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A rainy day is always special for Pinky. I know, before I even see her, that she is sitting at the front door asking to go out to watch the rain. Once outside, she bundles herself up on the doormat and stares out at the wetness five feet away. Every hour or so I open the door to ask if she wants to come in. After about three hours she will finally, slowly, rise and streeeetch, give the mat a scratching workout then amble inside. All is peace.

Her other favorite place is a nest she has made of my shawl on the second shelf of the closet in my workroom. Sometimes I cross to her and lay my head against her warm body and moan about words or the story line that won’t come clear, and I may receive a sympathetic lick of her tongue on my face. 

Our lap time is also game time. While she lies face up, I jig her legs chanting a tune accompanied by rumbling purrs. Between belly rubs I attempt to catch her right paw but she always pulls it away; it has become part of our play.  She lets me keep the left one.  When she shifts her head to the side onto my knee, it is my cue to administer a flurry of strokes and go zum zum zum!  After this she shakes her head as if to clear it. In a few minutes she is ready for me to do it again.

We are convivial at mealtimes as well, sharing chardonnay which she laps from my fingers.  She likes champagne even better.  I do not often drink merlot but she does not care for it, anyway.

Needless to say, the TV news remains ignored during this session.

My homecomings are another specialty of hers. She welcomes me with extravagant flops and wiggles – four flops expressing the utmost happiness. Well, I get happy, too. My nephew’s family have taken to teasing me for my early departures from their home because I need to get back to Pinky. 

Cleveland Amory, the animal activist who founded Fund for Animals and a sanctuary for abused animals in Texas named Black Beauty, notes that the cat brain of all animals is most like that of the human, except for speech and memory. It seems to me that memory reposes in a cat’s olfactory sense. As for speech, Pinky and I have no difficulty communicating. Once, when exasperated with my slowness, she gave me a gentle nip on the hand to help me along. She manages our traffic by sitting and leaning in the direction she wants us to go. If we are near the lemon tree she angles toward the city land outside our chain-link fence.

The city is usually late in cutting the growth there. This suits her fine, for she loves to plunge into the tall stuff and disappear. We do not need a common language -- a beaming glance back at me saying Come on in! urges me in with her, though certainly I do not disappear. One day in a hot July she had us go down there while I tried to tell her the grass had been cut, but was helpless to stop her as she proceeded to the fence and saw – nothing. Again, no common speech needed. I felt acutely her disappointment as she sat there looking.

But she has other favorite places. I know where to find her and her siblings Tango and Loaner at the overgrown bottom of the yard near a neighbor’s fence. There is a bare patch in the shade that is made for Pinky and me. I will lie there and in seconds she joins me, stretches out and goes to sleep. I do not sleep but watch her, and she always wakes and raises her head when I must leave. I hear her cat thought, Oh…..

Her siblings stay off to the side. Ever since her dual with Loaner over me, Loaner has yielded and so has Tango, come to that. 

Loaner has her own spot in the house on the hall rug, which led to the Episode of the Raccoon. One second dozing, the next--starting up and flying at the pet door to the patio, she smashed the door down on a raccoon’s head. The raccoon pedaled backward and hesitated outside, then made a second try. Loaner was ready, and delivered another blow. Almighty Loaner!

Impressed, I called her to the kitchen where I served up a special treat, a helping of codfish as she likes it, raw. She is a big cat, about 18 pounds to Pinky’s nine and Tango’s fourteen. I cannot lift Loaner in the usual way, under the arms, but do it with both hands under her belly. She doesn’t like that much and protests. My back protests, as well. 

Whenever Pinky is out, Loaner manages to get a goodly piece of me. I glance over at her on the rug and see this: she is lying on her side, her paws fetchingly folded on her chest, gaze aimed on me. I cannot help going to her to administer strokes and belly rubs. She makes the most of this attention, turning this way and that and stretching her neck to show me where else a scritch is needed. By the time Pinky comes through the pet door Loaner has had me up and down from my chair three or four times.

On warm nights I keep open a window at the end of the hall to help cool the house. One night a breeze slammed the door leading to the basement and I rose to see to it; Loaner’s litter box is downstairs and the door must be kept open. Encountering her coming from that window, we arrived simultaneously at the door. I opened it, she chirruped (check!) and I chirruped back (check!). Patrol accomplished, we retired to bed.

Tango has claimed his own place, by my computer keyboard. Leading our way to work in the morning, he jumps up and settles on my notes, which I never remember to set some other place where I can see them. I play with his toes or rub his belly as I muse over my next lines. Actually, it seems most of the time I am working one handed as I lift his wayward tail so I can reach the keys. Then he must bump faces with me, which knocks my glasses askew. Well, that’s amore. Next, he steps down to my lap to be cuddled and hugged before departing for his daily rounds. He travels, that cat. I have seen his orange shape trekking the open space of the Redwood Park across the road. I worry that he will encounter a large predator, a coyote, or a mountain lion or someone’s dog. Yet I can no more keep him home than I can change the color of his flaming orange coat.

About that coat. Tango picks up more grit than Loaner and Pinky together. I draw a bath for him in the basin and lift him into it. The water reaches only halfway on his long body, but he knows already that he is going to drown. His full-throated Haroo! Haroo! is unnerving. In the end, the bath is a haphazard job, and anyway I have run out of baby shampoo. His mama, I have learned, was a Maine Coon, a cat at home with water, even able to dive in and catch fish. I tell him this to no avail.

He brought me a rat recently; once inside the house with his prey he let it go and stood over the critter, dabbing at it now and then to keep it in place. It is up to me to grasp it with my oven-mitt-turned-mouse-mitt and take it outside.

Pinky did herself proud with a trophy one day. I heard an odd noise coming down the hall and saw her coming to me with a naked bird in her mouth. The bird—apparently a chick--was so big, perhaps a half pound and much too heavy for Pinky to lift, that she had to drag it by the neck. It was alive and quite unhurt. But what was this bird? its beak was strong and yellow, as were the feet, yet its body was featherless skin. This had to be the chick of an eagle or some other raptor. I took it from Pinky, who gave it up reluctantly, and put it in a shoebox. For warmth, I added a scarf, then I telephoned the bird sanctuary in our town. The woman on the other end invited me to bring in my catch. 

The chick rested quietly in its scarf and once at the sanctuary I showed it eagerly to the woman. “Oh,” she said in a disappointed way, “Another pigeon.”

I gave it up to her and went home trying to remember if pigeons had yellow beaks and feet. It could have been a turkey. Wild turkeys roam the hillsides here. Our local newspaper once carried a story about turkeys chasing a man uphill, pecking at his backside.

We were having freezing weather one week when I awoke hearing rustles and bumps in the kitchen. I went quietly to have a look with my flashlight; in its beam a sleek feline form raced for the pet door. On the floor was a ripped bag of cat chow.  A cat raiding the kitchen was no novelty, nor were raccoons or skunks. 

At breakfast in the morning I saw a dark gray head with large ears peering around the doorway at me. Growling, it slunk past me into the kitchen. This was a cat breed I had never seen live before. It had tall legs, a slender body, a blunt-ended tail.  

Tommy, as I named it, stayed with us two weeks. He did not threaten my pussycats, and they did not seem to worry about him. Perhaps they knew his constant growling was just for show. I set a bowl of food by the pet door for him and he came swiftly when I tapped it. The nearest he allowed me to him was three feet though I certainly did not want to force myself on him. Via the dishwasher he found a perch on top of the refrigerator from where he stared down at me. He slept on the sofa in Renato’s study, then on the living room furniture. Although he did use the litter box in the basement – once – he left his mementos on furniture and rugs all over the house. I cleaned and sprayed and wondered when he would adapt, for it seemed to me he must have lived in a home sometime in his life.

His slim body and tall back legs intrigued me, calling to mind civets, servals, and the like. I began an Internet search, getting closer with each venue. He was either an Egyptian Mau or an extreme Bengal – not a scientific name but my own. Then I found it. Tommy was a Singapura, a blend of Abyssinian, Burmese, and Siamese. His coloring was what is known as “blue.”  According to various sources his breed is playful and affectionate but hadn’t displayed those traits so far.  One night he began pacing round and round. I supposed the wild side was getting restless. Then he was gone, and hasn’t been back. Despite the gifts he left on the furniture I miss him, even his growling. I had caught a meow one time which he quickly turned off. An error, no doubt.

One evening I was sitting at the dining table when a new critter passed through to the kitchen. It was a little skunk and very pretty. As it happened, Pinky, Loaner, and Tango were out, their absence for once a good thing. I rose and peeked around the corner; the skunk was helping itself to some cat chow, ignoring me as I stood at a respectful distance. My guest crunched up the entire bowl then turned and toddled past me back to the pet door. Obviously, it knew its way around the front end of the house and no doubt it had come in at other times during the night while I was in the bedroom. It wasn’t clear how it had avoided my pussycats; probably they knew all about skunk visits and wisely kept their distance.

I have a song I sing to Pinky. Some might remember it as the hit song by the boy soprano Bobby Breen in the ‘40s.

I love you, Pinkyboo

I love you

It’s a sin to tell a lie…..
There’s a high note somewhere in the middle which I deliver (depending on where we are) fortissimo. Whenever I do this, she turns and gives me a Look.

That’s amore too, I guess.  ###
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