SOPHIE’S TALE

Nestled in the corner of a large brown box sat a little bundle of wet gray and white fur. On looking closer, I could see the rise and fall of her tiny chest as she fought for breath, while shivering with the cold.


There was the tiniest of meows, as she looked up at me with her large amber eyes and I felt lost; my heart went out to her. Sophie needed help.


I lifted her out and wrapped her in a warm dry towel and gently dried her fur. With a warm drink of milk in her tummy, I made her a little bed in a basket with a small sheepskin, a hot water bottle and a clock, to remind her of her mother.


My dog Angie was a placid old girl. She would allow that small kitten to play with her ears, nip her tail and fall asleep against her stomach, when she was tired. They became the best of friends and spent many hours laying around together, sleeping or playing rough. By rough, I mean Sophie would hang onto the dog’s tail or ride on her back as she woofed with joy and raced around the backyard with the kitten clutching on for dear life.


This friendship continued for over two years, until Angie became ill with cancer and was unable to play anymore. One day, Angie became very sick and made the final trip to see the vet. We brought her body home and all the family joined together and placed Angie in her final resting place. They all shared the sorrow of losing a friend, because that was what this dog was to them and remembered many happy things they had all done together over the years.


For Sophie it was a different type of grieving. She cried and looked for her friend the dog everywhere. Under the table, behind the chair, even in the cupboards and everywhere outside. We could not explain to Sophie, that her friend the dog had gone to the Doggy heaven in the sky.


Sophie developed into a delightful cat, with a fun sense of humor. She enjoyed playing tricks on people by jumping out from behind doors, clasping her paws around your legs and nipping at your heels, then skittering away out of reach.


She would play with a piece of paper hanging on a string for hours, or hide from you in the kitchen cupboards then attack you when you least expected it.


She had developed into a beautiful cat, very tall and slim, with a long tail and long silky whisker. Her coloring was unusual, a mid-gray saddle on her back, with patches of pale gray, white and a peachy beige, with no tabby strips. They called her a tri-color cat with some Siamese characteristics. She was also a dominant animal, taking no nonsense from any other cat or dog in the neighborhood.


I spent many hours outside creating a beautiful garden and often with the assistance of my cat. She would watch with great interest as I planted new flowers, or weeded and watered. Sophie would often sit or lie on the very place that she knew that I was trying to work on. As a joke, when I was watering the garden I would quickly turn the hose in her direction and watch the surprised reaction, as she leapt in the air and raced to safety.


One day my daughter rang me about a little kitten that had been abandoned and was living off handouts near an apartment building. She knew that I loved cats and thought Sophie would like a friend to play with. I went down to the area near the apartments and there he was. A little black and white kitten, about 5 months old, very shy and needing a home. I knew the name for this cat, it was ‘Bart’ from the TV programmed called ‘The Simpson’s. I picked him up and talked to him, reassuring him that it would be all right and placed him in a box, taking him home.


On arriving, I gave Bart a warm drink of milk, a bed of soft towels in a box and waited for Sophie to arrive for her tea. I expected Sophie to be suspicious of our new arrival, but not the reaction that did happen.


On first sight of Sophie, Bart ran up to her happy and smiling, saying ‘Hello my name is Bart and I am you new friend.’ With that, Sophie drew herself up to her full height and with a disdainful look and hisses, swiped poor Bart across the head.


He flew across the room, picked himself up, shook his head and walked back to sit in front of Sophie again. That jealous, mean Sophie continued to batter poor Bart on a regular basis, but he was a persistent little cat and one day she relented and they became fast friends. To watch them groom each other from head to toe was a sight to behold, they had truly adopted each other and would remain companions for life.


They had many adventures together and could often be seen across the road walking in the paddock admiring the new lambs and sniffing the warm woolly bodies of the sheep. Or they walked the light fantastic along the guttering on my roof, which creaked in protest as they cavorted along playing ‘chase me’ games or played ‘stretch and balance’ games on the upstairs balustrade, holding on only with their toes, while their bodies floated in space, showing their wonderful sense of balance.


Sophie was a homebody and only traveled to the next-door neighbor’s place, while Bart was a roamer and often went long distances and sometimes staying out all night. He would return home and stand on his back legs stretching up to the door handle, crying to be let in. As soon as his stomach was fed, he fell asleep instantly, either on a chair or in his little box by the fireplace. He did not like to stay in often at nights. His natural instincts were to hunt, seek and explore at his leisure.


One day Bart went to explore a neighbor’s place three houses away. It was a lovely sunny day and he was feeling great and looking for an adventure. He didn't notice the big black and white dog sitting in the corner in the shade. With a snarl the dog leapt to its feet and rushed at the surprised cat. Most dogs didn't bother Bart, as he could out run and out smart them. But this time the dog was a trained killer (a hunter of possums) and was more than a match for poor Bart.


He leapt on the cat and held him in a killer’s hold, shaking him ferociously. Bart managed to drag himself away and crawl through the hole in the fence, but he was badly injured and needed help quickly.


The children next door heard the fight and when they found the injured cat, they called their mother. The children cried their sorrow, as they knew Bart well and often played with him. She carefully carried the cat inside, placing him in a box and drove to the veterinary hospital. The vet was very sad to see Bart’s condition, but couldn't do anything to save him and put him to sleep, to save him further pain.


I found out about Bart’s accident when I arrived home that night from work. Sophie and I shared our sorrow together in tears. The children next door made a small tombstone with ‘Barts’ name, age and a moving epitaph, saying what he had meant to them. I placed the tombstone 

in a special spot in my garden, where Bart liked to lie, where he could see all that was happening in his special world.


Sophie and I mourned Bart. But in time we realized, that he had enjoyed life too much, to want us to worry about him for long. So we set about planning our next adventure, which is another tale to tell.

************************************************************************

BART’S ADVENTURE

Bart lay draped upon the hot tiles on the roof sunning him self. He stretched to his full length, hanging his front paws over the edge of the guttering, drawing them back slowly making a satisfying screeching sound, and he smiled widely. Life was good for him this day. He had a full stomach, a warm bed at night and he was planning a new adventure.


Slowly he sat up and surveyed his domain, squinting his eyes in the hot sun, suddenly alert for any sound and movement. On the trees nearby he saw a small bird eating pollen honey from a hibiscus flower on a lower limb and thought about giving chase but decided against it this time. Instead he thought he would go for a long walk, looking behind him at the high slope covered with pine trees.


Tripping lightly on his toes, he walked along the guttering, which creaked and groaned with his weight. He needed a long walk. He had been eating three meals a day and was feeling very fat.


He jumped down to the garage roof onto the fence and down to the ground. Stopping only for a drink of water from the cat’s bowl, he set off at a fast trot through the property next door, crossing the road quickly. He quickly covered the rough, open ground in leaps and bounds, happy to be on his way.


The hillside was very steep most of the way, with many large rocks to climb over and large tree roots to wiggle either under or over. The pine trees had shed many needles over the years and made the going slippery and often dangerous. While he was climbing up a particularly steep slope where the soil was loose, his feet began to slip backwards. In a panic he scrabbled to regain his footing and managed to grab hold of a tree root, clawing up till he felt safe again. He sat down feeling a little shaky. He knew he had not been paying attention and could easily have fallen and hurt himself. He looked down onto the houses below and realized how far he had come and decided to take more care from now on.


The further he climbed, the quieter it became, in the shade created by the huge trees. He felt as if he was the only creature alive, but this wasn’t so. In the tree- tops the birds sang, the insects buzzed, creating many sounds. But, this was not the only creature out and about this day.


Bart was feeling tired by now and lay down on a nest of pine needles to rest. From where he lay, he could see all over the valley below, the people going about their everyday chores, the sheep in their paddocks contentedly eating the grass. He could hear the children at play, running and calling out to each other, happy to be outside on this summer's day. He felt content and lay there rolling a large pine cone back and forward, watching the ants, busy in their work and dreamed.


He must have dropped into a deep sleep, when suddenly he was rudely awakened by a loud screeching growl. He leapt to his feet in fright and saw a terrifying sight only three meters away. It was a very large, black feral cat with green eyes, which was very angry about having an intruder on its territory.


It screamed in rage, arching it’s back; its tail was huge and whipped the air into frenzy. Bart was frozen to the spot; his heart was beating frantically. I must escape he thought, but he couldn’t move. The cat’s green eyes held him motionless. With a terrible screaming yowl the feral cat launched himself at Bart, his terrible long claws ready to tear him apart.


At that moment Bart came to life and threw himself down the hillside, sliding, falling over tree roots tearing his fur and skin. He knew he was no match for the feral cat and must escape to survive. Rolling, skidding, sliding he found his way off the hillside onto the rough open ground. He stopped to lick his wounds, glancing fearfully behind him. The feral cat had not followed him off the hillside; it needed the protection of the trees, to hide from its enemies.


Bart limped home, crawling through the hole in the fence to the safety of his own backyard. He lay on the grass and licked his wounds clean, oh! the pain, but at least he was safe.


In his daze he remembered what would deaden the pain, he crawled over to the neighbors garden and found the bed of catnip. He carefully lay down on the plants rolling over and over. Rubbing his face into the perfume, released by crushing the soft leaves. He was starting to feel better, the herb had a special affect on cat’s, making them drowsy and at peace with their world.


It had been a very busy day he decided, as he lay in the sweet herbs, looking slowly around through sleepy eyes and fell in to a deep sleep. 


When his family came home from work and school that day, they found Bart lying on his back with his legs spread and a silly smile on his face. What have you been up to Bart they asked, as one of the children picked him up?

But Bart who was still hurting from his wounds, meowed quietly 

‘I’ve had quite a day, another adventure,’ thought Bart smiling his secret cat smile. 

