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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.



8/24/10 6:52 AM51 Cats

Page 16 of 73file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story

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



8/24/10 6:52 AM51 Cats

Page 25 of 73file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story

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



8/24/10 6:52 AM51 Cats

Page 28 of 73file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story

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.
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Part II: The Sanctuary Hope
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Setup Conditions

There is a possibility that I was born with a very high functioning form (a touch) of autism, or
instead, it could be that I sustained a traumatic brain injury from a fall when I was about six
weeks old. I suppose it could even be both. On the outside, there's no way to tell for certain, since
both conditions can produce identical symptoms. For me, these symptoms include limited fine-
motor control, dyslexia, severely diminished sensory memory, and something referred to as the
laser-pointer effect. While growing up, I naturally developed a stronger emotional and conceptual
memory and an accelerated thought process to compensate, and for a very long time, I thought I
was just like everybody else.

Someday when I can afford it, I'd love to have a Tomographic Brain Scan to get a peak at the
wiring and maybe unravel some of this mystery. But in the end, it really doesn't make much
difference what caused me to be me. Here I am, just the same. I believe that each of us is given
our own unique setup conditions in the beginning, so that we may experience life exactly as we
are meant to experience it.

As an adult, I find that some people can't quite decide what to make of me. In some ways I seem
super smart. In other ways, I'm totally clueless. I guess you could describe me as an absentminded
small-town scientist, professor or inventor type.

In the academic world, where new concepts are presented in a structured, steady-paced manner,
even though I really had to work at it, I actually did quite well. I ended up graduating summa cum
laude with a Bachelor's degree in Electrical Engineering and a Minor in Mathematics.

But in the fiercely competitive, fast-paced world of today's high-tech job-market, It seems I just
don't have what it takes. Even with the help of trained employment specialists, I've not been able
to relaunch my career since my Boeing contract disintegrated as a direct result of the terrorist
attacks of 9-11 2001. It's been over eight years, and with each passing year it gets tougher.
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Since my wife has done well with her career, I have become a house-husband and the primary cat
care giver out of necessity. Frankly, I'm not that great with repetitive housework. I'm more of a
long-term project person. My wife and I agree that if the opportunity ever presented itself, we
would both love to switch places in a heartbeat. In the meantime, I am a PRN employee at my
wife's company, but they seldom need me. I also clean and repair rental homes from time to time.

The Sanctuary Concept

Although much of what I do these days isn't very mentally challenging, my brain is seldom idle.
My technical mind is always churning, often solving something-or-other, sometimes even in my
sleep. Since my wife and I have never owned a home of our own, I've had many years to
conceptualize how I might engineer a super cheap, efficient and sustainable zero-energy home.
Each time I gain new knowledge, the concept changes. It's my own personal ongoing mental-
project, something we engineer-types often have.

My many experiences with all these cats have also given me much to ponder. As I came to
understand their needs, my concept naturally evolved to include them and it quickly became more
like a low-overhead cat sanctuary facility than a house.

A Time For Change

For us, money has always been tight. Yet for years, it always seemed as though I would be
offered some work right around the time that we would need a vet. And, we always seemed to
have just enough to pay the vet's bill. It felt as though GOD was keeping us from falling behind. It
may seem strange, but I actually grew accustomed to this arrangement. In the fall of 2008
however, things changed --

Since then, we have taken on FIV, FeLV, stomatitis, pancreatitis, diabetes and of course raising
kittens. During times of heavy care-giving, I stayed home and missed work opportunities. We
gradually fell into debt with our vet, who has been kind enough to drop some charges here and
there and allow my wife to make payments when she can. The facility where my wife works has
been sold to a giant corporation that has turned the joy of working there into a heavy burden. She
has become burned out. Her company has also frozen the salaries of all directors while the price of
everything, especially utilities, keeps going up. The kittens are growing into rambunctious
teenagers causing our house to become overcrowded.

Unlike the past, our situation now feels unstable, like we are being slowly marched toward a cliff.
For awhile I had been considering taking the time to retrain for a different career. Now, I feel
increasing pressure to find a permanent, stable solution for us right away.

The Realization

After 9-11, not being able to find employment in my chosen career field left me feeling somewhat
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emasculated at first. I stressed over it a lot in the beginning. I kept asking GOD to please help me
find a good job again so that I could feel respectable to my peers and to myself. Although GOD
can do anything, this was one request He did not grant. (I have always believed that GOD knows
and does what is best for His children, and that we should have the faith to accept what He allows,
even when it's uncomfortable.)

Over the years, I've seen how GOD has looked out for us and our ever-growing four-legged
family. He's given my wife a good job and made sure we received a little extra money just when it
was needed. He listened to our feelings and granted so many of our requests. He also started
opening my eyes to how the love-of-money was slowly making our country sick and crushing so
many. Gradually, my faith and love for Him grew more solid as my belief in money slowly
disintegrated. For a long time now, the thought of working just for money has left me with such a
hollow, empty feeling. My tune had changed. I began asking GOD, not for a respectable job, but
for something spiritually fulfilling -- a life with purpose.

It wasn't until all the kittens showed up that it finally dawned on me. Perhaps, caring for unwanted
cats full time was what GOD had been preparing me for all along. Perhaps He wanted me to
dedicate my life to it, like that nun, Sister Seraphim, who founded The Hermitage, a cat shelter in
Tucson. I'd never dreamed that I could handle so many cats, but this experience has taught me that
I have room enough in my heart for them all and more.

As I did more research into shelters and other companion animal rescue/adoption organizations, I
discovered that my sanctuary concept had evolved into a rather unique approach. Also, from a
worldly perspective, having a sanctuary meant that these 51 cats were just starter cats with more to
come. Suddenly, having them didn't feel so embarrassing.

The more I thought about caring for unwanted cats as a career, the more it seemed to fit. I realized
that this was indeed something I could spend the rest of my life doing. Ten years ago, I would not
have thought so, but I am a different person now.

The Corporate Path

I'm not a materialistic man. I don't have much and I really don't mind if I never do. Instead, I'm
frugal and believe in being a good steward with whatever resources I'm given, down to the
leftovers in the fridge. I decided long ago that if the sky should ever open up and rain gold coins
down on me, I'd first run for cover, then I'd gather them into a pot and, rather than spend them on
myself, I'd use them to bring this sanctuary concept to life. Realistically however, since I have no
pot-of-gold of my own, I thought that perhaps GOD wanted me to step forward in good faith and
find a rainbow --

In order to make my cat sanctuary a reality, I chose to turn the whole thing into a tax-exempt,
nonprofit, charitable corporation. Others had done it and now I figured it was my turn. What's
more, I decided to make it all-volunteer. Those motivated primarily by money would steer clear,
and we would stand a much better chance of attracting helpers with truly charitable hearts like
ours -- that was the idea anyway.

http://books.google.com/books?id=-JHWhXgQEBwC&pg=PA59&lpg=PA59&dq=Sister+Seraphim%27s+deal+with+god&source=bl&ots=kdu0gfxSY2&sig=FfuXhjyZeX1SyDYwKUCNB0MJHPY&hl=en&ei=Wbl1TMzGKI2osQOaouWgDQ&sa=X&oi=book_result&ct=result&resnum=1&ved=0CBIQ6AEwAA
http://hermitagecats.org/?page_id=30
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I also believed that founding and operating a charitable corporation would make me appear
respectable to the rest of the world again, something I'd not felt in over eight years. In retrospect, I
should have considered that GOD might not agree with that desire. He said that we should be in
the world, not of the world. However, uncomfortable comments from people over the years had
left me feeling vulnerable to appearing abnormal in society and I wanted very much to finally be
seen as successful. So, even though I had a slight uneasy feeling, I ignored it and plowed ahead.

The Mountain

Through the public library and the Internet there is almost no end to all the do-it-yourself books,
online guides and helpful websites. For about two months, I utilized these free resources and
immersed myself in the study of tax-exempt, nonprofit, corporation formation and governance.
But, as I learned more and more, I found there was more and more to learn. My head started to
swim as this mountain grew taller and taller before me. Here's what I mean --

In addition to studying the purpose behind, and learning how to appropriately construct and/or
prepare, all the corporation's organizing documents (the Articles of Incorporation, Certificate of
Disclosure, Affidavit of Publication, I.R.S. Application for Recognition of Exemption, Corporate
Bylaws, Organizational Meeting Minutes, Unified Registration Statement, and probably others),
there's also the Mission and Vison Statement, Short-Range, Intermediate & Long-Range Goals,
Detailed Business Plan, Strategic Plan, Marketing Plan, Volunteer Recruitment Plan, Fundraising
Plan, Donor Research, Grant Research, Proposal Writing, Book Keeping and Financial Accounting
Standards, Ethical Standards, Conflict of Interest Policy, Anti-Sexual Harassment Policy,
Operations Manual, Volunteer Manual, each Board Member's Job Description, Financial Reviews
and Audits, Donation Substantiation and Disclosure Requirements, Risk Management Process,
General Liability Insurance, Errors & Omissions Insurance or Directors & Officers Liability
Insurance, I.R.S. Annual Information Return, State Corporation Annual Report & Certificate of
Disclosure and the annual G.F.A.S. (Global Federation of Animal Sanctuaries) Statements of
Financial Positions, Activities and Cash Flows - all of which I have been told are very important
and need to be thoroughly understood and/or properly prepared and maintained -- I'm sure there's
a bunch of requirements, standards, policies, procedures, licenses, registrations, approvals,
certificates and permits that I don't know about yet, but you get the idea - it's a rather large
mountain!

With so many new and different legal/business terms, concepts, titles and referenced statutes,
much of the time it felt like I was studying a foreign language. A lot of what I'd read assumed
some previous knowledge that I didn't have. As a result, I often got confused or would end up
wasting time studying something that didn't even apply. I could spend years trying to get
everything just right to please the I.R.S., State Corporation Commission, State Department of
Revenue, State Attorney General's Office, County Clerk's Office, G.F.A.S., donors, foundations,
watch dog groups and probably many other individual organizations and city, county, state and
federal agencies. After two months of intense studying, I'd only seen the tip of the iceberg.

The more bureaucratic hoops I found that I would be expected to know how to perfectly jump
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through just to prove that my company was, and would remain, transparent, honest and
responsible to every donated-dime, the heavier my heart felt. I began wishing for my own pot-of-
gold, so that I could bypass this giant iceberg and just build the sanctuary myself. I already have
my own mountain of technical, design and construction issues to work out (which for me would
be much more fun anyway - see Part III).

As an engineer, I've been casually evolving this sanctuary concept for a long time. I can see how
most everything fits together in my mind. I know it can work and I know I can do it. But all this
business stuff is another matter altogether. Sure, I'm intelligent enough to eventually understand it
all and do a good job, but that could take someone like me as long as getting another collage
degree. No - if I was going to do this, I knew that I had to speed things up --

Closed Doors

All the materials I've read so far say the same thing - you can't do it all alone. I was told I would
need to put together an effective, experienced board of directors who will bring talent, wisdom
and significant financial resources to the company. Most everyone also stressed the importance of
having a lawyer prepare, or at least look over, the organizing documents. And I already knew that
I would have to find various technical experts with whom to consult. It seemed to me that the time
had come to seek out mentors, advisors and partners, and to reach out to those who were already
doing something similar. So, I asked GOD to help guide me to the right people, and I plowed
ahead again.

I don't personally know anyone from the corporate business world, and I only have one wealthy
relative. I carefully wrote her a long letter explaining my situation and sanctuary concept. I asked
her for help with my startup costs. She chose to ignore my request. With her, it was a longshot
anyway. Yet, since GOD can do anything, I thought maybe that was a door He wanted me to walk
through. As uncomfortable as it was, I had to be willing to try. That door proved to be locked.

I turned to the Internet again and for weeks I looked for people who might be willing to send me
their Articles of Incorporation and Bylaws to use as examples (as suggested by Petfinder.com),
and discuss with me how to locate potential, experienced directors. I also looked for free business
counselors and technical experts. Since I didn't know anyone personally, I put a lot of effort into
carefully constructing cold-contact emails.

One morning I was feeling a little weary from all the needle-in-a-haystack searching, so I asked
GOD for a little pick-me-up. That day, I stumbled upon one very long web page written by a
design engineer that contained detailed discussions of nearly every zero-energy-design concept
that I'd spent almost a decade casually gathering. It had nothing to do with business, but it was an
engineer's goldmine. It helped me to feel even more confident that my concept was indeed a good
one. It even showed me a few new ideas. I felt very encouraged and I added the author to my list
of people to contact.

After weeks of searching, I had reached out to 49 people. One, a cat-shelter founder, said that I
shouldn't even start, that running a nonprofit shelter is way too much work. The one business
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counselor I found said that without startup capitol, I was wasting my time. He said "You will not
be able to get any funding from someone that you don't know without already having received
some funding from someone who personally believes in you and in what you are trying to do."

Out of the 49 people contacted, five liked my sanctuary concept. They said it sounded great,
exciting, innovative or intriguing. One of them congratulated me and one wished me luck. One of
them even thanked us for all our cat-rescue efforts over the years. Out of those 49 people, only
eight responded, but not one helped me with what I had asked.

Just days into 2010, I found myself at square one, back where I started. I had asked GOD to guide
me to the right people, but I got nowhere. All the doors that I had tried to open were locked.

Just like that day when I cast the die for Duddly, I didn't understand why GOD wasn't helping me.
Didn't He want us to become a sanctuary? But again, just like He did that day, GOD would gently
show me that He had something else in mind --

A Different Path

I had felt so hopeful when I began working on creating this corporation, thinking I had finally
found a path to my purpose and a permanent answer for us all. In my heart, I'm totally willing to
dedicate myself to a lifetime of charitable service to unwanted cats, just like the soft-hearted
founder of Tabby's Place, a cat sanctuary in New Jersey. But being so thoroughly blocked, I began
to feel like this corporation idea had become a bird with clipped wings.

Disappointed and a little desperate, I began grasping at straws. I thought maybe I could at least
find a near-minimum-wage job somewhere, any permanent job, and take it just for the money. I
could work hard and attempt to save every penny for as long as it takes to build my own start-up
capitol. At the same time, I could study every day to learn everything I needed to know to create
and possibly run a corporation effectively entirely by myself. I could probably do it. It would just
take a long time.

Even though it is possible, I wasn't being at all realistic. I had to face facts. It already takes a lot of
hours out of every day to properly care for 51 cats. We are, in essence, a cat sanctuary right now.
There will always be more vet bills to pay and the possibility of more cats showing up. Doing it
this way could take over a decade. My wife is already struggling with her job, and we can't stay
ten more years in an already overcrowded house. I felt so heavy, and I began to struggle with
feelings of depression.

As always happens during our dark moments, the devil wastes no opportunity to whisper negative
thoughts into our mind. Lies that start with "you can't --" or "you will never --" and hopeless
thoughts like "quit" and "give up" begin appearing there. GOD has asked us to love Him with all
our mind, heart, soul and strength. One way I do this is by recognizing destructive, negative
thoughts and pushing them out of my mind for GOD's sake and my own. The power to do that is
ours. But, it's all the more difficult to do when we're down. That's when the devil pushes back
hardest. So I prayed for more help, and instead of just sitting alone with my thoughts, I felt like I

http://www.tabbysplace.org/
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wanted to talk to someone.

I shared my recent experiences and my disappointment with my mom. Right away, she suggested
that perhaps GOD was protecting me. I had asked Him to guide me to the right people, but maybe,
I was looking in the wrong place. What I was actually looking for were caring friends, but I was
looking for them among busy business people - their hearts were likely preoccupied.

What she said made sense and I felt a little better, but obviously, I didn't have a clue how to even
begin to find the right friends. There had to be people out there in the world with hearts that care
like we do, people who would feel grateful for the choices and sacrifices we've made on behalf of
other's discarded kitties and who would long to reach out in friendship and help us in some way to
bring our sanctuary to life. These are the kind of supportive founding-friends I needed to gather.
But I didn't know how to gather them.

A little later, I spoke with my wife about how I felt completely blocked and didn't know what to
do now. She said that she would like it if I wrote a little something about each cat to put with their
pictures on the sanctuary website, so that we would have something to share.

Although I had worked a little on web site materials, I had not intended to create an online
presence until after the charity was incorporated and we had a viable marketing plan in place. And
especially now, I didn't see the point. I'm ashamed to say, I even felt a little irritated at her request.

But then, as my mind was dwelling on what she had said, I felt this calm peaceful feeling
gradually settle over me, similar to that day when I cast the die for Duddly. It was as if GOD had
put His hand very gently on my shoulder, patiently waited for me to willingly calm down, which
took me a little while, and then He released me from the heaviness and disappointment I had
gathered from the corporate chase until all that was left in that moment was Him and me - like a
kind of clear, unburdened silence. Then in a completely nonjudgmental way, He simply opened
my eyes to the fact that I had veered away from something very important - my part of my
relationship with Him. (I think I'm saying that right.)

A New Understanding

NOTE: This part of the story is very spiritually personal. It is about how I interpreted this
experience. I don't think that many would be this open, but I feel that God wants me to be.

Because of my vulnerability, I had fallen back into the world's perspective again instead of
seeking GOD's perspective. (I've come to believe that GOD wants us to seek His perspective
constantly.) To GOD, the requirements of business don't matter in the slightest. We do. The
compassion in our hearts and the willingness of our souls are what matter to Him. We don't have
to craft perfectly constructed, complicated business documents just to prove who we are to the
world. GOD knows exactly who we are and what we need. He had never asked me to walk that
corporate direction in the first place. Instead, I felt like He wanted me, not just to write a little
about each cat as my wife had suggested, but to willingly tell the whole story and trust Him to
take it to the right people in answer to my prayer.
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You see, I had stepped out first by choosing the more worldly, acceptable, corporate path, and
then I asked GOD to help me my way. My mistake was not asking GOD for help first, and then
waiting for Him to guide me in the right direction, His direction. Seeing my current situation with
these cats as having become unstable, I felt compelled to act right away, out of fear not faith, and
seeing an opportunity to finally appear successful, I chose to plow ahead in my own direction and
ignore that uneasy feeling in my heart again, just like I did that day Zoey disappeared, just like I
did with that door stop that led to Daisy getting hurt. GOD puts these feelings there to guide me. I
need to listen every time! I seem so slow to learn this. I want to do what's right; I really do. But,
sometimes it's so easy to veer off course - especially when we're afraid or feeling judged by our
peers. I'm glad GOD is such a patient and gentle teacher.

This simple lesson (seeking and accepting God's council and guidance rather than going off in my
own direction for my own purpose) matters so much more than my strong desire to APPEAR
normal or successful. The fact is, my life is not normal, and God has always been OK with that;
I'm the one who keeps having a problem with it. The devil works hard to use others to make us
feel bad about ourselves and our circumstances. This strong desire for normalcy is evidence of the
devil's work against me and I really shouldn't give in to it. Despite how other's remarks attempt to
make us feel, we should forgive them and allow ourselves to feel content with the stage that God
has set for us, knowing that it serves a necessary purpose. I think that if we were able to do this
easily, maybe that would be a sign of great faith. Obviously, I'm not quite there yet.

Writing this Story

I acknowledge that GOD considers all His children's needs at the same time. For Him, taking this
story to "the right people" could also mean those who are just now going through something with
their cats that we've already been through. Maybe reading our story will give some people a shot
of hope, or the courage to hang in there knowing they're not alone, or the faith to lean on GOD
more or maybe, it will just lighten their hearts. GOD knows so many wonderful ways to take
something and use it for good.

However, before God could use our story to help us or anyone else, I first had to be willing to do
my part - to write it down, exposing myself in the process, and then let it loose into the world. I
must willingly risk ridicule and possibly hostility. For me, this is hard because I already feel
abnormal and embarrassed about our situation. But with a greater faith and more determination
than ever, I have committed myself to walking the difficult path -- to writing this story anyway.

Because of the way my brain works, I've almost no memories of how things look, sound, smell or
taste (or at least I can't access them). Instead, I remember the facts and feelings of past moments.
As a result, my writing tends to be more of fact than richly descriptive sensory-words.

While I write from the memory of my feelings, I also have many tiny feelings about what I write.
In this way GOD helps me to remain spiritually honest. When I looked over something that I had
written, and it suddenly felt like a potentially misleading exaggeration, I corrected it. When it felt
like I was pushing my own agenda, I deleted it. When it felt like I was veering slightly from the
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truth in order to feel less exposed, I forced myself to fix that too, and on, and on. Following these
tiny feelings is one of the ways that I experience walking in faith.

For me writing is a slow, awkward, painstaking process. Of course, I asked GOD for His help and
guidance, then I willingly stepped forward and did my very best. It has taken me over nine weeks.
Now it's done and my hopes are high. So, ready or not, here we come -- all 51 plus the two of us.

Summary

Many times when cats came to us, I could feel myself dragging my feet, but I did what I believed
to be right anyway. Then, inevitably, that moment would come when each cat would look me in
the eye and I would see a settled kind of trust and love that meant it was home for good. We had
become family. Now, I can't imagine my life without them.

From the moment we are born, each event in our lives plays its part in shaping us. Regardless of
what my initial setup-conditions were, the stage is now set. I am who I am. As a boy, I was more
of a dog-person. But now, I find that I have a deep and abiding love for cats. I'd never dreamed
that this would be the path my life would take. But, I humbly acknowledge that the true purpose
for my life was never mine to choose.

Because of my autism and lack of permanent employment, I have felt like such an awkward
social-outsider for many years. Now, with 51 cats, I feel even more the laughable outcast. I
thought that founding a unique, not-for-profit, charitable corporation on my own would finally
allow me to appear normal, successful and respectable in the eyes of society. But, GOD allowed
me to discover for myself how my time and strength would have been stolen-away by all the
spiritually-empty requirements heaped on me by the distrusting world of business and
government.

Still, willing to commit my life to the care of abandoned kitties, I went looking for help to climb
that corporate mountain anyway. By closing every door that I tried to open, I now believe that
GOD was showing me that He does not want me to choose my own direction for the wrong
reasons. He has His plan for me - albeit, one that requires a lot more faith and courage.

I believe that GOD wants me to send our story out into the world and then to put all of my trust in
Him. I'm not very comfortable doing this. Placing myself before the world's judgmental eyes is the
hardest path I have ever been asked to walk. But -- I will do it anyway.

When GOD gives to us, He does so freely, without a price. GOD said to ask and we would
receive. I have asked, and now I am casting my note-in-a-bottle upon the Internet sea. He will
guide it to those whose hearts are His and do with it what He will -- Thank you for reading our
story.

My name is Randy. You can reach us online at: http://51cats.wordpress.com/contact/

http://51cats.wordpress.com/contact/
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Part III: The Sanctuary Dream

NOTE: Part three is a somewhat technical, overview of my current sanctuary concept. It is
included here for those who have an interest or are just curious - like an appendix. I tried to
keep it light by including only enough detail to give the reader a taste of what I hope to
accomplish.
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Preface

This sanctuary concept started out as a humble plan for an inexpensive, self-sustainable home for
my wife and me. It then evolved into a home with some cats, then a home with more cats, then a
home with many cats, until finally it became a small cat sanctuary.

If I had the financial means, I would build the facility myself. My wife and I would run it on our
own while I conduct experiments and develop the cat-specific systems. I would then slowly add
more and more space in preparation for whatever or whoever GOD might bring. If eventually
others grew dedicated to the cause, our facility could expand into a median sized sanctuary, then a
large sanctuary, and one day, possibly, many sanctuaries all designed around this low-overhead
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concept and each dedicated to a particular special need. (I dislike arbitrary limits, so I tend to plan
big just in case.)

Introduction

For many years this sanctuary concept has been an ever-changing, ongoing, casual mental-project.
The more that I happen to learn or discover, the more it evolves. In other words, because of so
many unknowns, it is not a single fixed-design concept. It is instead an interconnected collection
of categories of design considerations (potential worthy-design-options). This collection has been
gathered and manipulated over the years in an attempt to fulfill an ever-evolving list of
requirements based on a challenging set of criteria born out of what some might consider a rather
peculiar design philosophy.

Each design consideration is associated with it's own list of as yet unanswered technical questions
(one of the mountains I referred to earlier in part II). As one-by-one these technical questions get
answered, the design considerations in each category will rise and fall in preferability until
eventually one consideration will prove itself to be the most viable, feasible, cost effective,
appropriate, etc.

For me, this has been a fun mental-project, like playing a very long, casual game of chess. Up to
now, I have not aggressively pursued answers to all those technical questions - except for a few
here and there out of my own curiosity and I've often come up short. Since I lack the necessary
detailed knowledge in each technical area and don't have the space or money for experimentation,
attempting to answer this mountain of questions myself would be a time-consuming, inefficient,
haphazard process - like learning how to form and operate a corporation on my own. This is why I
will always seize upon opportunities to tap into the experience and wisdom of acknowledged
experts in various technical disciplines. I'm always looking for friendly technical advice.

Design Philosophy

This sanctuary concept was formed around a simple spiritual philosophy: "Keep it humble and
pure." I believe in all forms of responsibility, frugality and good stewardship, not just with my
own financial and personal resources, but with this entire planet and what it has to offer. And for
me, this simple philosophy represents well that aspect of myself and more --

The engineer in me will always favor function over form when it comes to this sanctuary concept.
I don't mind what each system looks like so long as it functions, for as long as possible, with
simplicity, efficiently enough to suit projected needs and is easy to access and repair. Longevity,
simplicity, accessibility and maintainability are how I define the concept of purity from an
engineering perspective.

From a spiritual perspective, my concept of purity for this project is a bit more complicated.
Purity for me involves avoiding the consequences of evil. God said that the love of money is the
root of all evil. So in every way possible, I try to steer clear of anything that represents a love of
money over that of GOD and His children. To avoid the effects of the love of money, I ask the
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question "what's the catch?" Then, I avoid the catch. It's that simple.

Purity also involves avoiding spiritually poor choices - such as taking shortcuts out of impatience,
laziness or carelessness, or favoring design considerations purely out of vanity, pride or
selfishness - and instead, laboring perpetually in support of the good, which in this case means
creating a stable, safe and peaceful environment that promotes health, healing and contentment.

Whenever my two concepts of purity (engineering and spiritual) come in conflict, I will always try
to seek a resolution through GOD's perspective. In matters of safety for example, I will humbly
accept increased costs and reduced simplicity and accessability. I learned that lesson with both
Daisy and Simon. (see part I)

The humble side of my philosophy involves patience and a willingness to toil for long periods
performing tasks others would avoid - the dirty jobs. GOD has provided me with a technical mind
and time in abundance. It's money I don't often have. So, I will compensate by spending my time
toiling patiently in humble ways to accomplish my goals, like when I gleaned materials from those
construction dumpsters and built cat-furniture. I believe this humble willingness pleases GOD.

Design Criteria

(1) Try to avoid environmentally hazardous or artificial materials that off-gas.

(2) Try to minimize the use of cellulose. (wood/paper/plant fiber - things that rot or burn)

(3) Utilize an effective combination of passive solar techniques to achieve a zero energy design.

(4) Adopt sufficient solar power technologies and recycling techniques to achieve a nearly non-
polluting, total green (zero carbon footprint) operation.

(5) Attempt to approach self-sufficient (zero overhead) operation. (This will never be completely
zero because of periodic maintenance/replacement costs, veterinary medical costs, insurance and
government taxes/fees.)

(6) Create a facility that, in every way possible, watches out for the cats automatically, like a
guardian, and promotes healthy activity and interaction.

(7) Design a facility that is expandable to meet future space requirements.

(8 - Part A) Avoid where possible material items that involve any unscrupulous method to
increase/force/perpetuate profit, such as those that:

are designed for built-in/planned obsolescence/depreciation/failure
contain deliberate/unnecessary non-standard/customized/hard-to-find/unreplaceable parts
are deliberately not serviceable or repairable
are made with inappropriate/unnecessary artificial/poor-quality materials
are deliberately constructed poorly using sub-par manufacturing techniques
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That now all-too-common complaint "they sure don't make them like they used to" is a direct
result of the kind of love-of-money attitude that I feel a great responsibility to defend against.
Lovers of money do not have my sanctuary's best interest at heart, and so I do not care to be at
their mercy. I would rather keep out the unpleasant consequences of their choices, and thus
prevent future disappointment, frustration, headaches and forced financial expenditures.

I'm willing to patiently seek out those rare, quality items-of-the-past or take the time to design my
own systems out of plentiful, common materials and even glean abundant materials which society
might generally consider worthless junk. (For example, the cat furniture which I built out of
discarded construction materials is of higher quality and value than anything I could have bought.)

(8 - Part B) Avoid where possible material items that are designed for any alternate, profitable
purposes, such as those that:

are designed for ease of shipping and storage solely for the manufacturer/merchant's sake,
not for the buyer's
are overly complicated with unneeded options, added to appeal to the widest market
have a fancy/vain/superficial form-over-function design
are designed for overly quick/convenient use

Material items in this category are typically not appropriate permanent solutions. The alternate
purposes for their design often interfere with their overall functional quality, maintainability,
longevity and simplicity.

(8 - Summary Discussion) The net result of this last criterion (Part A & B) will most likely be a
sanctuary facility containing many unusual looking systems that would seem more at home in
Thomas Edison's workshop or in a university laboratory where all essential components are
clearly visible for teaching purposes. For example, instead of seeing a couple of expensive, self-
contained, electric-powered, commercial freeze dryers with their many breakable parts and pricey
maintenance contract, you might find instead many large, evacuated, clear-glass bell-jars sitting on
shelves in a simple solar-powered walk-in freezer.

Attempting to meet this challenging set of eight criteria has provided me with many years of
mental amusement. I often get lost in thought about it. But inevitably, I reach a point where I am
blocked by all those still-unanswered technical questions.
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Technical Areas

The following is a partial list of the technical areas pertaining to the most currently preferable
design considerations. As questions are answered and considerations change, obviously so will
this list.

If you the reader, or someone you know, is an expert in any of these areas and would like to help,
I sure would appreciate it.

Primary:

Geology
Mining and Minerals Engineering
Sandstone Prospecting and Quarrying
Passive-Solar Roof Design
Natural Convection Airflow Design
Structural Engineering
Welding
Glazing - Broad Spectrum UV Coatings
Roof-mounted Solar Cell Technologies and System Components
Multi-functional Solar Collector Design (possibly)
Solar-(Stirling or Steam)-Electric Generator Systems Design (possibly)
Fuel-Cell Technology, Electrolysis and Gas Storage (possibly)
Ozone Production for Water Purification (Good or bad?)

Secondary:

Air Liquification & Fractional Distillation Micro-System Design
Promession
Freeze Drying
Chicken Farming (Animal Husbandry)
Aquiculture (Fish Farming)
Vermiculture (Worm Farming)
Aerobic Composting Techniques/Teas/Inoculates
Self-watering Wick-Pot/Barrel Design
Plant Pollination Techniques (mason bees, etc.)
Solar Glass Furnace Design (possibly)
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Fundamental Design Categories

What follows is a brief discussion of some of the more fundamental categories and how they are
interconnected:

Geographic Location
Construction Methods & Materials
Building Design
Roof Design
Design Categories Summary

* Geographic Location

One important requirement common to nearly all companion-animal shelters is the need to be
located within, or at least very near to, a populated area to more easily facilitate adoptions. With
some exceptions such as Pet-Smart in-store adoption centers, the shelter itself most often doubles
as the primary adoption location. As a result of this location requirement, shelter organizations
have had to contend with higher land values and property taxes, inflexible building codes,
expensive construction loans, high rents, and little control over utility options and costs, which
translates to considerable monthly overhead being carried by the donating public.

A LITTLE SOAPBOX COMMENTARY: Here again, my desire to avoid the effects of evil sets
off alarm bells. Those at the bottom of the profit food-chain, including the donating public, are
forced to bear ever-increasing financial burdens, as lovers-of-money continue to push and probe
for ways to extract dollars in exchange for absolutely nothing. Isn't this what GOD meant when
He spoke of dishonest gain? Because we are born into this economic system, we tend to accept
it as normal. But, how do you suppose GOD sees all of this? Greed is the underlying force
behind inflation. Real estate speculation and stock market venturing are merely socially
acceptable terms for gambling. Lobbying efforts by commercial interests create a constant
resistence to positive change purely for the sake of profit. It's all caused by love of money, and
those at the bottom who toil honestly feel a heavier and heaver weight as prices rise and quality
falls for no good reason.

Unlike shelters, the primary purpose of our sanctuary would be to serve as a temporary overflow
facility as well as a lifetime-care facility for unwanted, unadoptable cats, including those with
special needs such as blindness, FIV, diabetes, old age, arthritis, behavioral problems, etc.
Because we do not intend to function as an adoption center, we are not required to locate within a
populated area. Instead, we can look for inexpensive land with low property taxes in areas not
opposed to alternative construction methods. By developing custom, fully-integrated utility
systems to handle energy acquisition, alternate low-impact sewage treatment and water capture,
purification, storage and reuse, we can completely eliminate monthly utility overhead and free the
facility to exist off-grid if necessary.

This freedom allows us to consider a great many possible locations, provided they meet the
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following requirements:

Favorable zoning laws and building codes
Very low cost per acre and very low property taxes
South-facing building site (passive solar requirement)
Long east-west building site (future expansion requirement)
Water rights and accessible ground water - hopefully
Zero flood potential
Surrounding area is considered worthless for common commercial/agricultural purposes
Far enough from populated areas to avoid the effects of future population expansion

NOTE: The last two requirements above are aimed at the distant future. They are an attempt to
avoid the creep of land values and taxes for as long as possible to minimize future financial
burden.

By choosing a location far off-grid, there is one major complication that arises - where to find
helpers. Because shelters exist within populated areas, they can operate with the help of local
volunteers and paid staff. However, the farther a shelter is located from a populated area, the less
practical it becomes for daytime helpers to commute. For many all-volunteer organizations,
finding enough reliable, committed volunteers from within a local population is already very
difficult. Even if staff positions are offered at a reasonable wage, once unrealistic commutes enter
the picture, the odds of finding anyone drops to nearly zero.

This sanctuary concept was initially formed around the freedom of an off-grid existence and it has
evolved to include live-in volunteers. Farmers and Ranchers have their bunkhouses and this
sanctuary has it's modest studio apartments. Not restricted to local sources for day helpers, we are
now free to invite friends from all over the nation. Some may wish to volunteer for a short time,
such as veterinary school interns. Some may choose to stay. (see Volunteer Life below.)

Over time, the more quality, dedicated volunteers we find, the more cats we will be able to help
and the more the sanctuary will need to expand to support them. In order to help facilitate this
gradual expansion process on a low budget, appropriate, low-cost construction methods and
materials need to be considered.

* Construction Methods & Materials

A LITTLE SOAPBOX COMMENTARY: For centuries, both before and after the time of
Christ, many common folk lived in humble dwellings made of stone and clay. Even as recent as
the great westward expansion, America settlers often built homes here out of sod and adobe. But
once our nation developed efficient transportation systems and profitable mass production
technology, the average American homeowner got sucked into the race to "keep up with the
Joneses." Now, in today's energy-savvy, environmentally-conscious world, there is a growing
resurgence in that ancient, humble, alternative construction method known as "natural building."
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Natural building methods minimize ecological and environmental impact by utilizing abundant,
sustainable, indigenous, building materials such as clay, sand, straw, cordwood, rocks and earth.
Natural building also tends to rely more on manual labor than technology, which is helpful if you
have lots of time and/or many hands, but little money.

For this sanctuary concept, constructing the walls out of natural building materials is definitely
worth considering. I tend to favor natural building techniques that utilize the least amount of
biodegradable matter, such as rammed earth, earthbag and adobe. These are all worthy design
options, separately or in combination, and for a long time they were at the top of my list. That is,
until I heard of an obscure little town known as Coober Pedy --

Coober Pedy is the opal mining capital of the world, and is located in perhaps the hottest, most
barren part of the South Australian Outback. What makes this town interesting is that the majority
of the population live in underground homes carved out of sandstone, and enjoy a constant, year-
round, indoor temperature of about 77 degree Fahrenheit. In fact, most of the town itself is
underground, including retail shops, churches, hotels, motels, bed & breakfasts and even camping
facilities.

With the use of electric-powered, modern mining equipment, excavating an underground home in
Coober Pety is much faster, simpler and cheaper than conventional building methods, and of
course, these homes don't require air conditioning. Using the earth as a temperature stabilizer is
nothing new. It's a big part of the reason animals dig dens. The world over, humans have
employed various earth-sheltering techniques in construction for millennia. Since a homeowner's
largest energy expense comes from changing the temperature of things, the heating and cooling
cost savings alone make some form of earth-sheltering well worth considering.

But what really impressed me the most about Coober Pety is a place called "Faye's Underground
Home." A woman named Faye Nayler and two lady friends, using only picks and shovels, hand-
dug an entire house containing three bedrooms with walk in closets, a kitchen, living room, bar,
wine cellar, Billiard room and swimming pool - the very essence of low-tech, low-impact natural
building.

Although, the sandstone of Coober Pedy may be strong and stable enough to prevent roof cave-
ins, I know nothing about the physical properties of American sandstone deposits in comparison
or about applicable safety codes (technical questions). I also personally do not care for the idea of
a heavy roof of any kind. But, the notion of carving a home out of the surface of a sandstone
hillside is very intriguing, and there could be many suitable, "dirt cheap" locations to choose from
within the large Coconino Sandstone formation.

The Coconino spreads across the Colorado Plateau, including northern Arizona, northwest
Colorado, Nevada and Utah. It ranges from 40 to 400 feet in thickness and in some areas the
sandstone is conveniently exposed or under slight soil cover. There are likely other sandstone
formations worth considering as well, perhaps with higher quality stone (technical questions), but
I currently know very little about geology.

Ultimately, the specific combination of construction methods and materials selected to create an
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"annualized geo-solar," zero-energy sanctuary building will depend heavily on the physical,
geological and environmental properties of the chosen building site. And, with the liberal use of
labor intensive, inexpensive hand tools as an option, construction cost becomes more a factor of
impatience.

* Building Design

I'm afraid when it comes to architectural beauty, I lack that creative spark. My engineering mind
tends to think in modular and linear terms for the sake of simplicity and repeatability (to aid in
construction and future expansion). As a result, the outward appearance of my current design is
long, straight and down-to-business. However, all of the interior living spaces have been left open
to the architecturally artistic conceptualizations of others, provided of course they are functional
and non-extravagant.

In keeping with longstanding passive solar requirements, the long axis of the building needs to be
oriented East-to-West to allow for maximum southern exposure to solar energy in winter (good
for roof-mounted solar cells), and there should be a slight overhang on the south end of the roof to
block the direct rays of the summer sun (calculated according to latitude). Also, following an
important zero-energy design principle, the North, East and West outer walls should act as thermal
barriers and not contain any windows, and the roof must not contain any skylights or other angled
glass.

However, the South outer wall could be nothing but windows (probably 76 inches tall). A hallway
will run the entire length of the South side of the building to act as a thermal buffer zone between
the outer windows and the inner living-spaces. It should be wide enough (maybe nine feet) to
easily accommodate plants (barrels or very large pots, built-in flowerbeds or hanging pots),
furniture (benches, etc.) and large, rolling carts. All living spaces will share the same width
(somewhere around 24 feet) but they can be as long as needed to suit each rooms purpose. The
length of the building is an expandable parameter (according to future need), and is only limited
by available land space to the East and West. Once that is used up, another building can be started
to the North or South, and so on.

Aside from the roof, which will be discussed
separately, all the above building requirements can
easily be met using natural building methods at
ground level. Some form of earth-sheltering would
further enhance the thermal properties of the outer
wall's, but the most attractive option for me is
cutting into a sandstone hillside and using the
hillside itself as the foundation and the North, East
and West outer walls.

The interior walls could be constructed conventionally or out of a variety of non-flammable
indigenous materials. Natural walls should be made thick to increase sound absorption (to help
minimize colony stress) and thermal stability. Of course, there's also the issue of earthquake
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resistance (technical question).

However, what if instead all the interior structures were sculpted right out of the sandstone during
the initial site excavation? Working on the building site could become like working on a gigantic
statue. Instead of just constructing a building, we would be creating a work of art. The end results
could be spectacular, with very visually-appealing, natural living spaces. I personally don't have
the imagination for this, but there are a lot of people out there to whom GOD has given this gift. I
would love to see how these people might sculpt the following areas:

Designed For People Only:

Studio Apartments (with sink, microwave and small fridge/freezer unit of some kind)
Combination Storage/Walk-in Closet Rooms
Bathrooms (with wheelchair accessible amenities)
Large Kitchen
Laundry
Utility and Storage Rooms
Office
Library (possibly)

Designed For Cats:

Veterinary Examination Room
Veterinary Isolation Rooms
Veterinary Surgery
Living Rooms (quiet rooms for visiting with the cats)
Playrooms (noisy rooms containing playground equipment and interesting cat spaces)
Common Areas (no south wall separating it from the hall)
Hall Areas

* Roof Design

My current concept for the roof is multi-functional. Not only will it provide shelter from the
elements and serve as a platform for the photovoltaic electrical system, but it will also support
internal convective airflow.

During hot periods, the warm air, which
accumulates at the highest point in each room, is
provided a path of escape. The airflow rate is
controlled by vents. As solar radiation heats the
surface of the roof, the draft through the roof should
continuously transfer the thermal energy away, thus
preventing it from infiltrating the interior - that's the
theory anyway. This air might even be hot enough
to dry clothes.
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This method assumes a continuous source of cool incoming air, such as through subterranean cool
tubs and/or from a solar-powered absorption-chiller. If left open during cold periods, this system
could suck all the heat out of the building. But if air flow were forcibly reversed, the sun's
warming effect on the roof could be used as an alternate heat source.

The custom ceiling joists could be handmade on location - welded out of scrap rebar and angle
iron perhaps (technical questions). The underside of the top layer of the roof should be covered
with a reflective material to act as a radiant barrier. Both sides of the middle layer could be
covered with multi-layered aluminized mylar/Dacron insulation (M.L.I.). The topside of the
ceiling layer could also be covered with MLI - for cold nights or perhaps that's overkill (technical
questions). Airflow through the long, thin ceiling vents could be controlled by sliding a slotted
metal plate. The internal South vent need only be an insulated flap that closes to minimize
undesirable heat loss, such as at night.

* Design Categories Summary

The above-mentioned fundamental design categories (Geographic Location, Construction Methods
& Materials, Building Design, Roof Design) are just some of the many categories that exist for
this project. There is also passive/active heating/cooling and forced/convective airflow
design/manipulation/tunnels/duct-work, electrical power generation/storage/distribution/safety,
water collection/purification/distribution/heating, grey-water reuse, waste processing, lighting and
computer control/networking.

Most of these categories are heavily interconnected and often cross over into each other, such as
designing a roof for convective cooling - this has been done deliberately wherever possible for the
sake of synergy. As a result, a change in design consideration within one category can cause a
cascade of changes in many of them. This is no problem when it's all in your head, but for
construction to ever be seriously considered, a mountain of questions will need to be answered
and a large-hill of decisions will need to be made before costs can be added up. Hopefully in the
end, a very unique, inexpensive, highly functional, nearly self-sustaining, expandable sanctuary
design will emerge.

There is still so much more to this sanctuary. There is the veterinary surgery/office design/layout,
kitchen layout/storage/equipment/refrigeration, surface textures/coatings/reflectivity, handicap
accessability, cat-safe food-bearing plant selections/pollination/humidity/harvesting/processing,
soil preparation through aerobic composting and vermiculture, self-watering wick-pot/barrel
design and possibly the designing of a multi-functional solar collector and solar glass furnace.
This does not include the cat-specific systems discussed below.

Cat Systems

The systems which I am about to describe obviously do not yet exist. Although I have given them
much thought over the years, I lack the funds and the cat-free space required to construct, test and
refine my designs.
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Cat Playground Equipment
Cat Doors
Cat Tracking System
Cat Kibble Stations
Cat Water Fountains
Composting Litter Boxes
Cat Motels
Cat System Summary

* Cat Playground Equipment

Cats are generally quite gregarious animals. They like to visit with each other and, for the most
part, enjoy peacefully exploring their surroundings. If allowed to roam freely over a large area,
they will usually adopt daily routines that keep them healthy and fit.

When indoor cats become bored from insufficient stimulation, they will often resort to playful
stocking of other cats. This playful behavior is quite common and usually does not pose a problem
unless the cat being chased is timid, takes it too seriously and becomes afraid.

Unfortunately, chasing a scaredy-cat is so much more exciting and can quickly turn into a nasty
habit. The resulting intense, daily disruptions build up stress in the colony which can then lead to
very unpleasant, stress-related behaviors, such as spraying. Providing more space for the cats to
spread out can alleviate some of the stress, but it seems more responsible to restore the peace by
discouraging or preventing this scaredy-cat chasing behavior.

One way to prevent boredom is to periodically swap out the different cat toys and place them in
varying locations. This way, the toys will always seem new and interesting. Another way is to
have plenty of kitty playground equipment spread throughout the facility which has attention-
grabbing moving elements and sounds, activated either by the cat's presence or automatically at
regular intervals. Aside from the obvious feather and laser toys or bird baths and feeders viewable
from a window, such equipment could include:

a glass-shielded flat-screen TV or monitor showing cats, fish, birds, mice or small moving
objects
a tall, transparent wall with paper leaves or butterflies that blow around inside
a fully-enclosed marble-chute style game that uses hollow, light-weight, plastic balls which
are too big to pull through the many cat-paw holes and slots
a network of snag-resistant-fabric tubes laying flat on the ground, through which carefully-
timed balls are pulled back-and-forth on loops of wire, giving the illusion of a single mouse
attempting to escape through tunnels.
A portion of a room designed like a large pinball machine where furry balls are shot into the
air and roll along contoured surfaces toward a collection hole.

I bet there are many other more clever ideas out there for kitty playground equipment. Please feel
free to share yours. I can use all the help I can get.

file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c13
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c14
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c15
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c16
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c17
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c18
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c19
file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story#c20


8/24/10 6:52 AM51 Cats

Page 65 of 73file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story

* Cat Doors

For those troublesome cats that still can't seem to kick the chasing habit, and for those who don't
trust each other enough to get along, keeping them separated seems the only viable option. But,
for the sake of exercise and their sense of freedom, keeping them permanently isolated from other
parts of the sanctuary just doesn't seem fair. One solution is to let the facility itself actively keep
them separated as they wander.

This could be accomplished by first fitting each cat with a collar-tag containing a Radio
Frequency Identification (RFID) microchip. Then, through the use of carefully designed,
computer-controlled cat doors, computer software could track each cat's location and enforce
segregation.

NOTE: Although I can not find any studies or cases that link subcutaneous malignant tumors to
microchip implants in cats, some studies have shown a link in a small percentage of lab rats and
mice. So for now, I shall choose caution over convenience, and use breakaway collars instead of
implants.

For this sanctuary, there will be at least two cat doors built into every wall which separates
isolated cat-areas. This means there could be six or more cat doors per room - two through the
West wall, two through the East wall, and two through the South wall leading into the long
hallway.

Each cat-door would consist of a tunnel built just wide enough and just tall enough to
comfortably accommodate one large adult cat. As a cat casually enters the tunnel, its pet-chip will
be activated to reveal the cat's identify. If the cat receives authorization to pass, the door will
quickly unlock allowing the cat to easily push through. If the cat is not authorized, the door will
remain locked.

The most challenging part of the cat-door design is the system's operation and the door shape and
location within the tunnel. I've considered many variations such as having a single door-flap or a
two door airlock design. Designs which accommodate typical cat operation are already in progress
(see the Tweeting Cat Door and the CATaLOG Project). The challenge here lies in building a
system that can safely and effectively handle all the unusual situations that can-and-will occur in a
multi-cat facility. Such situations include power outages, collisions, tunnel and door blocking,
running or chasing, mass panic and attempting to back up while partway through the door.

These cat doors are made more complicated by the need to accurately track and control each cat's
location. Cats are clever and determined animals. They will often expend much energy trying to
circumvent our attempts to control them. For them, it is an amusing challenge. Developing an
effective discriminating cat-door system is crucial to this free-roaming sanctuary concept. There
will be safe-haven areas where overly rambunctious cats will not be allowed. It would be nice if I
could guarantee that. I have given these doors much thought, and I am still not happy with my
current concept. I'm wondering if I may be over-thinking it a bit.

http://sites.google.com/site/ioanghip/catdoor
http://www.nermal.org/projects/catalog/
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My current cat door design now consists of a tunnel with a door at one end (the in tunnel), and
another tunnel right next to it with a door at the opposite end (the out tunnel). This in-and-out
style is similar to the doors that waiters use to enter and exit a restaurant kitchen. I suppose these
tunnels don't absolutely have to be located right next to each other, but I think it would be helpful
during a fear-and-panic reaction if an exit was relatively close to where a new cat first entered the
room.

This design consists of
a pair of spring-loaded
doors with a gap
between them. This
gap would be wide
enough to allow the
doors to fully close
and lock even before
the cat's tail has
cleared. Each door
could be made out of
thin, transparent
acrylic, formed into a
hollow, quarter-
cylinder shape with
very round edges. This
rounded shape might
allow a hesitant cat to
successfully back up
without the doors

catching on it's ribs or shoulder blades.

These light-weight doors with smooth, rounded edges might also feel more comfortable to the cat
as it pushes past them with its face. Then again, pushing against the doors with it's cheek bones or
eye sockets might actually be too uncomfortable, and running into a locked door might cause
facial damage. Perhaps these doors should be automatic. (Maybe I'm being overly concerned.)

One Option: The room-side of the doors could be coated with a reflective material that would act
as a one-way mirror. Cats inside the tunnel could still see through the doors as usual. But, cats in
the room would be blocked by their own reflection if they headed toward the wrong tunnel.
Without this reflective coating, a panicky cat might attempt to ram the familiar looking see-
through doors in its desperation to escape. (Again, perhaps I'm being overly cautious.) Making the
entry and exit points visually different may help to train the cats.

Another Option: Some playful troublemakers may choose to hangout near the doors and reach
through the gap to play with anyone inside the tunnel, or they may try to pull the doors open. To
discourage cats from door blocking, a proximity detector (like those in automatic doors at retail
stores or in automatic sinks in public restrooms) could be used to sense when a cat is getting too



8/24/10 6:52 AM51 Cats

Page 67 of 73file:///51cats.wordpress.com/story

close. Then, the system could lock the doors and activate bright-white L.E.D. lights until the cat
leaves. A cat that is familiar with the system will know what's coming and move away. However,
if a cat chooses to linger, it will receive a short blast of compressed air to convince it to move. If it
still refuses, a second longer blast is sent. If that doesn't work, a third bast is sent with the air flow
rapidly disrupted, creating an unpleasant, vibrating experience. If the cat still remains, human care
givers will be called in to investigate. (For example, an object might have fallen by the door, but
the system doesn't know it's not a cat.) Cats that linger too long inside the tunnel could also
receive this compressed-air treatment free of charge to help encourage them to move along.
Eventually, they all would learn that these cat doors are not playgrounds.

One Problem: The biggest problem that I have with all my cat door designs is how to handle
situations where multiple cats are transiting too close together, such as during a panic. While one
authorized cat is transiting, another cat may come up from behind and push its head through
before the doors can close and lock. Once a cat figures out this technique, others could learn by
observation, possibly rendering these doors useless. Perhaps lowering the ceiling to shoulder
height would discourage overlapping. But, not all cats are the same height, and cats can crouch
surprisingly low while on the move, especially when scared. If the system could somehow detect
multiple cats and re-scan for pet-chips fast enough, this might not be such a problem. The
tracking system would still know every cat's location and care givers could be notified when a cat
is in an unauthorized area.

Another Possible Problem: For my design, the cat door's normal state is to remain unlocked. This
way, cats are not trapped if the power goes out. When a cat first enters the tunnel, the doors lock
as soon as the cat is detected, and they don't unlock until authorization is received or the cat
leaves. If an unauthorized cat is the first to enter a tunnel during a mass panic, I'm concerned about
what might happen if too many cats squeeze into the locked tunnel at one time. I need a way to
detect multiple cats (such as by weight perhaps) and release the door lock - assuming it can be
released when there is pressure against the door.

This door concept is not perfect, but it's a start. It will require much experimentation and
observation.

* Cat Tracking System

Regardless of how foolproof these cat doors are eventually designed to be, there will always be
the possibility of human error. For example, anytime a care giver opens a human door, cats may
try to run past. If the cats are observed, they can be retrieved. But, there will be times when they
pass unnoticed. And when this happens, the cat tracking system will not realize that some cats
have just moved to a new location.

What if a cat was not observed sneaking into a seldom-used room that contains no cat exits. Or,
what if a cat wandered unseen into a closet in an obscure location. In a sanctuary containing thick,
sound-absorbing, natural-built walls and a large population of free-roaming cats, it's possible that
no one would notice for a very long time that one had gone missing.
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But no worries. All cats must eat, drink and use the littler box sometime. And because of this fact,
the cat tracking system becomes self-correcting and aware of any cats that may have become sick
or even locked in a closet.

All cat doors and feeding, drinking and litter stations submit pet-chip serial numbers and usage
data to the tracking system. This system then records every cat's daily roaming patterns and
personal habits and regularly compares them to past data. And, based on individual, veterinarian-
determined deviation-limits, care givers are informed right away when something is amiss. This
system is also designed to notice anything that may be medically pertinent and veterinarians can
be notified via email to view the latest data over the Internet. This tracking system is in a sense an
automated cat guardian.

Once all the cat doors and stations are designed, all that is required to complete this tracking
system is a personal computer, some custom software and a network.

* Cat Kibble Stations

All automatic feeding stations will contain identical mechanical parts and operate the exact same
way. However, rather than have them all look uniform and boring, like a bunch of large gum ball
machines, their outer shape can vary according to the creative artist's imagination. For example,
one feeding station could resemble a stack of irregular, natural-stone tiles with a bowl shaped
depression carved into one of the tiles. Another station could look like a statue of an angel or
small girl kneeling with hands cupped to form a bowl. That's about all I can come up with, but I'm
sure those with artistic ability could create many beautiful and interesting designs.

NOTE: I'm looking for designs that are clever or have a natural or peaceful beauty, not morbid
comedy. For example, I'd rather not have a feeding station that looks like a bulldog with kibble
in it's mouth, waiting for cats to stick their heads inside.

These feeding stations will be spread throughout the sanctuary. They can look like anything and
be located anywhere that has power and network access. Somewhere at the top of each food
station there will need to be an accessible hole through which kibble is poured into a storage area.
The storage area will likely be large, but can be any shape. The dispensing mechanism is located
below the storage area, very much like a gum ball machine.

As a cat approaches the food bowl, a sensor of some kind (something appropriate to each artistic
design) will activate the station. A hidden antenna coil will need to be incorporated into the design
so that it is close enough to the pet-chip to read the cat's identity while the cat's head is near the
food bowl. Therefore, each unique design may require some experimentation to determine
optimum placement of this pet-chip antenna.

Once the cat's identity is confirmed, the cat tracking system will cause the food station to dispense
a specific number of food pellets according to each cats nutritional requirements, eating habits and
exercise needs. For example, after a certain amount of kibble is dispensed to a new, overweight
cat, the system may deny any more kibble for a pre-determined period. If the cat begins to wander
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and check other food stations, the system will record every attempt for later analysis. Once the cat
has wandered far enough, it may be rewarded with one or two additional pellets to encourage
wandering as a form of exercise. If a foraging pattern develops, the cat's daily rations will be
spread out over more stations to give the cat a greater feeling of success.

The more places a cat looks for feeding opportunities, the more distributed its kibble ration will
become, and so, the fewer pellets it will receive per station. This is optimal both for exercise
reasons and to reduce the amount of kibble that other cats can steal.

One Option: Some cats may walk up to feeding stations and watch them dump kibble just for
amusement. If they walk away without eating, perhaps a trap door, or vacuum could remove the
remaining pellets. I would need to collect data for awhile to determine if this would ever be a
problem. Perhaps using up their ration in this way and going hungry would automatically teach
them to stop.

* Cat Water Fountains

Because the cat food is dry and cats have such a low thirst-drive, many different kinds of watering
stations will be located throughout the facility to make drinking more interesting and fun. Some
water stations will pour straight up or at a slight angle, like a drinking fountain. Some will drip,
dribble or pour down like a faucet. Some may even run over various shapes, if germ transfer is not
a problem that is. All the fountains will be cat-activated and have a low flow rate. The wasted
water will be collected by the grey-water storage system for later agricultural use.

NOTE: At our house, when we let a faucet dribble, several cats will congregate at first to play
and drink. We also had a small sound-activated tranquility fountain that contained polished
rocks. Our cats learned that they could tap on the rocks to make it start. Rarely did they
congregate at the tranquility fountain since they had the freedom to drink at will.

Each watering station will have a single-cat pedestal in front of it. A cat must stand on this
pedestal before the fountain will activate. While the cat is drinking, its pet-chip is read and the cat
is weighed by the pedestal. Once the cat leaves the station, the cat-tracking system will record
weight, time, location and duration. If a cat remains on the pedestal for too long, the fountain will
shut off to conserve water.

* Composting Litter Boxes

This sanctuary facility will contain many specially designed litter closets. Each closet will hold
organic-litter supplies and two or more fully-enclosed, composting litter-box systems. Each litter
system is accessed by the cats from the outside through its own built-in cat-tunnel which will
function a little differently than the regular cat doors.

The transparent, spring-loaded doors of the litter system are held in the open position whenever
the litter box is unoccupied. Once a cat has fully entered the tunnel (approximately one cat
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length), the doors are released and their rate-of-closure is slowed to prevent slapping (like the
smooth way that some CD and cassette-tape players open). At the same time, the optional
compressed-air defense-system could begin guarding the tunnel entrance, just like with the regular
cat doors.

Whenever the cat inside the tunnel is within one cat length of the closed doors, they will remain
unlocked allowing the cat to leave at any time, and whenever the cat moves beyond one cat
length, the doors will lock. (These locks may not even be necessary if the compressed-air option is
employed and proves sufficiently effective.)

After a cat has used the facilities and is passing through the litter tunnel toward the exit, the litter
doors will appear and behave just like regular cat doors. The cat will push past the doors and they
will close behind it. For a short period, the doors will remain closed and locked to give the system
time to clean and prepare the litter area for the next occupant. When the system is ready, the doors
will open again.

When a chased cat runs into the litter tunnel just to hide out for awhile, as long as it does not enter
the litter area, the cleaning cycle will not initiate after it leaves. Just like with the regular cat doors,
compressed air can be used to discourage the cat from lingering in the tunnel.

Clumping, organic litter will be used, and the waste material can be weighed before it enters the
aerobic composter. After every use, the cat-tracking system will record the time, location, waist
weight and duration-of-use for each cat. Inexpensive webcams (Internet video cameras) could
even be used in the litter area to record footage for possible analysis by veterinarians. Cats are not
camera-shy and this footage could reveal serious medical conditions (such as F.U.S.), where early
detection and treatment can prevent suffering and even save the cat's life.

Because the litter doors close slowly, it's possible that more than one cat will run through the
tunnel and use the facilities at the same time. Having a bathroom buddy is not a problem, and the
tracking system will simply make note of it.

* Cat Motels

This sanctuary facility will contain one or more long, narrow motel closets. Inside each closet will
be cleaning supplies on the North wall and a grid of access doors (stacked like bus station lockers)
on the East and West walls. Each access door opens to reveal a two-level kitty motel, like the
cubicles at Pet-Smart in-store adoption centers.

Each motel room is accessed by the cats from a common area through an open cat-door tunnel.
The motel doors will close and lock once the occupant has "check in." On the second level, there
will be a cat bed located next to a window overlooking the common area. On the first level, there
will be a darker, more secluded area to sleep. Beneath both sleeping areas, there could be a
pressure switch to determine where the cat is spending its time.

All cats need solitude from time to time, some more than others, especially when they are not
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feeling well. These motel rooms will allow a cat to sleep undisturbed. They will not contain food,
water or litter, but they will collect usage data just like all the other systems. If a cat stays
uncharacteristically long, care givers will be notified.

* Cat System Summary

These networked cat-systems will capture and record every cat-event that takes place in the
sanctuary. Having this information can prove valuable in so many ways. Through careful analysis
of each cat's data, patterns can emerge revealing such things as personal preference or sudden
behavioral changes. Analyzing the combined data could also help us to better understand the
social dynamics of our domesticated, free-roaming colony of sterilized cats with varying pasts.
But most of all, this data is meant to reveal hidden problems which can be corrected to create a
more peaceful, stable, healthier environment for all. Although nothing can replace an alert pair of
eyes, it sure helps to have a cat babysitter on duty 24 hours a day, seven days a week, producing
data accessible via the Internet. With this system, we would have discovered Muffin's pancreatitis
a lot sooner.

Developing and refining these systems may take some time, but I will be doing this for the rest of
my life. I will never stop researching, thinking, inventing, testing, observing and evaluating. I
would love to have the opinions and advice of veterinarians and feline behavioral scientists.

If there exists somewhere a low-overhead cat facility with similar cat systems, I've yet to hear of
it. As far as I can tell, this sanctuary concept is somewhat unique. Given the time, lab-space and
resources, I believe that it is possible to develop these integrated cat systems mostly out of
recycled parts gleaned from discarded electronic equipment. The only custom-designed parts so
far are the right and left transparent-acrylic cat-doors.

Cat Food Production

Cats are obligate carnivores. Their stomachs are designed to handle any prey animal smaller than
they are, raw bones and all. They are not designed to handle bones hardened from cooking. These
can be dangerous. Their saliva does not contain enzymes that break down starches from grains
like human saliva does. Their systems do not cope well with excess blood sugar. Eating meat
alone is not enough. Cats need the bones to help them process the ammonia that comes from
converting the meat. Cats also need the organs for their nutritional value. The fact is, GOD
designed them to eat whole animals, plain and simple.

Today, obesity and diabetes in cats has reached an alarming rate. In an effort to help our cats
achieve optimum health, I have come up with an idea for making a raw meat kibble. I would need
to experiment with this idea to see how feasible it really is.

I would start by raising chickens and collecting some egg yokes. I would process the chickens by
removing just the feathers, beaks and claws, and possibly the intestines, but leaving intact the
stomach with its contents, the blood and everything else. I would place the whole birds in a meet
slicer and slice them into thin layers, allowing everything to fall into a bath of liquid air (or just
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liquid nitrogen). The brittle pieces would then enter a crusher/grinder or a vibration table
(something to turn the whole, raw, fresh, frozen, chicken slices into powder). The powder would
then be freeze dried. The dry powder would be thoroughly mixed and raw egg yokes would be
added as a binder. This mixture would then be shaped into pellets and freeze dried once again.
The dried kibble could then be put into mylar bags, pumped full of nitrogen gas to prevent
rancidification (oxidation of fat) and stored at room temperature.

Each pellet would essentially contain elements of the entire raw bird, like a micro-sized chicken.
However, I don't know if the kibble would be too hard or crumbly, would need flavor enhancers,
etc. There is a lot of experimentation to do here.

Volunteer Life

For those care givers who will work closely every day with the special-needs cats, the sanctuary
might seem like a remote cat sanitarium or loving retirement home. (These nurses of abandoned
kitties are the unsung heros.) Those who are volunteering their artistic ability, might see the
building as an ever-growing gallery of sandstone (These are the mood setters, the gifted sculptors
of beauty and joy.) Those with a scientific perspective might view the facility as a rich research
environment. (These are the thinkers, challengers and "evolvers", my kind.) But, to anyone with a
generous servant's heart, who is willing to toil daily in support of all, I pray that this special place
might come to feel like home, and everyone in it, family. (These people are the foundation, the
true strength.) It's hard to describe to someone exactly what life at the sanctuary will eventually be
like, except to say that it will be what you make of it. We each bring a little something.

Because of being located somewhere off-grid in the American Southwest, this cat sanctuary
facility (along with its solar energy systems, food plants and possibly chickens) might feel more
like an isolated ranch or farm in the middle of the desert. Some people will love it there. Some
will hate it. I know that the thought of living off-grid makes some folks uncomfortable, but I can
assure you, the cats won't mind it at all, and neither will we. We have that early-pioneer spirit -
and electricity. For those who are like us, leaving the rat-race behind, spending their evenings, cat
in lap, listening to a softly strumming guitar while viewing a peaceful southwest sunset, could be
just what the doctor ordered. With no rush for profit, life there could proceed at a more reasonable
pace. Work days will be shorter to provide ample leisure time for visiting with the cats.

All volunteers should be people who care about cats, or at the very least, are patient and careful
when moving among them. Eventually, having volunteers with one or more of the following
skills/gifts would be very helpful:

Veterinarians or Vet Technicians (would be nice, but not likely)
Handyman Skills (by that, I mean handy-person)
Gardening Skills (food plants and flowers)
Cooking Skills (food preparation and preservation)
Creative Skills (artists, designers, inventors)
Chicken People (by that, I mean people who know how to raise chickens for food)
People who can play a musical instrument
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For those volunteers who stay for the long term, it would be nice to have medical and dental
insurance for them, but I don't know very much about that yet.

Conclusion

Well -- there it is. You now have a fairly good introductory idea of what my sanctuary concept
entails. Some might think it's stupid and a waste of time, but I think it sounds wonderful. I would
be very content to live there and continue to make it a bigger and better place until the end of my
days.

Because of the litigious and money-centric nature of our society, it may become necessary to turn
this sanctuary into a nonprofit corporation right away, or in the near future. If I had my own
financial resources now, I'd start small and avoid incorporating for as long as I could to give
myself time to develop a working proof-of-concept without the hindrance of government and the
pressure to meet the IRS 5-year advance ruling deadline. However, since I have nothing, I don't
know what's going to happen, but I have to do something soon. I hope there are people out there
who will believe in us and what we are trying to do and are willing to get involved. - Thank you
for your time.

NOTE: People have hinted that I am being totally unrealistic about these cats. They've insisted
that we don't need to live under such a burden. It has been suggested more than once that we
should give them all to shelters or just take them out back and shoot them. To anyone who does
not believe in what we are working toward, I would like to say "Please save your breath. I will
not listen." Any cats who come under my care, become my responsibility. This I feel in my heart
and always will. As their guardian, I feel guided to create a special place, a home where these
cats and others with even greater need can live healthy and loved, a facility that will eventually
run with little dependence on money, a sanctuary that, during difficult times, can still function
efficiently with few volunteers. If you, the reader, feel guided to help us in some way to achieve
this, I would welcome your help gratefully. But if all you have to offer are words of
discouragement, then I would ask that you please remain silent and not attempt to rob me of my
strength.


