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51 Cats

Preface

I am a 44-year-old, soft-hearted, peace-loving, Christian man. I have a caring wife, no children,
no home of our own and a stalled career -- and yes, we do have 51 indoor cats.

The story which you are about to read is very personal to me. It is a true story about my life and
family. I wrote it plainly and openly, revealing many intimate thoughts and feelings of a spiritual
nature. Because of the social stigma that comes with having so many cats, I can't help but feel a
little uncomfortable exposing our situation. But I believe that sharing our story is important.

Writing this story has been one long emotional roller coaster ride, reliving past moments of fear,
frustration and regret, and of compassion, tenderness and love. Although writing is not my strong
suit, I did give it my best shot.

Introduction

Now, I know how this must seem, "51 indoor cats all living in one house? That's insane!" But let
me assure you; my wife and I are not some crazy cat-collectors who go around saying "here kitty,
kitty" to our unsuspecting neighbor's cat. Nor are we attempting to make any kind of social
statement or garner attention by having this many cats. In fact, before the first of these 51 cats
came to live with us, it was my desire not to have any.

As you might expect, when you read Part I of our story you will be briefly introduced to each of
our 51 family members. You will be shown some photos and told a personal thing-or-two about
each cat so that, like us, you might see them as more than just a number that is part of some
shocking total. Besides, most everyone enjoys an amusing anecdote and adorable kitten pictures,
right? But that is not the primary purpose for the telling of this story --

This story is about the many unusual and sometimes miraculous circumstances by which these cats
have come to us. It is about how our feelings and spiritual values have influenced our choices and
helped to bring us to our current situation. It is the story of our relationship with GOD and how
He has been working with us and guiding us. For those who do not know Him, this story might
seem like a series of random coincidences. But to those who do, they just might recognize His
hand in all of this.

Given the recent housing and economic situation throughout the U.S., It is possible that there are
others who are having experiences similar to our's. For them, this story might serve as a source of
encouragement, knowing they are not alone. It may even inspire greater faith and determination.
My wish is that GOD will use this story in many wonderful ways, and I hope that through its
telling, we might make some very good friends along the way.
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Part I: Our Family
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The Beginning

For six-and-a-half years, my wife and I lived in a rural area just outside the southern city limits of
Mount Vernon, Washington, surrounded by farm fields, a popular dumping-ground for cats.

When the time came that my mother realized she could no
longer properly care for her four old kitties, my wife and I
took them into our home and hearts without hesitation.
They were our first cats together and we grew to love them
dearly. Being elderly, they did not live with us for very
long. As each one passed away, the experience was so
painful that I began asking GOD to please not send
anymore cats our way, because we get so attached and have
such trouble saying goodbye. With GOD, all things are

possible. He could have easily steered us clear. It would seem He has other plans --

1 - Snickerdoodle (Nicki, Snickers)

One fall afternoon in 2001, I was walking past our garden when I noticed a hungry stray standing
in the compost pile. There was a large piece of rotten lettuce dangling from her mouth which she
was attempting to eat. The instant she saw me, she dropped it and darted away. Never before had I
seen a cat so hungry as to eat garbage. Feeling pity for her, I put a bowl of dry cat-food next to
the compost pile, but by that evening it had not been touched, and I could not leave it out
overnight because of the racoons and possums. I wished she hadn't been so afraid.

One evening not long after, as I opened the front door, I found her eating some dry cat-food we
had set out on the front porch that day for our old kitties. Just as before, when she saw me she
quickly turned and ran down the stairs. I felt bad that I had disturbed her yet again, this time
depriving her of a decent meal.

Then unexpectedly, when she reached the bottom of the stairs, she stopped. And, like a scene from
Oliver Twist, she turned around, took a step forward, looked me in the eyes and meowed in such a
way as if to say "Please sir, I'm so very hungry." The scene gripped my heart. I knelt down and
called to her gently and she approached to a point, hopeful but not quite trusting. I placed the bowl
in front of her and sat there silently while she finished the dry food. My wife, who had been
observing, quietly brought out some canned food and we gave the kitty a little at a time until she
had eaten nearly a whole 5.5 ounce can. Then, she walked away into the night.

We both felt concern for her but weren't sure what we should do. So, we decided to "set out a
fleece." My wife put a soft towel inside a clean, covered, litter-box and I placed the box on a work
bench just outside the back door on the other side of the house. If this cat was meant to stay, she
would find it and move in. Otherwise, she would go on her way.

The very next morning, my wife went out the back door and found her sleeping in her new warm
bed. We began feeding her regularly and eventually we were able to pet her. Over the next few
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months, we would periodically open the back door and invite her to come in. One day, she finally
accepted. Now, Nicki sleeps with my wife most nights.

   

One afternoon, may months later, Nicki had come in after spending the morning outside, and was
sitting on the couch, which of course is nothing out of the ordinary. Yet, as I walked by her, I got
a strange feeling. It was as if something was wrong, but I couldn't put my finger on it. I happened
to mention the odd feeling to my wife who became adamant that we examine underneath Nicki
right away. I didn't see why. Snickers looked fine, and it was just a passing feeling. But, my wife
insisted. Sure enough, Nicki's skin had been slashed wide open in several places under her arms
and on her belly by something very sharp.

At the vet's office, she laid perfectly still as Dr. J. sewed her up without anesthesia. He was very
impressed with her. The cuts were smooth and straight, so the 22 stitches were done in no time.
She healed quickly with no complications. We never did find out the cause.

2 - Chester (Chet)

About a year later, in September of 2002, my wife held a 40th anniversary party for her parents at
our place. That evening, after the majority of the guests had departed, another stray showed up. He
was a full-grown tom who didn't seem all that afraid but kept a respectful distance from everyone.
He sat down near me and looked up at me as if he expected something, so I asked him if he was
hungry.

Earlier that day, I had seen people throw away uneaten pieces of grilled chicken. So I tipped over
the garbage can and started rummaging. The stray tom walked over, sat beside me and waited
patently. I kept placing bite-sized pieces in front of him until he was done. He ate what amounted
to about three chicken breasts that night for his dinner. I guess he really liked that since he decided
to stay.

A day or two later, I took a chance and reached down to pet him on the head. Suddenly, his
personality totally changed. He acted as if being petted was the greatest discovery ever! He just
couldn't get enough and would rise up to meet your hand. No matter what you were doing or
holding, his head was going to be under your hand. So, watch out for your drink!

Later, I was napping on the couch as my wife opened the back door. Suddenly, this happy tom,
who had never been in our house before, darted past her, ran down the hall and, to my surprise,
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leapt right onto my stomach. Now let me tell you, that there is one heavy cat! He's been a lap boy
and a couch potato ever since. Chester is our gentle giant.

   

One morning I let Chester outside and set some dry food out for him. Later that afternoon I
opened the back door and there was Chet looking up at me with a very concerned expression. I
wondered what the problem was. Then, he looked down at the bowl at his feet and back up at me
again as if to say "a little help please." That's when I finally saw. Right there at his feet were three
baby possums all in a row munching on cat food, totally oblivious to the gigantic cat standing
directly over them. Chester looked so concerned. I laughed. I wish I'd had a camera. That was
such a greeting-card moment.

3 - Spudski (Spud, Spuddy Buddy)

One very rainy night in late January 2003, my brother-in-law was driving in town when he
noticed water flowing over something laying in the gutter. He investigated and discovered an
unconscious five-month-old kitten with a broken tail, bruised hip and bloody eye. He immediately
brought the kitten straight to our house and left it with us. We put an ad in the paper, but no one
responded.

The kitten's spine was severed, so his tail had to be amputated. The vet we took him to (not Dr. J.)
said that tail amputations are easy for cats, but that was not to be the case for him. He must have
been in such terrible pain. For weeks he kept viciously attacking his stub. He would roll around
screaming and biting at himself. Even an e-collar couldn't stop him. We had to take him back to
that vet several times to be treated and re bandaged. He eventually chewed the squared edges off
his own tail. Once he healed, the pain seemed to subside, but to this day he doesn't like anyone to
touch it.

Eventually, my wife found a woman who was willing to adopt him, but at the last minute the
woman changed her mind. That's probably just as well since the accident also left Spud with what
our current vet calls an "angry bladder." Urination is painful for him and he bleeds from time to
time. So, he often urinates in inappropriate places looking for a way to escape the pain. Obviously,
whoever would own Spudski would need to have lots of patience and understanding. I guess GOD
decided we were up to the challenge.
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We have no way of knowing if Spudski's daily discomfort is great or small. Some days he seems
to be in a bad mood, but over all, he is a very sweet little boy. We pray that one day he will be
granted relief. Hang in there Spuddy Buddy.

   

Spudski loves to climb into your arms and be held like a baby. Spud also has a girlfriend named
Bear. She is a stuffed animal/hand puppet that we found at the thrift store which is just about his
size. He loves that bear, and often calls to her and sometimes carries her around.

4 - Peanut

Around 11:30 P.M., on the night of December 10th, 2003, my wife and I were driving home on a
frost-covered country road when a kind of Christmas miracle happened. Just minutes from our
driveway, we passed a little grey kitten sitting on the frozen slush near the edge of the roadway.
The kitten was looking up and down the road as if waiting for a ride. As we passed close by, he
took no notice. Even when we pulled over, he ignored us. He just kept looking right and left as if
he was expecting someone in particular to appear out of the darkness at any moment.

I decided to open my door and lean out to look back at him. Only then did I have his attention.
For a few moments, I just stared at him and he at me. Then, something happened that is hard to
explain. He meowed once at me. Just once, that's all. But, something in that desperate sound he
made took hold of my heart, and for some reason I automatically held open my arms and
answered "of course I will."

He immediately sprinted toward the car door, jumped in the car, ran up my chest, started rubbing
his face against mine and just kept howling and howling. I'd never heard a cat sound like that
before. It was like he was crying and saying "thank you, thank you, thank you" over and over. I
thought "I can't believe this is happening" as the tears welled up in my eyes.

When we got him home, I stayed with him on our bed while my wife made him a plate of wet
food. When she gave it to him, he started howling all over again while he was eating, like he was
starving and had never tasted anything so good. I think he was thanking GOD. He has never
howled like that again, although for a long time afterward it appeared as though he was always
smiling. I think I made him a promise. We are very close. He is my special boy.
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Peanut loves to ride on my shoulders. Nearly every morning, he reaches up and hugs my leg,
waiting for me to pick him up. When my hair is still damp after a shower, Peanut likes to climb on
my back, grab my head with both paws and lick my hair. Oh, and he's just crazy for teriyaki
flavored beef jerky.

Marmalade, Muffins, Tinker, Lacey & Zoey

On Easter weekend 2003, my wife just happened to be at the vet's office picking up some
medication when a little girl came in with a stray who had just given birth to four still-wet
kittens. The young girl had been allowed to feed the stray, but when her father discovered the
births, he told her to get rid of them. So she brought them to the vet thinking he could help.

At that time the local foster group was at capacity. Dr. J. asked my wife if maybe we would
consider fostering them. Since these cats had nowhere else to go, she conceded and brought them
home. We named the momma Marmalade and the kittens Muffins, Tinker, Lacey & Zoey.

One day, when the kittens were still so young
that they could barely walk and had not yet
left the confines of their nest, my wife and I
quietly entered the room just to have a look at
them. She stood behind me as I squatted
down a few feet from the pile of sleeping
kittens. Just then, little Lacey woke up,

silently left the nest, wobbled shakily toward me, reached my foot, climbed up my pant leg and
instantly fell right to sleep in my lap. We were both in awe. She was so tiny and her eyes were
barely open. That was one of the most tender moments we've ever experienced.

Once they were old enough, my wife sought homes for them and found some. But one night, just
before a couple of them were to be given away, I had a dream. I dreamed that I was handing
Tinker over to someone and as he was carried away, Tinker looked back at me with such pain in
his eyes as if to say "Please don't leave me! You're my family!" Then, he was gone and my heart
was broken. I woke up with tears in my eyes. I told my wife about the dream and she canceled
their adoptions.
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5 - Marmalade (Marmi, Marmi-Mew)

   

Marmi is a very simple, unassuming girl. When her kittens grew up, she never drove them away.
She is still kind to them today. Her favorite things are to have her belly rubbed and to be the first
to use a clean litter box.

6 - Muffins (Smurfy, Smurfy Dude)

   

Muffins is a very mellow, laid-back, easy-going dude. He gets along well
with everyone, people and cats. He loves canned food, perhaps too much,
and he enjoys finding unusual places to nap. For some reason he really
likes women's shoes - maybe he thinks they are surfboards - surf's up
dude.

I've often wondered what it is that
Muffins is dreaming about when I see
him laying on his back like this with
his whiskers and little paws twitching.
The picture of him on the right is my
best guess. I think I nailed it.
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7 - Tinker

   

Tinker is mellow like his brother Muffins, but he is also a little timid. He is a gentle soul. He likes
to sleep in the bathroom sink which can make brushing our teeth a bit challenging. We don't mind.

8 - Lacey (Little Boo)

   

Lacy is particular about her water. She prefers to drink Auqafina out of a tiny bathroom cup. And
like her mama, she enjoys a good belly-rub. She's our sweet Little Boo.

Zoey

   

Zoey was a very talkative and friendly girl. She and my wife shared a close bond.

On the evening of June 8th, 2004, while my wife was visiting her sister in Arizona, I called all the
cats back into the house for the night, as we did every night, but oddly, Zoey was no where to be
found. I kept calling to her and she eventually turned up around midnight. I had one of those
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weird feelings, so I told her to never do that again, because something could happen and I might
never see her again.

The next morning I informed my wife and she suggested that I keep Zoey inside for the time
being. But Zoey wanted so badly to go back out that afternoon. So, instead of struggling to keep
her inside, I gave in. That night, she didn't come back and we never saw her again. Even after all
these years I still feel such terrible regret.

The very next morning I put up fliers all around the area. I looked in ditches beside the road. I
walked all through the nearby fields and wooded areas searching for any sign. I found no trace of
her. I went home very depressed.

A SIDE NOTE: Out there in the country, Jehovah's Witnesses hardly ever came around. Yet, for
some reason they suddenly came to mind. Being so depressed I thought "that's all I would need
right now." Not 15 minutes after I had that thought, Jehovah's Witnesses showed up at my door.
I couldn't believe it! I had a strange feeling that Zoey might disappear if she stayed out too late,
and she did! For some reason, Jehovah's Witnesses came to mind, and then they showed up! I
don't know what it all means, but even now, I still feel very disturbed by those events.

When my wife returned from her trip, we carried Zoey's picture around, checked at shelters
periodically, and we spoke to every neighbor far and wide, but to no avail. GOD said that all
things work to the good for those that love Him, and that with Him all things are possible. So even
though it hurt, we believe that whatever happened, it was allowed for a good reason, and we've
never given up hope.

Even after we moved to Arizona, I came back one month later to do a consulting job and I rented
a trap and caught a cat that a neighbor thought might be Zoey, but it wasn't. Zoey is such a
trusting and friendly cat. We've wondered if maybe she had gone looking for my wife and
someone in or near Mount Vernon found her and took her in. We love you Zoey, wherever you
are.

9 - Suzy-Q (Suzy, Little-Suz)

In July 2004, as my wife and I were driving through town, I noticed a black cat walking on a
wooden deck, hugging the wall of an office building. The roof overhung the deck by about a foot,
but the angle of the sun left little shade. Now, this is not an uncommon sight, right? So, I had no
worldly reason to make a verbal comment at that moment. But, GOD knows why, I felt compelled
to say "oh look, there's a cat." I immediately felt stupid and wondered why I had said that.

As we drove past, my wife had only about half-a-second's glance before the cat was out of view.
Apparently half-a-second was all she needed. She stopped the car, put it in reverse and backed up.
Surprised, I asked "what are you doing?" She said "we have to help that cat!" Now, we see cats all
the time while driving, but my wife had never acted this way before, and she seemed so in
earnest. I was a little shocked.
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When the cat saw us approaching, it jumped off the deck and started to go under. The majority of
the decking was straight and skirted over asphalt, but the cat was disappearing under an extended,
unskirted section over a flowerbed. My wife walked to one side of the flowerbed and I walked to
the other and knelt down. As I looked under the deck I could see the cat, and I could also see that
there was nothing baring it from vanishing under the building.

My wife wasted no time and got down on her hands and knees in the beauty bark and started to
crawl under the deck. This was even more uncharacteristic behavior. She was determined to get
that cat.

Directly in front of me was a wooden post holding up the roof. Behind the post was the start of the
deck skirting. I said to GOD "if you intend for us to have this cat, then we need your help because
it can disappear at any moment." As soon as I said that, the cat ran. It ran and stopped right
between the post and skirt where I was kneeling. I was shocked again. I said "all right Father,"
and I reached around the post with both hands and grabbed her.

My wife was right in what she had felt. Suzy needed help desperately. She was severely
dehydrated, malnourished, anemic and covered in hundreds of fleas and thousands of flea eggs.
When she scratched, the eggs fell off like salt. When I bathed her, the flea droppings turned the
bath water bright red. She also had second-degree burns on all four paws. Dr. J. estimated that she
was three or four months old, but she was the size of a kitten half her age. He said she probably
would have lived only a few more days.

   

Suzy-Q is a very happy girl, albeit a little high-
strung. When you pass her by, she likes to be petted
once and will enthusiastically arch or lift up for it.
However, if you stop and attempt to pet her more
than once, she whines at you and moves away. We
call her our one-pet-kitty. She will curl up on my
chest from time to time, but she grips with her
claws, so it helps to wear something thick.

In April 2005, when Suzy turned one year old, I
commemorated the event by creating this novelty
photo. I hope she liked all of her virtual gifts and ice

cream cake.
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Moved to Arizona

At the end of October 2004, we moved from Mount Vernon, Washington to a much larger house
in a new development on the west end of the Phoenix valley. We had nine cats at the time and
months before the move, I began contemplating how to get them there with as little trauma as
possible. Again, as I so often do, I turned to GOD for help.

One month before our move, I helped move my mom and grandma to their new house. Afterward,
I was given grandpa's old pickup truck which had a canopy on it. So, I replaced the truck's rear
window with one that slides open. Then, I cut out a foam frame, wrapped it in plastic and
squished it between the truck and canopy windows. Now I could open both windows from inside
the cab and squeeze through to the back of the truck without letting any cats out or any rain in. It
was a tight fit, but I didn't care, my prayer had been answered. I was thrilled.

I got several cardboard apple boxes, cut a large hole in each and carpeted the inside. I left these in
the house for weeks so that the cats could get used to them. I carpeted the truck bed and built a
carpeted shelf all the way around the inside of the canopy. Everything was carpeted to give the
cats traction while the truck was in motion. I took plastic whipped-cream tubs, screwed them
down onto the shelves and filled them with dry food. I placed the apple boxes, litter boxes and
some toys in the back of the truck and all the cat supplies were kept in the cab. We were ready to
go.

I waited till the last possible moment. The moving truck was loaded and the house was empty
except for cats. I started with Suzy because she was the newest and most difficult to handle. She
did start to struggle in fear as I carried her to the truck, but as soon as I opened the canopy
window, she took one sniff, relaxed and went right in by herself. They all did, and everything
went great during the entire four-day trip. I was and still am so very thankful.

Good-bye Dr. J.

Dr. Johnson (our Dr. J.) is a kindhearted, soft-spoken vet with a gentle hand. He could often tell
things about our cats before he examined them. When he made a prediction, it almost always
happened just that way. When he gave an opinion, we listened. And during those times when we
had to make that oh-so-painful decision to end a life and return a furry-friend to GOD, Dr. J.
would personally drive to our home and do what was necessary with patience and kindness. He
holds a place of honor in our hearts. We wish he could be our vet forever. On occasion, we still
call him for advice.
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Cat Furniture

    

When we moved into our new house, there were only a handful
of completed homes in our neighborhood. The rest were in
various stages of construction. So, there were many dumpsters
all around us brimming with scrap construction materials. Since
we didn't have much in the way of furnishings or funds, I
contacted the builder's customer service representative and
obtained permission to glean materials to build cat furniture. I
found everything I needed except paint, glue, staples and rope.

10 - Sunny (Sunny Bunny)

In August of 2005, some children found a four-week-old kitten in a vacant lot and took it to their
grandmother. She brought it to the assisted living facility where she worked and, not knowing
what else to do, gave it to my wife who is the Activity Director there. My wife named him Sunny.
At first, Sunny went to work with her every day as a therapy kitten. But after a while, he didn't
want to work anymore. He preferred to stay at home and play.

   

We call him Sunny Bunny because when he was too small to walk down the stairs, he would hop
down them just like a bunny. Sunny loves to lick strawberry flavored Dum-Dum Lollypops.
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After Sunny had grown up, I
decided to make a family
portrait of our cats which I
later used to create our family
Christmas card. Sunny and
Peanut are in the front. Then,
from left to right there's
Chester, Tinker, Lacey, Spud,
Nicki, Marmi, Suzy and
Muffins. Ten cats in all. (And
I thought our family was big

then!)

Daisy, Frankie, Johnny, Tippy & Jack

Our development is located in a farming town which, although large in terms of square miles, is
still small in population. It has no shelters or foster groups and Animal Control refuses to deal
with cats. We have heard that according to some state or county code, anyone who feeds a cat for
more than six days becomes legally responsible for it, however I haven't found were that is written
yet.

On October 11th, 2006, my wife and I went out for an early evening stroll around the
neighborhood. A couple blocks from our house, in the dim light, I could see four small, very
skinny kittens laying low in the graveled front-yard of a vacant house. Feeling concerned, my wife
went to knock on doors while I kept watch. Although some of the neighbors had seen them
hanging around for days, no one knew to whom they belonged or did anything to help them.

We felt that it wasn't right to just walk away and leave them there, and we wondered about their
mother. Just then, she appeared several houses down walking toward us. She stopped at an open
garbage can and sniffed it for food. Her legs were so thin and her belly was bloated.

My wife ran home and brought back some cans of food.
The mother was tame and hungrily ate her fill. But the
kittens weren't. So, I sat very still until a couple of them
were brave enough to approach the food. Once they were
eating, I could touch them. But, only if they didn't look up.

We went home and came back to that same spot at 4:30
A.M. when all was quiet. Only this time we brought a large
pet carrier and placed the food inside. It took awhile before
all four kittens felt safe enough to enter at the same time
and eat. Then, we simply closed the door and took them
home. We named the momma Daisy and the kittens

Frankie, Johnny, Tippy & Jack.
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After that night, we ceased our evening strolls through the neighborhood.

11 - Daisy (Daisy Dew)

   

Daisy was very protective of her boys at first, but after they reached a certain age, she would no
longer let them near her. That didn't stop Johnny from trying for a long time though. Now, she
just quietly bat-bat-bats at any cat that gets too close.

12 - Frankie (Frankie Blue)

   

Frankie was named after Ol' Blue Eyes himself, Frank Sinatra. Together with his brother Johnny,
they are "Frankie and Johnny" - you know, like the song?

Frankie is the most got-to-have-it-now cat I've ever known. If you have a bowl of cereal or are
holding a glass of milk, he's just got to have it now. You have to watch him every second or he
will reach up and try to tip your glass while you're holding it.

If you have a plate of food, he'll quietly move in very close and oh-so-slowly reach out and
gingerly hook a piece of meat with one claw. It's funny to watch.
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13 - Johnny (Johnny Rascal)

   

Johnny was named after the 1958 song "Johnny B. Goode" by Chuck Berry, although in hind
sight, I suppose we should have named him "Johnny B. Bad" because he sure is a mischief maker.
For example, if you open any kind of bottle and don't carefully guard the cap, it will disappear in
seconds. If you ignore him when he wants attention, he'll nip you on the leg. Sometimes he
reminds me of Dennis-The-Menace. But, we don't call him a monster, instead we say "you're such
a Johnster!"

He loves to play with water (I guess he never got the memo about cats hating water). Since his
momma, Daisy, won't let him cuddle-up with her anymore, Johnny will cuddle-up with anyone
else who will tolerate him. He's quite the character.

14 - Tippy (Tip Tip)

   

Tippy is somewhat timid and shy. When you pet him, he rolls repeatedly from side to side. He has
a very cute "meow." He drops the "ow" sound, so it comes out "mie." We named him Tippy
because he has a white bulls-eye on the tip of his tail.
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15 - Blackjack (Jack)

   

Jack is a hard one to predict. Sometimes he's a trouble maker like his brother Johnny. Sometimes
he is timid like his brother Tippy. He loves to chase the red laser-pointer dot in circles until he's
totally dizzy.

16 - Pumpkin

In late fall of 2006, my wife took some vacation time and went back to Washington state to help
her aging parents handle some difficult matters. While she was there, she stayed at her brother's
house where she met a very lonely, unwanted kitty that had been more-or-less forced on her
brother. They quickly became best pals. Throughout her stay, the kitty would hang out with her
during the day and cuddle-up with her each night. They were a great comfort to each other while
she was there.

Because this kitty and my wife had bonded, and her brother planned to get rid of the cat right
away, the kitty came back with my wife to Arizona instead, and on the 9th of December 2006,
Pumpkin joined our family and stepped into the good life.

   

Pumpkin had been raised around two large unruly dogs, so
when he came to live with us, he was a bit rough with the
other cats at first. He eventually adjusted. Now he's one
long, sleek, mellow guy. He is our longest cat.
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Fox (Whiskers)

In late January 2007, a cute but dirty cat showed up meowing at our patio door. I'd stopped
questioning "why us?" anymore. My wife felt strongly that something was wrong with him and
said he needed our help. I said "no he doesn't. He's just curious about our indoor cats." So, I
brought him in, and of course, he wanted nothing to do with our cats. He just stood at the patio
door and meowed. I let him back out and he turned right around and kept on meowing at the door.
I'm embarrassed to say that we went back-and-forth like this for more than a day until my wife
finally had enough and insisted we follow her heart and take him to the vet. Sure enough, he had a
very large and painful abscess in his chest which had to be drained and took a couple of weeks of
antibiotics to treat. After that, we had him fixed.

During this time, Fox (so named because his face resembles the Nintendo video game character
Star Fox) lived in our garage. We grew to care about him very much, but he was not fitting in as
had all the other cats. He just did not want to live around other cats, and he didn't like being left
alone in the garage either. It was painfully clear that GOD had other plans for Fox. I had no idea
where his journey to find a home would end, but I knew that I would miss him. I asked GOD if I
could at least be allowed to see the end result of His plan.

At the assisted living facility where my wife works, in a small apartment by himself, there lived a
widower who loved cats. This elderly gentleman attended few activities and mostly stayed in his
room. When Fox was given to a female resident there, this man came to visit them regularly. Not
long after, the lady passed away, and Fox went to live with him. Fox was renamed Whiskers and
they are now the absolute best of friends. Whiskers is quite content being the only cat in a small
apartment with an affectionate owner who is there most of the time. And his owner gets out and
socializes much more often and seems to always have a big smile on his face.

   

It has done my heart good to see such a change in them both. Not only that, but I get to bring
Whiskers new scratching posts and feather toys and even trim his claws from time to time. And I
try to remember not to call him Fox.

Daisy's Tail

One morning in March 2007, I discovered that during the night the cats had dislodged the doorstop
that we used to hold the spring-loaded garage door open.
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I originally had an uncomfortable feeling about using that doorstop because I recognized that it
was not a foolproof method. I felt I should devise a more secure method since this door is heavy
and might cause a serious injury. But, I didn't. I took the easy way and continued to use the
commonly accepted, convenient method instead of developing a safer one right away. I took a
chance. I gambled.

For a long time the doorstop method worked well and I had put it out of my mind until that
morning. After seeing that the door had closed, that uneasy feeling returned and I finally decided
to come up with a better way to hold the door open. But it was already too late --

A day or two later, I noticed Daisy acting strangely as if an invisible cat was chasing her. Then, I
saw her attack the tip of her tail just like Spud had after his amputation. On the outside, her tail
looked normal but an examination revealed that the last two vertebrae were deteriorating.

The vet removed the tip of her tail. This vet also
said tail amputations are no problem for cats, but
just like Spud, Daisy was the exception. For
awhile she had to wear an e-collar to keep from
biting herself. Now and then, she still runs wildly
through the house as if she's being chased, stops
and attacks her tail and then finds some narrow
out-of-the-way place to hide for awhile.

Even if there was some other explanation for the deterioration, I still believe that GOD was using
it to teach me not to take chances, not to choose the easy way, but to always listen to my heart and
do what is right, no matter how difficult or inconvenient. I am so sorry Daisy.

17 - Isabelle (Izzy)

In July of 2007, my wife noticed a cat on our street that was so thin, it resembled a walking
skeleton. It looked tired and walked slowly with a slight limp. When she approached it, she saw a
red streak across the back of its neck and thought it might be hurt. But, the cat wouldn't let her get
close enough to see clearly. So, we rented a rusty trap and tied a long string to the trigger plate.
When the cat walked inside to eat, we pulled the string and caught her.

It turns out, that red streak was a bright red dog collar someone had put on her as a kitten. She had
gotten her left arm through the oversized collar and then she grew until the collar became so tight
that it cut into her chest and left armpit.

When we caught her, she smelled like rotten meat and had maggots in her chest. She was between
one-and-a-half and two years of age, but only weighed four pounds. It took about 18 months of
open-wound management for her to completely heal.
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We didn't know what to name her, so I asked GOD for some inspiration. Later, I had a dream
about a little girl. She pointed at the cat as if she recognized it and said "that's Isabelle." Izzy is
our little angel. She loves to chase string.

18 - Charlie

During the summer and fall of 2007, our next-door neighbor had a male cat that she often left
outside. During this time, a mean grey tom prowled the neighborhood, mercilessly attacking all
contenders. He relentlessly came after our neighbor's cat. I broke up several fights and pleaded
with her to please keep her cat inside as much as possible. But, she didn't.

At the end of September, our neighbor was going through a difficult time personally and
financially, and our landlord asked her to vacate. Out of compassion, we agreed to help her clean
her house and we paid to have her cat neutered. On the 5th of October, she disappeared,
abandoning the house and the cat. We finished the cleaning and we named the cat Charlie.

Charlie was covered in scabs. As he healed, the crisscrossing scabs would peel off in a grid-like
pattern. He healed well and has no physical scars, but the trauma of his ordeal has left him with
emotional scars. For a long time he was afraid of our cats. Even now, when he sees a cat outside,
especially a grey one, he becomes extremely anxious and fixated, sometimes even violent. Perhaps
someday, when we can afford to move to a place of our own, he will be out of his old familiar
territory, and his anxiety will subside.

   

Charlie has a cute pale-pink nose, a stubby little tail and his face reminds me of the cartoon cat
Sylvester. Sometimes I'll say "Look, there goes a prime example of the species Felis Sylvesteris,
more commonly known as the pink-nosed, stubby-tailed Charlie." He is a cuddle-bug.
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19 - Clarabelle (Clara)

In December 2007, a co-worker at my wife's company saw a small three-to-four-month-old kitten
sitting on a brick wall in her backyard. Being a rather cold and unsheltered spot, the co-worker
assumed the kitten wouldn't stay there long. But, after two days, the kitten was still there as if it
had nowhere to go. Since this co-worker is allergic to cats, she brought the kitten to work and
turned to my wife for help. My wife has since instructed co-workers to turn cats over to shelters
rather than bring them to her.

   

My wife first introduced me to Clara by setting her on my chest while I was laying on the couch.
Right away, Clara boldly walked up to my face and proceeded to lick and nibble on my nose and
my ears. It's still something she likes to do now and then. When Clara wants to be petted, she
doesn't take no for an answer. However, if you want to pet her, it must be on her terms. No
unauthorized petting allowed!

Clarabelle and Isabelle are like a couple of southern bells. It's as though they were meant to be
sisters.

20 - Samson (Sammy)

On February 7th, 2008, I accompanied my wife to her work, as I often do, to lend a helping hand.
There is almost always a lot going on there and we usually don't get away until sometime after
7:00 P.M. On that day, however, things worked out quite differently and we got away between
4:30 and 5:00 P.M., which was most unusual.

On the way home we saw a cat crouched down on the other side of the road. This cat was about
two feet into the roadway, and the oncoming traffic was passing so close that his fur was blowing
wildly, yet he wouldn't move. He seemed totally stunned. We thought he had been hit, and at any
moment, he could be fatally crushed by an unwary motorist. We had the option to just ignore him
and kept on driving like everyone else, but as always, our hearts wouldn't let us.

I stepped out of the car and, when there was a large-enough gap in traffic, I walked over to him.
He looked up at me and gave me one sad, gravelly meow. I carefully picked him up and put him
in our car.

He was bleeding out of one eye and his paws were bloody too. A vet examined him and said that
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he hadn't been hit. She said that his injuries were consistent with being tossed out of a moving car
onto asphalt, and that sadly, she sees these type of injuries quite often.

Sammy was healthy, well groomed and already fixed. We had a difficult time believing that a cat
like him would have been deliberately abandoned. What if he had accidently crawled into the back
of a pickup truck or something? His family might be missing him terribly. We hung laminated
signs and placed several ads for weeks. We also took photos and thoroughly canvassed the entire
area, but no one ever claimed him.

   

Sometimes Sammy is a little moody. We think he has abandonment issues. He pouts if we are
gone for too long. Otherwise, he is a friendly guy. When Sammy wants his belly rubbed, he will
walk over to you and suddenly flop upside-down against your side.

21 - Wendy (Wendy Lu)

On Saturday, October 4th, 2008, my wife and I were asked by our landlord to clean one of the
other houses that he owned in our neighborhood. We walked over to the house and found that the
tenant hadn't quite finished moving out yet. She asked us to please wait and come back the next
day.

As we turned to walk home, a friendly, skinny cat came out from under the moving van and
started rubbing against our legs. She looked up at us and kept meowing. She seemed quite hungry
so I ran home and brought back some canned food for her. When we inquired about her, we were
informed that she had lived at the house on the corner across the street, but that her owners had
moved away about a year ago leaving her behind. Until we showed up, no one had lifted a finger
to help her.

This part of the neighborhood was only about three years old and already so many houses were
being foreclosed on or put up for sale or rent. Apparently this little kitty was just one of the soon-
to-be-many victims of the housing-market collapse. For awhile our housing development became
almost like a ghost town. We later heard from some of the neighbors that the strays were
surviving by sneaking into their backyards and eating dog food while the dogs were inside.

Wendy was already fixed, and sadly, she had been declawed. This made her abandonment seem
even worse. We later learned there is a high probability that she is from the same litter as Daisy.
(Frankie, Johnny, Tippy and Jack, say hello to your Aunty Wendy.)
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Wendy doesn't like it when either or both of us go out onto the patio. She reaches up, puts her
paws on the patio door and cries at us until we agree to come back inside.

22 - Purrl

The very next day, on Sunday, October 5th, 2008, as my wife and I were walking back to our
landlord's other house to start the cleaning, we were approached by yet another cat. This one was a
four-to-five-month-old kitten. She kept meowing extremely loudly as she approached from across
the street and circled around us. She fixated on us and wouldn't leave. It's like she was so hungry
that she was literally screaming for someone to notice her and help her.

I ran home, brought back some canned food and tried to get the kitten to trust me enough to eat.
Once she was eating, I was able to get close enough to pet her and eventually pick her up. At the
same time, my wife went to inquire about the kitten among the neighbors and learned that the
kitten had been wandering through the neighborhood, howling for days, all the while no one
investigated or did anything to help her.

Of course, she had no collar or implanted microchip, and of course, none of the neighbors knew
where she came from. After we brought her home, we avoided going out into the neighborhood,
and hoped that the landlord would not ask us to clean any more houses.

   

Purrl is a lovely little girl, and if you sit still long enough, she will try to groom you all over with
her little sandpaper tongue.
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23 - Simon

Just three days later, on Wednesday morning, October 8th, 2008, my wife was on her way to work
when a truck directly in front of her drove over what looked to her like a piece of paper flipping
around in the wind. But, when she was already too close to stop, she discovered that it was
actually a terrified little kitten trying to decide which way to run. She slammed on her brakes and
heard a thump.

Horrified, she looked in her mirror and saw the kitten's body flopping violently on the pavement.
She pulled over and ran back to the kitten which was now laying motionless. Apologizing and
crying, she picked up its limp body, carried it back to the car and placed it on her lap. Blood was
coming from its mouth and its bowels released on her dress. Seeing no sign of life or breath, she
decided to take it home to bury it.

Knowing that with GOD all things are possible, she prayed desperately for a miracle as she drove.
Then, when she was almost home, the kitten raised its head and looked at her. She hurriedly drove
toward the nearest vet. And, the very moment she stopped the car in front of the vet's office, the
kitten sat up.

An examination revealed that the kitten had only lost a few loose baby teeth and had two small
hair-line fractures in his lower jaw, which would heal without a trace in just ten days. Other then
that, there was not a scratch.

Based on his physical condition and stomach contents, the vet surmised that Simon was, most
likely, a six-month-old feral kitten who was doing his best to survive. He weighed barely two
pounds.

   

When Simon was later examined by our regular vet, he tested positive for the Feline Leukemia
Virus (FeLV), which means that he has a much lower life-expectancy and must live a more
isolated life. That hit us pretty hard. But we keep praying for him. We love you Simon.

Stomatitis Outbreak

In November 2008, a stomatitis infection broke out among our cats. It attacked so fast and spread
so quickly. It took us completely by surprise. Nothing like this had ever happened to us before. It
would create an abbess on the end of the nose and extremely painful blisters in the mouth and
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throat. For the most part, cats are pretty stoic, but this was too much. Those infected avoided food
and water. Some stopped swallowing and just laid there and drooled. Others frantically clawed at
their mouths.

We immediately disinfected the entire house with bleach and alcohol.
Anything that a cat had touched was either washed or removed. We
established seven quarantine zones and followed strict sterilization
procedures between each zone. We washed our hands so often with
alcohol that our skin started to crack.

We regularly administered subcutaneous fluids to those that were
dehydrated, and we had to force antibiotics down their throats, which was
so emotionally difficult for us, because it hurt them terribly. The stomatitis
attacked Izzy's nervous system, causing her to limp around on two legs.

Frankie got so bad that he had to stay at the vet's for three days. This infection was tough and it
hung on for weeks. For awhile, it seemed like it would never end. We prayed a lot during that time
and we just kept on fighting. It drained us, body and spirit.

In the end, the quarantine zones worked well, limiting the outbreak to eleven cats (Purrl, Pumpkin,
Frankie, Johnny, Tippy, Jack, Sammy, Spud, Izzy, Clara and Sunny), and they all recovered with
no lasting effects. This was an experience I hope we never have to go through again.

Reaching Out In Faith

When we first got Simon, we kept him isolated for a long time. Later, when we thought it was
OK, we introduced him to the general population before having him tested -- in hind sight, that
was a very stupid thing to do. Before that time, no cat of ours had ever tested positive for a virus
and I was more concerned about wasting the money than doing what was right. So, I foolishly put
it off. I regret that now.

We were in the middle of the stomatitis outbreak when we discovered that Simon had FeLV. We
attempted to backtrack the stomatitis outbreak to it's source and determined that, out of all the
known cases, Purrl was patient zero. She had also been the first cat to have had prolonged contact
with Simon. I became worried that Simon had transmitted both diseases to our cats, and I feared
that while the stomatitis was spreading like wildfire, so was the FeLV.

I realized that by avoiding the cost of one simple test, I might have just doomed 22 of my family
members to a life of suffering and early deaths. For days, I felt very afraid and sick to my
stomach. I earnestly begged GOD over and over to forgive me and to please protect my family.

Over the years I'd heard people talk about how, during times like this, when they'd asked GOD a
question, they'd sought the answer by opening the bible to a random page and blindly point their
finger at some text - like throwing a dart at a map. I'd never done this before and the thought of it
felt strange and uncomfortable, even a little silly. But, I was so distressed and needed so badly to
be comforted.
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I located a bible but felt compelled to grab the book on top of it instead. I found a quiet place to
be alone and, although I still felt kind of awkward, I begged GOD one more time to please, please
help me. Rather than opening to a random page somewhere in the middle, I started near the
beginning.

The book described a man standing in a library gazing at a painting of a leper who was suffering
in pain and looking to heaven for help. Below the painting was a small caption. As I whispered
the words from that caption in my mind, it was as if some other quiet voice spoke them with me.
This silent voice gave those words such power and permanence, like they were an impenetrable
wall of solid diamond. The caption simply read -- "I will." -- My heart burst open like a floodgate
and I wept. Not one of our cats contracted FeLV.

24 - Duddly (Duddles)

One day in late Fall 2008, a big grey tom showed up at our place and decided to call it home.
Each night he slept on the gravel under a bush in front of our house, and each morning he went
off on his daily rounds. Eventually, we noticed that he seemed to be getting thinner and his ear
looked infected. We laid a piece of carpet down for him and began carrying a plate of wet food
out to him each morning. He sure did like having room service.

   

Gradually, as he grew more trusting, he began hanging around for longer periods during the day.
Months later, we invited him into our garage. Duddly has been an indoor kitty ever since. Duddly
struggles with a chronic condition that causes fluid to continuously drain into his left ear. We tried
various antibiotics and successfully treated the initial infection, but for over a year now, the
drainage had not ceased.

Muffins' Pancreas

In the 1st week of May, 2009, Muffins developed a very painful case of pancreatitis. It was the
most severe case the vet had ever seen. The infection had caused his pancreas to shutdown
completely and his blood sugar levels became very high.

We administered subcutaneous fluids, antibiotics and insulin shots and we attempted to force feed
him with a syringe. Despite our best efforts, he grew weaker and weaker until he could no longer
maintain his balance or hold up his head. He needed our help just to walk to the litter box and we
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held him up while he used it.

The vet grew concerned and took over his care. For many days, Muffins was monitored around-
the-clock. During working hours he stayed at the clinic and at night the vet techs took him home
with them. For a while, they weren't sure if he was going to make it.

Once his electrolytes had stabilized, we took over his care
again. The vet had put in a feeding tube, so I ground up his
pills and every two hours throughout the day I gave him food,
water and medicine through the tube. It took weeks for him to
recover. The vet said that Muffins' pancreas might never
function again, but we prayed that it would, and it did!

Casting the Die for Duddly

On the morning of May 22nd, 2009, we took Duddles to the vet to be fixed. That afternoon, the
vet called us and informed us that Duddly had tested positive for the Feline Immunodeficiency
Virus (FIV) This was a death sentence for Duddly. The vet said that, although there are a few
shelters that might take FIV cats, these cats are normally just put to sleep on the spot to prevent the
spread of this deadly and incurable disease. The vet then wanted to know what we would like to
do. We were in shock. We both cried. We asked for some time to think.

Deeply distressed over Duddly's situation, I pleaded with GOD to show me what to do. I am so
grateful that GOD is there for us, especially in times like these. It helps to know that for Him this
is not a crisis, it only feels that way to us.

After I prayed, I remembered a single, six-sided die that I had found on the road one day while
walking to get the mail. Both the number-one and number-two sides had been completely colored
black. It was otherwise in good condition so I put it in a drawer thinking that I would someday try
to clean it up.

I knew that GOD controls the outcome of all lots, but I also remembered something about not
foolishly testing Him. Nervously, I asked if it was alright that I use the die. I let side one and two
mean that we were to give Duddly back to GOD. Sides five and six meant that we were to send
him to a shelter for FIV cats. And, so as not to foolishly test GOD, sides three and four meant "no
answer."

It was so hard to drop that die. I knew that, no matter what, I had to do whatever GOD said. Yet,
either path meant a painful goodbye. I had to close my eyes before I could do it. When I finally
had the courage to look, I saw that side three was showing. I felt confused and a little hurt. I
couldn't understand why GOD didn't answer. I really needed His help.

Just then, a soothing peaceful feeling came over me. It was as if, in a very gentle and patient
voice, GOD was simply saying "wait." From my limited view, I thought I had prepared the die
properly, but obviously I had not. In my distress, I hadn't even considered "waiting" as a possible
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option. I was a little embarrassed, but grateful for His gentle touch.

Feeling at peace, we retrieved Duddly from the vet, and still not knowing what to do, we began
researching FIV and contacting FIV shelters, even some in other states. Every FIV shelter we
contacted was full and could not take him. We also found out that euthanasia is completely
unnecessary and a common overreaction made by most vets who are not well informed about FIV.
If taken care of properly, a cat with FIV can live a full and healthy life without spreading the
disease.

Duddles is such a big teddy bear. Thank you GOD for telling us to wait.

Monty, Louie and Georgie Girl

In the spring of 2009, three more cats showed up at our
house and began hanging out in our backyard. Even
though we were avoiding going out into the
neighborhood, the homeless strays were starting to come
to us. They all looked healthy and were completely

tame, but when we took their photos and canvassed a large area of the neighborhood, once again,
no one knew anything. By that time, we had grown accustomed to not getting any answers, but we
had to be responsible and ask just the same.

We started putting dry food out for them, and on June 2nd, we had them fixed and brought them
all inside for good.

At that time, the number of empty houses in our neighborhood was at its highest, and foreclosure
notices were a common sight. But, I had a feeling that people from outside the area were
deliberately coming there to dump their cats. I wondered if any other neighbors were taking in
strays, or if no one was willing to help them but us. In our area, the plight of cats doesn't seem to
rate very high on most people's sympathy radar.

25 - Monty

   

Monty is a very friendly and self-confident cat. He totally trusts people, even strangers. He has a
swirl pattern on both sides, like a cinnamon roll.
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26 - Louie

   

Louie is a character. He thinks he's Don Juan. He likes to romance all the females. He also likes to
sleep on the bed, on his back with his paws pointed straight up in the air, as though he hasn't a
care in the world. He has found the good life.

27 - Georgie (Georgie Girl)

   

Georgie came to us already fixed. She is a sweet, gentle and quiet blue-eyed girl. All she wants
out of life is a nice warm lap.

28 - Dakota (Koty, "D", Big-D)

Before we had brought Monty, Louie and Georgie to live indoors, another stray showed up. He
was a young male not quite a year old. He was healthy and clean, and seemed new to the
neighborhood. I suspected that he had just been dumped and had found our cat food right away.
Good for him. He didn't trust anyone, but we slowly kept working with him. We weren't in any
hurry. Our house was getting full, and I was tempted by the idea of leaving him as an outside cat.

On the evening of June 20th, 2009, I found him laying in pain by our patio door. He had cuts on
his head and back and the outside of his right front leg was bloody with very little hair left on it.
The vet said Dakota had either been hit or attacked. Dakota allowed me to pick him up and I
brought him inside to convalesce. On July 15th, after he had healed, we had him fixed.
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Dakota is now an indoor cat who has discovered the joy of curling up in your lap. From the way
he acted initially, I don't think he'd ever been in a lap before. Now he loves it.

Taffy

One afternoon toward the end of May 2009, a cat appeared under the same bush where Duddly
used to sleep. This cat was just skin and bones, and he looked so bad that I thought he had come
there to die. My heart hurt for him, so I asked GOD to please help him not be afraid while I
attempted to give him food. When I brought a plate out to him, he didn't run. He didn't even
move. He just laid there and would not eat.

An examination revealed that he was suffering from giardia which he got by drinking
contaminated water. The pills to treat that are very bitter, and poor Taffy couldn't stand them.
Also, one of his back claws had been ripped out and a tooth had punctured his lower lip. The vet
said that Taffy may have been tossed out of a moving car. We also discovered that he had been
declawed in the front and was mostly deaf.

Taffy was severely depressed and for a long time he would not eat unless we first cheered him up
through petting and then personally handed him one tiny piece of kibble at a time. He would hide
during the day and only come out at night when all was still. When we introduced him to the other
cats, he totally avoided eye contact and kept clear of them all. Taffy is the most sensitive boy I've
ever known and I cared about him very much. But it would not have been right to keep him. He
needed a home that was calm, peaceful and safe. He needed a stable place with no other cats -
something we could not provide.

At my wife's work, a resident who was moving back into her home had asked my wife to help her
get a cat. She had owned cats in the past and missed having one. Her home was very peaceful and
quiet and she said she'd love to have Taffy. When we brought him to her, we visited quite often at
first to help him make the transition. It took him awhile, but he eventually settled in quite well.
We all still visit from time to time, and when we get together, I use a kind of sign language to call
him to me.
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Taffy loves to bury himself in a pile of laundry.

28 Cats

When Dakota came, that put us at 28 cats. That's 28 more than I originally asked GOD for.

My feelings about having all these cats kept fluctuating. From a worldly point-of-view, 28 cats is
ridiculous! It's embarrassing. What is wrong with us? What must people think? And when another
cat would come, I thought "ohhh! Why can't people just love their pets and be responsible?"

But from a spiritual perspective, the overall number doesn't even matter. We know and love each
of them individually. In fact, I don't even see cats anymore. I see little personalities wrapped in
fur. Those that were suffering are now happy. Those that were just surviving, now get to play. We
don't mind spending our money on them and going without. They've become like our kids, and
we've become their parental guardians.

The unique circumstances through which some of these cats have come to us make us believe that
GOD gave them to us (or us to them) for a reason. We believe that there lives serve a purpose,
and their relationship with us has meaning. We don't go out of our way to help every stray cat we
see, only those placed before us who are in need. Like the Good Samaritan, we did not turn our
back on them when so many others did. We try very hard to do what we believe is right according
to GOD, even when it's not what we want.

At the time, I felt that I had "almost always" done what I should regarding these cats, but I also
felt ashamed that I had "almost never" wanted to. So, in an effort to come-to-terms with my
conflicting emotions, I decided to try very hard from then on to accept what may come and not
spiritually drag-my-feet anymore. Of course, I had no idea that GOD would soon test me in a big
way --

Sheba, Phoenix, Chloe, Cubby & Emma

Some time in early June 2009, while Dakota was still living outside. A little black cat started
visiting the dry-food bowl everyday. Whenever she saw us, she would take off. I thought she
might be feral. On July 9th, we noticed her sitting near the patio door looking in. My wife slowly
opened the door and set a plate of wet food out for her. She approached and ate it, and then she
continued to sit there and stare at us.
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Wondering if she might still be hungry, my wife opened the door to give her more food. But this
time, instead of backing away, she walked right in like she owned the place and started purring
and rubbing up against our legs while at the same time hissing and striking out at any cat who
came too close.

We were astounded. We didn't know what to think. We'd never been able to approach her before,
much less pet her or pick her up. We got her away from the other cats and into a bathroom where
she lived for a long time.

Sheba's moods were very hard to predict. One time she was affectionately rubbing her cheek
against mine and in an instant she turned and bit me right on the nose. Sometimes when she heard
cats on the other side of the door, she'd violently attack our legs. After a time-or-two of that, I'd
get "armored-up" before going in, and my wife knew to call in the marines if I went missing.

The vet examined her and informed us she was pregnant,
which I guess explains a lot. So of course, we did our research,
prepared a nest and modified her diet appropriately. On July
30th, Sheba gave birth to four healthy kittens. We named them
Phoenix, Chloe, Cubby & Emma.

29 - Sheba

   

Sheba's kidneys are abnormal. She passes far more urine than she should. We don't know if it's
congenital or if she ingested something that caused damage, but so far, it appears to be permanent.
Perhaps it's the reason she was dumped. She seems to do OK with it though.

Sheba is now our little referee. Occasionally when Spudski is in one of his moods and gets into a
brawl with another cat, Sheba rushes in and breaks it up. She will not tolerate aggressive behavior
from anyone. You go girl!
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30 - Phoenix (Koty Junior, little-D)

   

Phoenix loves action and adventure. My wife noticed that he bares a striking resemblance to
Dakota. The older he gets, the greater the resemblance, thus the nickname Koty Junior. It is highly
possible that Dakota is his dad.

31 - Chloe (Squirrel Girl)

   

What a puffy girl! Chloe might look like a charming little lady, but don't let her fool you. Deep
down, she's a tomboy.

32 - Cubby

   

As a fuzzy little kitten, Cubby resembled a little black bear cub. He is a rough-and-tumble boy
who likes to ride on your shoulders.
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33 - Emily (Emma)

   

Emma looks the most like her mother. For some reason, when she's chasing someone or is being
chased she has to scream bloody-murder while doing it. I guess it makes her feel powerful. At first
it startled everyone, but now we all just ignore her. She's a total drama queen.

The Feral Colony Kittens

From recent research, we have learned that the Phoenix valley has had a free-roaming cat
population-control problem for many years. Thankfully, there are now quite a few nonprofit
shelters, foster groups, Trap Neuter and Return (TNR) programs and other supportive
organizations battling to resolve this situation. For obvious reasons, kitten season is their most
challenging time. During the heaviest point in the 2009 season, one shelter in the northwest valley
was reported to have taken in 2,000 kittens in two weeks. However, I haven't confirmed that.

In the desert just outside the Phoenix valley, 19 miles due west of us, is a rural area consisting
primarily of small sized farms with horses and various small livestock. For years, the interstate
exit there has been used as a popular drive-by cat-dumping-ground. Out of all the people that lived
there, apparently only one couple cared enough to help the cats that managed to survive.

This couple was retired, living on a fixed income, but faithfully put out food everyday. Naturally,
the cats were drawn there, and eventually a feral colony formed around the couple's property.
They had become feral colony care givers and, as such, help was available to them for fixing and
feeding the cats. But, they didn't know that --

One afternoon, my wife happened to meet them in the cat food section of the grocery store and
they got to talking about cats. Some time later, she ran into them again at the same store. Then in
early July 2009, we ended up sitting right next to them at a restaurant in an entirely different town
east of us. I remember thinking how that was an odd coincidence.

We talked with the couple for awhile and learned that the wife had just been diagnosed with
breast cancer and that the bank was foreclosing on their farm. They were very concerned about the
future of the cats, so we told them that we would do some research for them. Then, my wife told
them to call if they needed any help and she gave them our number. On August 18th, 2009, we
received that call --
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When the call came in, the woman was in tears. That morning, she had witnessed a mother cat
being killed by a neighbor's dog, leaving behind eight, tiny, orphaned kittens. They couldn't be
taken inside because she was under strict orders not to have any contact with feral cats during her
cancer treatments. She said that she had tried to find a shelter that would take them, but it was the
height of kitten season and every one she called just couldn't take anymore. She said that the only
offer of help she received was from the Humane Society. They offered to put the kittens to sleep.
She said that we were the only ones left to whom she could turn, and she begged us to help them -
- So, we did.

Ohhh -- did I struggle with that decision! On the one hand, I kept thinking things like "Why me? I
don't know anything about bottle-feeding helpless kittens! What are we letting ourselves in for?
We have too many cats already! Talk about walking into something blindly! I just don't think I
can do this!" But on the other hand, it never completely left my mind how we just happened to sit
right across from that couple at the restaurant. And how, out of compassion, my wife gave them
our number. This wasn't just cats in need this time, these people were children of GOD. These
were neighbors in the biblical sense, and they were standing before us, asking.

To make a long story short, we did our research as promised and got the right organizations
involved. The feral colony is now fixed and stable, and under the management of new, permanent
care givers. (A special thank you to all the caring, dedicated, hardworking folks at the Foundation
for Homeless Cats and the Animal Defense League of Arizona.) The sheriff was brought out to
deal with the ongoing dog problem, and we ended up becoming foster moms to 18 kittens from
three (possibly four) different litters. That's right, 18!!!

We bought four nursing bottles and used a ton of
kitten replacement formula, and later, canned kitten
food. That stuff's expensive! We went through piles
of washcloths, towels and blankets. Who knew
kittens could be so messy and so quickly too! While
we struggled to raise our 18, Sheba was raising her
four. She did a much better job. I've got to hand it to
mother cats; they make it look so easy.

In the beginning, I
was very nervous and
awkward. When my

wife went to work, I had to take care of them by myself. Even
though I had done thorough research, I still felt like I had no clue
what I was doing. Some of them were sickly and struggling and I
was afraid. I asked GOD to please let them all live, and they did!
Now, they are all heathy, beautiful and growing.

At first, the situation seemed nearly impossible. I was pathetic. I got hardly any sleep. But now,
looking back, I guess it had its moments.
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34 - Opie (Opie-Wan Kenopie)

   

Opie is such the gentleman. He is the biggest kitten of the bunch and will let the other little-ones
suck on his fur since they don't have a mamma. Sometimes, when he emerges from the sleeping
kitten-pile, he looks as though he's been through a car wash.

35 - Roscoe (Rascally Roscoe, Roskie)

   

Roscoe is a sensitive, innocent, little boy. He's not a rascal at all. We just call him "Rascally
Roscoe" because it sounds cute. He likes to watch our aquarium DVD, although I'm not sure if he
should sit so close to the TV.

36 - Kibble (Kibby)

   

Kibble is a gentleman like his brother Opie. He also used to let the little-ones suck on his fur, but
he doesn't tolerate that much anymore. Kibble likes to purr, often for no apparent reason. I guess
he's just a happy guy.
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37 - Gracie

   

Gracie has a beautiful spirit. She is gentle, polite, tolerant, patient and accepting. She seems the
type that would make a good mother - but we will make sure that doesn't happen.

38 - Dodger (Dodgie Bear)

   

Ah the artful Dodger, always confidant and exuberant, even as a tiny fellow. And no - Dodger has
never been to New York or seen a baseball game. But, I suspect that he might look smashing in a
blue and white striped ball cap.

39 - Abigail (Abby, Abby Girl)

   

We originally thought Abigail was a boy, so we named her Oliver because she looks similar to
Dodger. When we discovered our mistake, we tried out the name Olivia for awhile, but that didn't
quite fit. No - she's an Abby Girl.
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Mouse, Pip & Squeak

These three cow kittens were the smallest of that first litter of eight. They had a more difficult
time than all the rest.

40 - Mickey (Mouse, Mickey Mouskawitz)

   

Mouse was the most sickly of the three. For the first few days he slept all the time and barely
drank anything. He became very weak and dehydrated. A vet tech told us to force some corn syrup
into his mouth and give him tiny squirts of water from a one-mil syringe. That did the trick. Now
look at him. He is just terrific.

Mouse is just a temporary nickname. When he gets a little older we intend to call him Mickey so
that the other school kid-ttens won't make fun of him.

41 - Pippin (Pippy, Pip)

   

Pippin is a happy-go-lucky boy. He seems to love life, like the world is his oyster. Sometimes my
wife calls him "Pip Pip Hurray!"
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42 - Squeaks (Squeaky)

   

We named this little guy Squeaks because, unlike the rest, when he was a tiny kitten he had this
very cute, low, squeaky voice.

43 - Cotton
44 - Ditto

   

Cotton and Ditto are identical twin boys that, as kittens, resembled fluffy balls of cotton. We had
no trouble identifying them at first because Cotton always yelled the loudest for his milk bottle.
But now we have a much more difficult time telling them apart.

45 - Lizbeth (Lizzy)

   

Lizzy started out a little shy and hesitant, but now she is just one of the gang. She and Twinkie
are BFFs (Best Friends Forever).
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46 - Twinkie (Princess Twinkie)

   

Twinkie is a very affectionate girl. She loves to follow us around the house whenever we clean
litter boxes. She's our little helper -- sort of.

Buttons, Tigger, Buddy, Missy & Mia

These five all came from the youngest litter. When they were around ten days old, their mother
abandoned Buttons, and the next day, Tigger, in the middle of an open field. Each one screamed
nonstop like a police siren until they were picked up, brought to our place and finally fed. I'd
never heard such a loud noise come out of such tiny things.

Their mother was able to raise the other three. When they were old enough to accompany her to
the food bowls, one-by-one they were trapped and reunited with their litter mates, so that they too
could have a chance to grow up tame.

47 - Buttons (Lil' Miss Buttons)

   

Buttons thinks we are her parents. She is always so happy to see us and she comes to us when we
call her name. She likes to rub her face against ours. When she was about four months old, she
caught pneumonia, but she takes medicine like a champ. She's doing fine now.
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48 - Tigger

   

Tiggers are wonderful things, aren't they? When he was still on the bottle he'd often try to suck on
my ear. He is our little shadow.

49 - Buddy

   

When Buddy was trapped and sent to us, he was only afraid of us for one day. Then literally
overnight, he became the most trusting and friendly cross-eyed little boy you could ever hope to
meet. That's why we call him Buddy.

50 - Melissa (Missy)

   

It took Missy about a week to trust us. She is still a little shy, but we're working on it. The older
she gets, the more she looks like Buttons. Sometimes I can't tell who's who unless they are
standing side by side.
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51 - Amelia (Mia)

   

Mia was the last kitten to be trapped. Because she was caught so late, it took her the longest to
tame. But, she eventually came around. She likes to lick and bite our toes.

After these feral colony kittens came to us, and we reached 51, no new cats have shown up -- so
far -- (This story was written in the 1st quarter of 2010.)

Muffins' Pancreas (again)

In late November 2009, Muffins became diabetic again. After what we had
already been through with him, it was hard not to feel discouraged.

The vet wanted us to switch him to an expensive prescription diet, but that
food had grain in it. I decided that I wanted to try a food that had zero or
at least very little grain in it this time. Lets just say I had one of those
feelings.

We switched Muffins to a grain-less wet-food and within days his
pancreas was working again. Maybe it's just a coincidence - I don't know. For now, we are
monitoring him closely. If we could afford it, I'd put all our cats on a high-meat-protein, very-
low-grain, wet-food diet.

Looking Back

Although we have had to endure our share of trials with these cats, each one occurred in its own
time. As GOD promised, He never gave us more than we could handle - even though sometimes,
from my perspective, it sure felt close.

Dr. J. used to say that cats can tell those who are kind. Perhaps he's right, or perhaps GOD points
us out. As our number grew, I often thought "hopefully this is the last one. I don't believe we can
take on any more." But, whenever someone new came along needing help, I didn't say no. - Well,
maybe a little at first, but soon after I always thought better of it.

For me, the story of the good Samaritan speaks of actions - taking pity, showing mercy, loving
your neighbor as yourself. In our neck-of-the-woods, we've never come across an unconscious
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man lying beside the road, a victim of bandits who took everything including his clothes. But, we
have come across more than our share of homeless cats, some who were thin and hungry, some
who were depressed, some who were injured and suffering. We've never gone looking for them,
but during each moment, when our paths crossed, when we came face to face, in our hearts we felt
like we were being asked to make a choice, perhaps not unlike that Samaritan of 20 centuries past.

While I have wanted to so many times, I know better than to say "I can't" when GOD places a
burden before me, because deep down, I know that "I can't" spiritually translates as "I won't."

Over these past 10 years, despite my resistance, I can feel that I am slowly being transformed into
the kind of man who is both accepting of his circumstances, and willing to go where he is led.
Sure, like anyone, I have my own dreams. But I have told GOD many times that I am willing to
give them all up and be content with whatever He has planned for me. I feel a kind of settled
peace about it.

The love that I have for these cats - these fuzzy kids of ours - has encouraged my relationship with
my creator to grow even stronger. Their suffering, real or potential, has motivated me to reach out
to GOD many times and to want to stay close.

Facing The Facts

On The Inside: All our cats are healthy and loved and live indoors with us. Every day, we clean
all their litter boxes and give them plenty of food, fresh water and lots of attention. Even though
we have financial difficulties, we take them to the vet when they need it and administer
medications when necessary. Every adult male is fixed and most of the adult females as well.
Nearly all the adults have had their shots. Now, our next challenge is to figure out how to get all
22 kittens fixed and inoculated.

On The Outside: Our cats are not a noisy nuisance to the neighbors and they do not cause the
neighborhood to reek of urine. The next-door neighbors say they wouldn't know we have cats,
except for seeing them in the windows. The way I see it, we accumulated these 51 cats because we
just couldn't turn a blind eye and walk away. Then, we quickly grew to feel a strong sense of
guardianship toward each cat, and became far too attached to easily say goodbye. Yet, GOD knew
we would from the very start.

It took over seven and a half years to reach 28 cats, then in just five weeks we gained 23 more. I
call that "practically doubling overnight." We can't continue to stay in this house, nor can we
move anywhere zoned residential, because our house is not a home anymore. It has become a cat
sanctuary.


