird wailing noise as if he instinctively knew that something bad had happened. Apparently he began looking behind furniture and jumping up on all the window sills trying to see outside.

The whole time that the cast was on my leg, Bruno rarely left my side. When I had the cast removed Bruno seemed to be as happy about it as I was and rubbed around my legs purring. It’s lovely to know that he’s as fond of me as I am of him.

Mr. Tail

Colin, 44

Mr. Tail wasn’t like other cats. Throughout his life he thought he was a kitten. He would sleep in the bed with my husband and me and suck on our ears to wake us up. He was very vocal, outgoing and friendly and everyone on our street knew Mr Tail and would shout a “hello” to him wherever they saw him. He had a very distinctive white and black pattern, a black tail and “hat” and a few blobs of black, but otherwise he was white. Every night when I came home from work, he would be waiting by the door meowing and turning round and round as I climbed the steps.

We would touch noses and then he would go inside with me. He loved to drink out of a cup. He never drank from a bowl. Mr Tail frequently brought home birds, squirrels, mice and the occasional frog. Not pleasant to deal with, but I’m told that they bring these to you as a gift and he made sure that they were always waiting out in the hall by my shoes.

Sadly, Mr Tail was hit by a car last year and died instantly. We miss him so much. Eventually we will get another cat but it’s going
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My Soul Mate

Jerry, 49

I work as a vet and over the years I’ve treated many cats and never particularly liked them. They were hard to read and easily stressed. However, my attitude towards them changed when I met Sooty. Sooty was a male black cat; very sleek and very proud. As soon as I looked at him, I fell in love immediately. A woman brought him in because she had found him abandoned at the end of her street in a cardboard box, she didn’t know where else to take him. As soon as I saw him I knew he would be coming home with me.

Sooty and I were so in tune with each other that he knew when I was tired, and he would nuzzle me to tell me that it was time to go to bed. My sister came to stay with me for a while and said that Sooty sometimes just sat on my bed and watched me sleep. He always wanted to be in the same room as me and would follow me everywhere.

I had my appendix out and whilst I was at home recovering, Sooty would sit next to me patting my hand to look after me. When I gave him a stroke, he pushed my hand to my chest and put both of his front legs over it, as if to say, “Don’t worry about me, I’m here for you”.

He died in his sleep after being with me for twelve years. He was the best animal to enter my life and although I have other cats now, I think of him every day, and thank him for being my friend and companion and letting me love him back.

Cat Woman

Mary 75

There was a time when my neighbours used to call me the Cat Woman. I had twenty-five cats that I fed at my back door. Gradually however, they either died or moved on and now I only have one, a cute little grey and white one called Pebble. Pebble is always with me.

When my brother died, Pebble could tell how unhappy I was. He used to come into my bedroom in the morning and instead of fussing for food like he normally did, he would get into bed with me and snuggle up to me purring. It was a real comfort to feel his little warm body cuddling into my neck and I am very grateful that he is there when I wake up because no one else is.

Tabitha

Donna, 20

During my high school years, life was hell. I had severe problems in school that made me feel really down. I skipped school for many days at a time and stayed in my bedroom for hours, just lying on my bed. I didn’t want to talk to my parents because I knew they would reprimand me. Basically, I’d really lost interest in life and in mankind. I felt so alone and useless.

One weekend, my cousin came to visit and brought me a two-month-old tabby kitten. As soon as I put it on my lap, it fell asleep. We had owned a cat before, but that one never slept on my lap. I called her Tabitha and we set about getting used to each other.

Within two weeks the two of us were inseparable. I loved it when Tabitha woke me up in the mornings by lying on my chest purring. The mornings that used to be my worst times became really happy. My cat, Tabitha, was really an angel who saved me. It helped me through the hardest times.

Then, around three years after Tabitha arrived in my house, my grandfather died. I had to travel to my dad’s hometown for the funeral. I was only away for a few days, then I went back home. Back home, Tabitha was so overjoyed to see me that she bounced all around the room, over all the furniture, quite literally jumping for joy. I had no idea that cats pined for you in the same way that dogs do when you leave them to go on holiday. I found it really touching, the way this cat showed such affection for me. As I said I’d been really lonely at school and it was so nice to have a little furry friend. I don’t really believe in miracles, but if God really exists, I think He sent me an angel just to help me through the hardest times and I still thank Him for sending Tabitha to me.

The Best Cat in the World

Anna, 10

I am ten years old and my cat is my best friend.

Mum and Dad got her for me from the animal shelter. When they handed her to me she just looked at me and I said hello and she gave me a little meow to say hello back.

I held her for a while and she fell asleep on my lap. She sleeps with me and doesn’t seem to mind having to move all the time when I want to do something different. She follows me from room to room and runs to my bedroom whenever I go there. She pats me with her paw when she wants my attention and I am the only one that she allows to hold her.

She is white with a black mark above her left eye. She loves to play with her catnip mouse. When she catches it she rolls over and over on her back with her paws in the air. She makes me laugh and always knows when I don’t feel well. She won’t leave my side if I am sick. She is the best cat in the world.

Patch

Beryl, 57

When I was a little girl we owned a white cat with black splodges on her called Patch. She was a great companion and loved to sit on my lap when I read books. I spent many happy hours playing with her kittens and teaching them to jump over my hands on the floor. I noticed that if I was ill she would pay me even more attention than usual and she would stay with me purring intently as though she was willing me to get better. She died when I was fourteen and I missed her terribly.

That was over forty years ago and just recently a cat that looks very similar to her has started to appear in my garden. I’ve taken to feeding her in the hope that she will stay with me.

Lost Hearing

Helen, 64

My white oriental shorthair cat, Gillon, began making a strange wailing noise so, because something was clearly wrong, I took him to the vet. The vet did a full blood test on him because apparently a cat can behave that way when they have a bad illness. Fortunately, all the blood tests came back normal and the vet suggested that he might have become deaf. I didn’t really think he could be, because he has seemed to be able to hear me his whole life.

The vet tried various tricks to ascertain if he had indeed lost his hearing. The most telling was when he shook a metal can filled with coins, behind Gillon’s head directly between his ears. He said that cats hate that sound. A cat in a cage behind the vet shrunk to the back of it, but Gillon did nothing other than twitch his ears slightly. He could sense the vibration but couldn’t hear the noise.

It’s quite sad really. He no longer runs into the kitchen when I open a tin. His ears no longer twitch when I call his name and clapping loudly behind his head when he is up to something he shouldn’t be gets no response.

I was told that the reason he has lost his hearing is age. I didn’t think that happened with cats but it apparently does. He’s nearly seventeen years old. He is a purebred oriental shorthair, and they are bred to a certain standard so it is nothing to do with the fact that white cats can have hearing problems.

I comfort myself with the thought that, for most of his life, he could hear my voice. He would purr when I whispered in his ear. He could hear and respond when I said “Gillon.” He loved to make noises at the birds he saw outside the window. He always had the most expressive, twitching ears. Now, his ears stay front and centre, they don’t move in the same way any more.

I still cuddle and whisper to him though and he still purrs when I stroke and talk to him. If he can’t see me he gets anxious and starts to make his weird wailing noise and I have to go and stand in front of him so that he knows that I am there. I tell him that I’ll always be there.

Cuddly Simon

Kath, 30

I think that I must have the world’s most cuddly cat. He’s two years old and he’s called Simon.

Simon waits by my door every morning for me to wake up, and then he follows me through the house to the bathroom. He jumps up on the counter to watch me whilst I brush my hair and teeth and put on my makeup. Weirdly enough, when I sit on the toilet he has to sit on my lap; otherwise he sits in front of me meowing. He has to lie in my lap when I’m sitting down or lie on my chest if I’m lying down.

If I even think of reading a book and not paying enough attention to him, he’ll come right over and lie on my book, forcing me to interact with him. If I get my camera phone out to take pictures of him he knows it, and he gets all vain about it, rolling around the floor, and rubbing his face on the camera. Taking pictures makes him purr with pride because he clearly knows what a gorgeous model he is.

His favourite treat is tinned tuna and he’ll do anything to get his paws on some. The only downside is how much he sulks if I go out for the day; and God help me if I go on holiday. That can lead to him sulking for a whole month.

Chatty Sasha

Katie, 16

We actually have four cats but I am the closest to Sasha. She follows me everywhere and she is very talkative. She always knows when I’m upset. She sleeps with me and when I wake up I say, “good morning Sasha” and she looks at me and meows. When she wants something she taps my arm or hand with her paw until I pay attention and give her what she wants.

She is quite a chubby cat because she loves her food so much and she always lies on her back to have her tummy tickled. I brush her and run a flea comb through her every so often and she loves it. When I’m upset she rubs against my legs or if I’m sitting down she’ll get onto my lap and purr.

I love her so much.

My Cat is My Ears

Bel, 44

I have a wonderful cat named Blazer. I’m partially deaf and she’s been such a good companion to me. She lets me know when the phone is ringing by running to the phone and she wraps herself around my legs when someone knocks on the door. She wakes me up when it gets daylight or just before the alarm is about to go off. She doesn’t meow at the top of her voice so it’s hard for me to hear her and she knows I’m hard of hearing. One day my daughter moved her washer and dryer into my laundry room. We started doing some laundry; Blazer didn’t like the noise that the washing machine made and she suddenly jumped on me and pawed at me before getting off my lap and looking at me as if to tell me that I had to follow her. The laundry room floor was full of soapy water because my washing machine was leaking. I couldn’t turn it off, so I turned the electricity off at the fuse box on the wall. It was lucky she made such a fuss about it. When the washing machine repair man came he told me that the water could have short circuited the whole house and might even have caused a fire.

The Kittens

Martina, 39

A few years ago, I let one of my cats have kittens. I gave one of the kittens, a fun-loving, feisty one, to one of my neighbours. However, the neighbour treated her badly and eventually I got the cat back.

Even though the neighbour was supposed to be caring for her, little Missy, as she was called, would come round to my back door every day looking hungry and so I would feed her. I mentioned this to the neighbour one day and he told me that he often had to go away on business for a few days and he just put a big bowl of food on the floor and left her to it. I decided that I may as well let her back in. She was still close to her mother anyway.

Both Missy and her mum My are indoor and outdoor cats. I have a cat door for them so that they can be independent. My is very special to me; I’ve now had her for ten years and there’s never a dull day. I love her so much; she is quite maternal towards me. If I’m sick she comes and checks on me every hour and sleeps by me. She watches TV with me on the sofa. She really loves being with people. With My’s daughter back in the house, the level of fun and games increased and I’ve had to issue a lot of telling-offs but they’ve also been a lot of fun. Missy is the naughtiest but that’s probably because she is still quite young compared to My.

Three Cats

Andy, 33

I grew up with a cat called Benny and the loss of him was so heartbreaking that I didn’t get one again for a long time. Shortly after we married, my wife really wanted to get a cat and I tried to talk her out of it for fear of getting attached to another pet.

Clearly that didn’t work as we are now a three-cat family with two kids as well. Annie was the first, bought as an anniversary gift to ourselves. She is a feisty tortoiseshell Siamese who immediately decided that she was queen of the house.

She really hates the vet and can be temperamental but also very loving as long as it’s on her own terms. About five years later, after having two children, we got another cat, a tabby female called Nora. I love her the most, probably because she loves being with the children so she keeps them occupied. She hates being picked up and the kids know not to try that but she likes her head being rubbed. She is obsessed with treats and has the loudest meow if you produce anything she deems tasty. You can’t drink a glass of milk around her or eat anything without her sitting in front of you like a begging Labrador.

The third cat is a black shorthair called Jack. He wasn’t even supposed to be our cat. About a year ago I was helping my mum get another cat from the rescue centre and my wife picked up this little boy kitten and demanded that we keep him. He puts his paws around your neck every time you pick him up and nuzzles into your shoulder. When he sits with you it has to be on your shoulder and it takes him forever to settle down. The two females are much more distant and independent than Jack, whereas he seems really happy being a very interactive pet and would always rather be with people than outside or with other cats.

I suppose eventually I will have to deal with these cats getting old, but in the meantime I have remembered how much joy they bring into your life.

Jonty

Gail, 39

I had my cat Jonty almost his entire life, from when he was about five weeks old. A friend gave him to me after his mother, a feral female cat, had been run over and killed. Jonty was found wandering around my friend’s garden mewling for help. I agreed to take him in and hand rear him.

From the beginning Jonty was my special cat. When I went to work he followed me to the front door and then doubled back to watch me drive away from the living room window. He did the same thing in reverse when I got home again; waiting at the window then running into the hall. Apart from me, he didn’t seem to want anything to do with other humans and viewed them with extreme suspicion.

I remember that one year he appeared to have found himself a girlfriend, (although I had already had him neutered). The female cat hung around the garden for a few weeks and even left him a dead bird on the patio table. For those weeks he trotted about with his chest puffed up very pleased with himself.

He was also a sensitive cat. He seemed to know when I was feeling down or ill and would always come to me to cheer me up (he even did this just days before he died). Sometimes he’d show me affection by biting my arm then snuggling up to me.

About two years ago, he began to have problems with his teeth and the vet eventually diagnosed FIV. It made it painful for him to eat and resulted in dramatic weight loss. He gradually lost the ability to groom himself and in the end began to suffer from kidney failure. The vet advised me to have him put to sleep and I reluctantly agreed. I still miss him terribly, especially when I see all the places that he used to sit in and remember his antics around the house.

Different Personalities

Jenny, 31

We have three cats, Peter, Paul and Joey. All of them have very different personalities.

Joey loves to do somersaults. He goes out into the garden and actually does a front flip, head over paws. I should video him doing them. Our neighbour thinks it is incredibly funny and brings her grandchildren out to watch him. He also has a favourite tin that used to have marbles in it. He can often be found asleep with his head on it. It doesn’t look remotely comfortable but he seems happy with it.

Peter is a very talkative cat. He says hello every time you pass him. At first we thought it was his way of letting us know that he was around but I think he just loves to talk. If you speak to him, he will always give you a meow back.

Paul is a very tactile cat. He loves to sit on your lap. Every morning after he’s eaten his breakfast he will climb up and sit on you. He is always making some kind of physical contact with you. He likes to reach out with his paw and touch you on your arm. Paul’s actually my favourite because he’s so cuddly.

No Boys Allowed

Helen, 27

I used to live in a small studio apartment on my own and my cat Freddy was very laidback. However, since I moved into my current house with some friends, I have noticed changes in him; he has become very fierce. I gave him a chicken bone the other night, and he ran off growling at anyone who came anywhere near him. So, moving into this house has brought out his tougher, territorial side. This has even extended to my bed. It’s like living with my parents again, no boys allowed.

We also have a little kitten, Jims, who Freddy seems to have adopted. He almost behaves like mummy cat. During the day Freddy is more than happy to share my bed with Jims. It’s not an uncommon sight to walk into my room, and see the two of them curled up together fast asleep. However, it’s a completely different story when I go to bed. Then, Freddy gets grumpy and aggressive when Jims is in my room. I have to carry Jims downstairs and into the sitting room. After that, Freddy is suddenly a happy and cuddly cat again because he wants me all to himself.

Sally

Debbie, 42

We have a twelve-year-old cat called Sally who is diabetic. Early one morning last month she began acting strangely. She was walking around making weird noises and within an hour she was lying on the floor seeming very lethargic. She seemed unable to use her back legs and then she vomited.

Her breathing became shallow and I was very, very worried about her. I called our vet and told him that it was an emergency and the receptionist fitted her in immediately. We wrapped Sally in an old soft towel and rushed her to the vet’s surgery in her cat box. In my heart I really thought we were going to lose her before we got there. When we were in the car, Sally’s breathing became very erratic and once or twice I though she’d breathed her last breath.

The vet rushed her into the examining room and took her blood sugar level; it was at a dangerous level. We do get her tested often because of her diabetes and for a few months it’d been going quite well, but now she was pretty sick. However, the good news was that we had got her there in time. The vet got her blood sugar level back under control and also told us that she was developing arthritis in her hind quarters, which explained why she sometimes limps and seems unsteady on her legs.

When we got home, apart from the green bandage on her leg where they had taken a blood sample, she seemed absolutely fine. I am prepared to nurse her if her arthritis worsens because I’ve had Sally so long now and she has been such a good companion that I feel it’s the least I can do to repay her for her affection. She seems like her old self again now and she’s definitely glad to be home.

Tia’s Concern

Maria, 58

Whenever I’m upset, nervous or sick my little cat Tia will start watching me with a look of concern on her face. Then she’ll jump into my lap and won’t go away till I’m smiling again.

I’m Not A Cat Person But...

Steven, 34

I don’t have a cat but my girlfriend does. I have sort of adopted him because my girlfriend has moved into my flat. Now he’s our cat and I call myself his daddy. He’s a black cat and his name is Milo.

I wasn’t really a cat person before I met him, but I definitely am now. He’s a really calm cat and loves affection. Sometimes he’ll get wired up and dash around the flat, but most of the time he’s really laid back. One of my favourite things that he does is give me and my girlfriend massages. Yes, our cat is a masseur. If I lie down, he’ll come up to me and rub me with his front paws. He usually likes to rub my stomach, probably because it’s one of the softer parts of my body and he thinks I’m like a big cushion. Also, if I’m in bed and my girlfriend is across the room at the computer, Milo will climb onto the bed with me and curl up in her space in the bed. He likes to keep me company and be my cuddly toy when my girlfriend is out. I think it’s because I started to feed him when I got up in the mornings.

Captain

Tom, 34

Some years ago I began a new job in New York and moved into an apartment with a friend. My friend had a huge Maine Coon cat called Captain. He was astonishingly large, I mean really, really huge. He must have weighed at least 20lbs and he had a really fluffy mane of fur around his neck. He stood in the hallway checking me out and then growled and sauntered off. To be honest I was quite intimidated by him at first.

Then, after I’d been there for about six weeks, I realised that he was in fact, a real softy. He loved to lie across my feet in the morning and share my breakfast at weekends. He didn’t seem to know how big and scary he seemed to people. We would have friends over and they would be walking as close to the walls as they could, trying to avoid him. Captain for his part, would give a small growl then run away from them. I think he was actually a bit scared of strangers, and that only made him seem scarier.

Once he loved you though, he was like a big fluffy ball that insisted on sleeping on top of you, or sitting down in the middle of whatever work or book you had in front of you. There was one day when I was trying to write up some notes and eating a tuna mayonnaise sandwich at the same time. Captain loved tuna mayonnaise. I don’t know how he recognised the noise, but as soon as he could hear you getting out the tin opener he appeared in the kitchen ready to lick the bowl out.

On this particular day, I was writing up a very important presentation that I was due to give on Monday as part of a bid for a large advertising campaign that the company I worked for was trying to win. I sat with my laptop on the table and was eating my sandwich when Captain arrived. He must have finished licking the bowl and he clearly thought that it wasn’t enough and jumped onto my laptop trying to get at my sandwich. As he did so my coffee cup fell sideways across the computer and as I reached out to grab it I dropped my tuna mayo all over the keyboard on top of the coffee. The screen went black and then the computer died. No matter what I did it wouldn’t switch back on. I really thought that the work that I had done all morning had been lost. I shouted furiously at Captain and he went and got into the cupboard under the sink in a panic.

I knew that the man who lived across the hall worked with computers so, praying that he’d be in I went and knocked on his door. He said that he could probably salvage the document I’d been working on but the computer was probably useless. I was extremely relieved when, later that day he came and knocked on my door with a CD Rom in his hand. I borrowed my flat-mate’s computer and thankfully the whole document was intact. I was so relieved that at first, I didn’t notice that Captain was missing but then suddenly missed him and went to look for him.

I found him still in the cupboard under the sink sitting all hunched up with his head down. It took me half an hour of coaxing to get him out. He was clearly upset that I’d shouted at him. That made me realise how sensitive cats are. Eventually he did come out for a cuddle and the best thing was that he never jumped onto the table when I was working ever again.

Nutmeg

Mary, 47

Nutmeg is like my child. I raised her by hand because her mother died after being hit by a car. She has always been the most precious and quirky cat. She enjoys nibbling on my ear as I am lying down trying to go to sleep, something she has done for years and probably will always do. I can’t imagine life without my cat; she is my world, my life.

Lifelong Carer

Dee, 44

My part-Abyssinian cat, Tallulah, is ten years old now, but she is still looking after me. I have Crohn’s disease and have been in hospital for numerous reasons over the years for surgery and some quite severe infections. Because I was tube-fed and confined to bed whilst in hospital I developed a blood clot, and then suffered with kidney stones. Tallulah is my little bed buddy, whenever I am recuperating from any sort of setback or illness. She seems to know when I’m not well and stays close to my side. I always look forward to seeing her when I get home from one of my hospital visits and Tallulah clearly perks up when she sees me. I have been told she sleeps more often and gets rather depressed when I’m not home to be with her. It is very rare that I leave her for a long period of time because I know what this does to her. My sister normally moves in to keep her company. Tallulah’s a senior lady now and I want to spend as much time with her as I possibly can. She’s given me so much comfort over the years that now she is old, I’d like to give her some back.

Milky

Annalise, 33

I have a Siamese cat called Milky. From being a kitten he has always been extrovert and friendly. He waits in the hall for when I come home from work and even sleeps under the duvet with me because he refused to sleep at the end of my bed the way that most cats do. If I don’t let him sneak under the covers he tramples around my head trying to burrow his way in. He is a really faithful companion and loves to sit with me watching TV or sit on the kitchen floor watching me hopefully when I am cooking.

I have read that Siamese cats become very devoted to you and Milky is certainly no exception. He evens follows me up the road to my daughter’s friend’s house when I collect her from a play date there and waits patiently by their kitchen door until it is time for us all to go home. There is something truly special about Milky though, he responds to my emotions in a way that I’ve never known an animal to do.

A couple of years ago, I lost my grandmother several weeks after she had had a serious stroke. We had been very close all my life and even though she had lived to be ninety years old I was still very sad when she died. My mother had telephoned me to say that the doctor had told her my gran only had a few days to live. My family live a couple of hours’ train journey from me, so I immediately booked a train ticket and travelled to the hospital where she was being cared for.

As I packed my bag I was feeling very upset and tearful and Milky just sat by me, occasionally putting his paw on my arm. Knowing that this was probably going to be the last time that I saw my grandmother alive eventually made me sit down and cry; Milky did the strangest thing. As I cried he looked me in the eye for a few moments and then began patting my face, where the tears were running down, with his paw. After each few pats he would then rub his head against my chest and then begin the patting of my tears again. He was actually giving me his version of a cuddle and a hug.

The fact that he could see that I was upset and then try to comfort me astonished me. It has made me love him even more. In the weeks following my grandmother’s funeral there were often times when I began to feel upset again and he would always come to my side and look into my eyes in a completely different way than when he wants food or affection and play. One of those times he simply lay on the sofa next to me, lay his head across my chest and then stretched his front leg across me tightly like a hug.

He still follows me everywhere and shouts for his food like a screaming banshee but now I know that perhaps he is not just an entertaining pet for me to care for; he seems to care about me too.

Calm Benji

Maisie, 72

Through everything my cat Benji has been through (surgery when he swallowed a thumb tack, and now he’s going to have to deal without me for a month because I have to go into hospital), he has been amazingly cool, calm and collective. He sleeps on my blanket or rug almost every single night and cries if I go on holiday. He truly misses me, which can’t be said of some of the people in my life, so he’s more than just a cat to me. He keeps my spirits up so he’s very special.

Found in a Warehouse

Melanie, 30

My little cat was found by a friend of my husband, in a warehouse, when she was three months old. We took her in and she was so tiny and absolutely petrified of every thing. We bought her a cosy cat bed and some toys to chase and gave her plenty of food and love. She was very timid so we didn’t fuss over her too much at first

She has slowly but surely started to come out of her shell. The vet says she will always be a small cat due to her first few weeks of life and she has a couple of odd little personality traits that we think are due to those first few months. As time has gone by, however, she has started to become quite a brazen little thing. At first she never purred, whenever I stroked her she would only allow it for a couple of seconds, and then lash out with her paw and move away from me. Now though, she’s eleven months old and I’ve tickled her behind the ears, and stroked her gently until she eventually began to trust me.

Now, she will happily curl up on my lap and purr, purr, purr.

Cats Don’t Like Me

Tony, 30

No one believes me but cats always attack me. I am always getting scratched by them, sometimes quite badly. It started when I was a little kid. I was stroking a little stray cat and it was being very friendly when it suddenly pounced on my head and began attacking me. I remember it screeching and hissing as I called to my mum to help.

As soon as she saw what was going on she came straight outside and chased the cat away. Even so, my head got clawed quite badly. It was really scary and I don’t know if I give off some sort of scent of fear when I’m near a cat but since then all cats will scratch me if I get too close.

Stonk the Interactive Cat

Tim, 34

I got my cat, Stonk, from a newspaper advertisement. He was really sick and skinny and his current owners didn’t want to keep him because they worked long hours.

I think he appreciates me taking him in and since he was a kitten I’ve been giving him a lot of love and every day I kiss him on the nose. Now when I get home he’s always ready to come and lick my nose in return when I finally sit down with a cup of coffee. Stonk and I have a very special relationship. He talks to me all the time and I usually know what he wants; he has different meows for different things. If I say “food”, he knows what the words mean and starts bugging me and running to and fro into the kitchen. When you say “go outside”, he runs to the front door and waits to go outside with you into the garden. When I say “bedtime”, he will follow me inside. Stonk also stays in his territory. He never runs off so I don’t have to worry about him. He is very well behaved outside and he knows what “no” means. I’ve never had such an interactive cat before.

Calming Cats

Gina, 33

In my twenties I suffered from severe panic and anxiety attacks as well as depression. I was in therapy for months and took medication to try to stabilise my emotions. During this time I often felt very lonely as my depression made me reluctant to socialise. One day, I decided to adopt a kitten thinking that, maybe, I wouldn’t feel so alone.

I got Sammy a week before my 26th birthday in 2003. I immediately felt I had a purpose, taking care of my kitten, and it gave me something to get up for in the morning. I enjoyed looking after Sammy so much that a couple of months later I adopted a little friend for him and added to our wonderful little family. Having them proved a wonderful distraction from my problems. So much so I feel I can handle my life a little better and I no longer have anxiety attacks.

I now have four cats and coming home to them is the best thing. I come home and I can talk to them and tell them my troubles and they patiently listen, (after they have been fed of course). My cats do seem genuinely attached to me and whatever room I am in they are sure to follow.

Daisy the Bad-Tempered Cat

Ella, 24

Several years ago I had a cat that I loved a lot. I had raised her from being a stray kitten. She kept coming to our back door and after a lot of begging, my parents let me keep her. She was half Burmese and because of that she could be a little dog-like but usually she was a sweetheart.

I called her Daisy because she slept in the daisies in the summer-time. There was however, one problem; she hated my older brother’s tabby cat Bess. There were always issues between the two cats, they would hiss and spit at each other and steal each other’s favourite sleeping places but usually didn’t actually hurt each other.

However, there was an incident about a year or so after my older brother had moved back home after college. Without warning Daisy attacked Bess and began biting her really viciously. I went to try to break them up and she turned on me. I got bitten over and over again and ended up with stitches in four bites on my arm. Afterwards, Daisy went back to being her sweet-natured self. I still can’t work out why Daisy did what she did. I guess she was just jealous of Bess.

Boss

Lia, 44

In 1990, we adopted a cute eight week old kitten and called him Boss. He was black with a white bib and socks. He was very playful and grew up to be an intelligent cat who you took to immediately. He loved to have his chin scratched and at times would nuzzle your hand and put his head under it so you could tickle his ears. I have still never met a cat so clever. Every morning he woke me up just before the alarm clock was about to ring and he was always waiting by the front door to greet me when I got home from work.

I got divorced in 2001 and moved in with my mum. She suffers from asthma and I was able to teach Boss not to go into her bedroom or sit on her chair because it would make her wheeze. Even so, Boss loved to play with my mum when I was at work. He would come and sit in front of her and meow when he was hungry. She always knew when I was coming home because he left the house at exactly the same time every day and ran round from the kitchen to the front drive.

In 2005, I got a new job 200 miles from where we lived and we made the decision to move as a family (me, my mum and Boss), to a different part of the country. Boss was almost fifteen when we moved and he just seemed delighted with all the smells and new places to investigate. Every morning, after he ate, he would come into the study room, jump up on the table, and sit by the window while I had a coffee and read my e-mail. When I left for work, he would leave to explore.

In the evenings, Boss would lie down on my chest while I watched TV. When it was time to go to bed, I would turn off the TV and Boss would go upstairs and sit on his side of the bed. He even came with me to the supermarket, sitting on a blanket in the back seat. I used to get strange looks when I tried to find a parking space.

As he aged though, Boss became quieter and stopped going out to explore. The vet diagnosed a tumour in his kidney and said that nothing more could be done for him. We took him home knowing he wouldn’t last long. We loved him, hugged him and kissed him and lay him down on the blanket that he liked to sleep on my bed. He died that night aged nineteen years and I was heartbroken. I wrapped him in his blanket and we dug a grave in the garden by his favourite tree.

For such a tiny cat he shared so many of my ups and downs in life, I don’t know if I will ever have a cat as close to me again. It is very hard to believe that he is no longer with me and going to bed alone still feels strange.

Go To Bed

Kayleigh, 25

One of my male cats, Founder, is my little angel. Every few weeks I have hospital treatment and as soon as I get home he makes sure I get to bed as soon as possible. If I am sitting up after it is over, he curls up, rubbing up against me and walking around me until I have a lie down. Sometimes, the side effects leave me in bed most of the weekend. Founder makes sure he is in bed with me, sometimes joined by his brother Roamer and his mother Flinky.

Emotional Stability

Chris, 43

I suffer from Asperger’s Syndrome, which is a form of autism. It is very mild and most people wouldn’t recognise anything wrong with me although they might find me a bit distant and cold. Since I have lived alone I have always had a cat. They seem to know when to snuggle up to me and when I need my space. In short, I find it difficult to comprehend my fellow humans, especially when they all seem to get caught up in each other’s dramas. I feel very left out and uninvolved. If something is happening to someone else why should I react as if it’s happening to me too? Anyway, emotionally, cats are far easier to cope with. I think we are closer to being on the same wavelength.

Clever Polly

Nina, 67

I have epilepsy and my cat Polly knows when they’re going to happen. She isn’t trained to do it but since I got her as a kitten she would come over and meow and paw and paw at me about thirty minutes before the seizure happened. It took me a while to work out what was going on. Her behaviour would be bizarre and then I would “zone out” as I call it. Eventually I realised that the two were linked.

I went to talk to my doctor and he said he believes that animals can sometimes pick up on these things. When my brain waves change, Polly starts butting my forehead and does not stop until I lie down. She sleeps on my pillow next to my left temporal lobe, as if that is the best way to keep an eye on me and when I am up and around she follows me everywhere. I am retired now but from my former job as an ADD specialist, I know first hand the uphill battle to have cats recognised as valid service animals. I believe that cats are very intuitive to their human owners’ conditions.

A Box of Cuddles

Cal, 19

One night, the doorbell rang and when I went to answer it I found a friend of my mother’s standing there with a box in her hands. Inside were two tiny tabby kittens that she told us she had found by the side of the road. She couldn’t keep them as she had a big Labrador who wouldn’t have been very impressed. They were so small that they couldn’t have been much more than six weeks old and although we already had a cat we decided to adopt them. We called the boy kitten Diggles and the girl kitten Mandy.

They were both playful kittens right from the start. They loved chasing people around like dogs do, and they absolutely adored being picked up and cuddled. Diggles played the overprotective brother and always took care of his sister. It was really lovely to watch them. We had a bit of a scare when the kittens went missing one day, but it turned out that they were in a hole underneath the bathroom cupboard that the two of them had found and were enjoying being asleep undisturbed.

However, Mandy wasn’t gaining much weight compared to her brother. She was still a little thing; she was playful but didn’t seem to have much energy. I knew she was sick, and had to be taken to the vet. When she eventually stopped eating I knew it wasn’t good. Mum wrapped her in a yellow towel and held her, trying to get her to eat or have something to drink, but it just didn’t work. I stayed up extra late just holding her, petting her, and talking to her but she still seemed miserable. I put her and Diggles to bed on their blanket in the kitchen and closed the door.

The next morning we got ready to take Mandy to the vet but when we went to put her in the cat carry basket, we found that she had already passed away. Diggles was licking her face and seemed to understand that nothing could have been done for her. The vet said that she may have died from dehydration caused by an internal condition. We buried her in the back garden and Diggles looked on silently. I think we all felt very sad but even though she wasn’t with us long, we gave her a lot of love and we still had her brother.

Diggles has always been healthy, thank goodness, and is a lovely playful cat. We will never forget his sister but I hope she is in heaven looking down and taking care of her brother in the way that he looked after her.

[image: image]
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