Good Bye, Little Meow

The cat that shared the house with my girlfriend and | passadracently Wanted to write a f&
words about herso that people knw that | lost the perfect kitty

| come from a long line of cat-haterMly father despises them with a ferthat fev can match, and
he’s a ornvincing man. But, when the lee d my life came with a cat, | decided to neake sacrifices and
let the cat mee in. Thats what | sayanyway. The truth of the matter is that my girlfriend and the cat con-
ferred and decided tovg nme a dance, ht | cling to the other fiction.

At ary rate, | girded myself for the imtable dificulties that e keen told (by een my cat-loving
friends) come with catschaved up cords, shredded furniture, late nightlieg, marking territory with a
stranger in the housérou probably knev the drill.

But there vas nothing - no bad bekiar at all. (Well, | dont count toppling a glass ofater on my
sleeping girlfriend or threing up once in my shoes as bad héda | mean the ater didnt hit me, and a
man with my history canafford to hold inappropriateomit distribution aginst agone.)

The cat vas a j¢ to havearound. Shéad two moods: cheerful or asleefshe vas wvarm and com-
forting. Shetolerated my singing and manic outbts. When would rant to her about something, she
would listen attentiely and meov sagaciously in appreel at the end.In fact, a kitty treat ws usually sdif
cient to get her to join in with me in ranting.

She vas a vonderful companion, and a better housemate than some pe@pledd with. | grew to
care for her gry much.| miss her terribly



