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To All Our Old Friends






“These stories are love letters to remind us that cats make life better, in fact, they make us better. And our cats would be the first to say so.”

Sharon Jessup Joyce, The Masthead News











  
  [image: ]
Foreword

Hugh Chisholm
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In my 25 years as a cat veterinarian, I became especially fond of my older patients. I’m not alone in this regard. In the introduction of the Journal of Feline Medicine and Surgery’s 2021 Senior Care Guidelines, the authors state that, “In feline medicine, most of us love caring for older cats; they are often our favourite patients.”
Sure, kittens are loads of fun and incredibly cute, but there’s something special about our older feline companions. With modern medical and dietary advancements, cats remain healthy and live longer — it’s not unusual for them to live into their 20s nowadays. That can overlap with significant events in our own lives. A kitten we get as a child may see us through high school, further education, the beginning of a career, marriage, and beyond. I’ve lived with many cats over my 70 years, and I still look back on their lives with many fond memories.
Within these pages, you will find heartwarming stories about a number of very special senior cats. Some of the stories will make you laugh out loud, some will amaze you, and yes, a few will probably cause you to shed a tear. Each story was written with love and compassion for a special companion who left a lasting impression on their human. Many are still alive and continue to play an important role in family life. In fact, there’s an old fellow beside me on the sofa, purring loudly as I write this foreword. His name is Earl Grey, and he’s turning 16 years young in a few days.
By sharing these stories, the authors show what it’s like to share a home with a cat during their senior years. Perhaps they might even prompt you to consider adopting an older cat. Shelter managers will tell you that senior cats are harder to find homes for because of the appeal of kittens, but people who do offer them a soft landing rarely regret the decision.
Thank you for buying a copy of Nine ½ Lives. Your purchase supports our cat rescue efforts. I hope you enjoy the stories as much as I have. If you do, please recommend it to a friend. It would also make a great gift for a cat lover in your life.
Every project needs a dedicated coach, and this one is no exception. Tuxedo Party member Joe Popovitch was the driving force behind the idea to create a book about senior cats as a fundraiser. He spent countless hours contacting writers, organizing a writing contest, compiling the stories, designing the layout, and handling a thousand other tasks that only he knows about. Without his tireless efforts behind the scenes, this book never would have made it into your hands. We owe him a debt of gratitude for making it happen.
Finally, I’d like to share one of my favourite quotes:
“A part of your soul sleeps until you have loved a cat.”
Hugh Chisholm, DVM (retired)
President, Tuxedo Party of Canada Cat Welfare Society 
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The Boss

As told to Kathy Chisholm 
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My name is Thelma. That’s T-H-E-L-M-A. I was born in 2009, and yes, that makes me 17 years old. I am a domestic short-hair tabby, and I do not suffer fools kindly. Yet, I live with three of them! Earl Grey is relatively sensible, Liam is cute but too young for my tastes, and TJ, who is off his rocker. Even the dog has more sense than TJ. Every once in a while, he needs a tune-up, which I gladly do. It’s good for my arthritis.
If you’re wondering what I look like, don’t. Let’s just say I’m a senior feline and leave it at that. Although I have read on social media that tabbies, especially mackerel tabbies like me, are often described as, and I quote, “intelligent, affectionate, playful and good hunters.” 
So true. Maybe I’m not as playful as I used to be, but I’m definitely more philosophical. 
It may shock you to learn that my best friend is our rescue dog from Puerto Rico. For one thing, we’re both girls. For another, she washes my bum and ears every day because I can’t reach them myself. And probably she likes the taste. Dogs aren’t as fussy as cats when it comes to what’s delicious and what is necessary. No one sniffs my bum without permission. Liam tried… once. I rub against Suzy’s legs and chest to let her know we are best friends. Most dogs smell like dogs, have no culinary knowledge, and will chase a ball for hours. Suzy is more like a cat… sensible.
I do NOT like winter and have made that clear to management. I think it’s a big mistake. The other three seasons? They are perfectly fine with me. The servants have designed a place outdoors named Catopia where we can run, climb trees, lounge in the sun, poop in the flower gardens and just experience the joy of life safely. I don’t run much anymore, but I love the freedom of being outside in the fresh air. I love feeling the earth under my feet and smelling all the flowers. It makes life more interesting. 
All in all, it’s an excellent retirement home, and I give it 4/5 stars. It would be 5/5 if TJ were not a resident. TJ is a little strange. He imagines things that are not really there and chases them. He also watches other cats when they poop. It’s disturbing.
My favourite activities are sunbathing (outside or inside), eating, lounging, and giving TJ a tune-up. My least favourite activity is going to the V.E.T. At my delicate age, I go more frequently than the others. The carrier is hidden away in the basement, so no one can see it. But we all know it’s there. It lurks, waiting for me, like an alligator with its jaws wide open. In my younger days, I could outsmart the people, but now that I’m a senior, I’m a bit slower. Resistance is futile. I will be assimilated. I am politely stuffed into a cat carrier, and off we go. The vets talk all lovey-dovey to the patients, but that doesn’t fool me one bit. I didn’t get to be 17 by being a sucker for flattery. You touch my belly; you pay the price. 
Lucky for them, I was born without any upper fangs, and Dad clips my nails before we go.
I have more health issues than Purina has cat food. Here’s the list in case you want to know: diabetes mellitus, arthritis, chronic kidney disease, obesity, anemia, and dental issues. Oh, and did I mention farts? I do a lot, and they’re pretty rank. Fortunately, Dad is a retired cat veterinarian, so he knows all the right things to do and what medications I need. I’m very good about taking my medications… most of the time. I have been known to spit out a few pills, but who hasn’t in their lifetime? Well, maybe dogs. They eat anything.
I enjoy boxes. I don’t know why.
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Queen Thelma in her realm

In winter, I like sleeping by the fire with Suzy; I sleep on her big mattress, and she sleeps in my little bed. Sometimes she gets up and stands beside me, which is a signal that she wants the mattress. I just pretend to be asleep, and she goes back to the cat bed. Mom sits in the rocker beside the fire and knits. All of us old girls like to hang out together. 
Do I like getting older? Well, not really. But the service here is very good. They just bought me four cases of my special cat food, so I’m pretty confident I’m going to be around for a long while yet. If I’m resting, they bring the bowl right to me. (They are very well trained.) I’ve been known to eat dog food on more than one occasion, too. It’s a nice change. Suzy even lets me put my head right in her bowl and sample the offerings. Most doggies would be pretty ticked about that, but not Suzy. 
There is a cozy, finished room in the basement that belongs to me at night. It’s complete with a cat bathroom and some comfy furniture to curl up in. It’s the only way to keep the others from eating my food in the dark hours. Some cats have no scruples. 
Life is hard sometimes. I take my time going up and down the basement stairs. I can’t groom myself as well as I used to, although I try. But I live my life with courage and determination. The boys respect me. My mom and dad love me. And every once in a while, I get to give TJ a tune-up.
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Miracle Mo

Heidi Petracek
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This is a love story about a girl and a cat.
Mo was a kitten, a rescue in a shelter in my home province of Saskatchewan, waiting to be adopted. I was in university and had just gotten an apartment. 
I wanted a cat to help make the wood-panelled basement unit my home. 
She was a tiny tortoiseshell kitten, the only quiet one of her litter kept in a cage. I thought she looked a bit lost, more so than her siblings. 
I brought her home. Suddenly, that “quiet” kitten came out of her shell and tore around the orange shag carpet like a wee creature possessed. And so I learned about the notorious “tortitude” of cats with her distinctive orange, black, and white colouring. (Her quiet demeanour in the shelter was likely a clever ruse.)
If I were standing at the kitchen counter, she would “climb” up me to perch on my shoulder, her tiny claws poking like little needles. 
She had to be part of everything I did. 
The best of all was when she curled up under my chin to go to sleep. She held that position for almost two decades — even when she was much older and too big to fit under my chin. By then, she was more lying on my face.
After I graduated from university, my career took me across the country, moving 10 times in the space of a decade. Mo was always with me. There was no way I was going without her.
The longest journey was from Saskatchewan to Newfoundland. I was living in a bachelor apartment above a store that sold Newfoundland antiques and keepsakes. Fiddle music blared from the store’s speakers all weekend long.
I was working long hours in a place where I didn’t know a soul. Mo was a furry companion who curled up on the bed next to the propane fireplace that heated the apartment. She kept me warm when Newfoundland’s infamous “wreckhouse winds” roared at well past 80 kilometres per hour. The walls would shake. 
I was so glad Mo was there with me. It would have been unbearably lonely without her. 
I then moved into a creaky old jellybean row house in St. John’s. Mo loved to lie by the living room fireplace on nights when the rain pounded the front windowpanes and the foghorn moaned in the distance.
By the time I moved to Halifax, Mo had seen all my ups and downs, including a major relationship breakup, a marriage, and a divorce. 
The thing about Mo was that she liked very few people, exes included. If I wasn’t home, she was known to take a swipe at other people in the house, whether they were visitors, roommates, or partners. Blood was sometimes drawn.
[image: ]
Mo and Heidi
I thought she had the most beautiful piercing green eyes I’d ever seen in a cat. Others told me those eyes scared them when she stared them down. More than once, she coughed up a hairball at the feet of a new boyfriend. I should have trusted her razor-sharp feline instincts. 
Mo was about 10 years old when the first medical challenge surfaced. When she started missing her litter box, a trip to the vet revealed she had feline diabetes. We adjusted her diet. I learned to test her blood sugar twice a day and administer her insulin. It took a little training (good thing she loved treats), but soon she would hop up on her scratching post so we could go through the routine. 
The tools were the same as those used for human diabetics. I would “prick” a vein in her ear to collect a tiny drop of blood, then absorb it with a small test strip. That strip was inserted into a glucose metre. If she needed insulin, I would draw it into a syringe and give her the injection in her belly. Then it was mealtime!
She tolerated the whole process. I don’t know if she was born with the ability to adapt so well, or if it was a byproduct of accompanying me through my ever-changing life. She was the most resilient cat I’ve ever known. 
A few years passed. We managed her diabetes, and she remained otherwise healthy. Then, at 13, she needed several teeth extracted. I had never thought about brushing her teeth. Back when I adopted her, no one thought much about feline dental health.
I was assured the process would be smooth — even though she was older and had diabetes. The teeth were pulled. She recovered without any issues. I breathed a sigh of relief. 
A few months later, I was petting her under the chin (she loved that so much) when I noticed a bump. It grew in just a few days. Off to the veterinarian we went. The news was devastating. 
The vet told me it was a cancerous tumour, an aggressive oral carcinoma that would keep growing and would likely eventually make Mo unable to eat. It would kill her. I was beside myself. The vet’s advice: help Mo make an early exit before the cancer had its chance.
But I wasn’t ready for that. When I looked at her, I felt I knew she wanted to fight. I took her to every vet who would see us, searching for a second opinion to offer some hope, other options. 
I left almost every office in tears, except one. 
A veterinarian named Dr. Melissa Burgoyne sensed we needed a fighting chance. She said there was a procedure we could try, but we would have to travel to the Atlantic Veterinary College and spend thousands of dollars. I didn’t hesitate. 
Off to Prince Edward Island we went so Mo could undergo a hemimandibulectomy. That meant removing one side of her jawbone (a cat has two jawbones that meet at the chin, rather than a single continuous bone like humans.) Removing the bone would take the cancerous tumour with it and hopefully all the cancerous cells as well. 
The surgery was intense and took hours. Recovery meant staying for several days. My Mo came through like the miracle she was. 
Right after the surgery, I held her in my arms as she slept. I was so relieved she had made it through. Strangely enough, the veterinarians said her diabetes had disappeared after the surgery. That puzzled them. But we had another challenge. 
After a hemimandibulectomy, some animals resume eating by having food that’s pureed without a problem. Mo, however, was stubborn and decided that wasn’t for her. She needed help to eat. The vet said the best option was to feed her through a tube. That meant surgically inserting the tube into the side of her neck and feeding her a liquid diet. Undeterred and unwilling to give up, that’s what we did.
Mo actually seemed to enjoy it. We used a type of “collar” wrapped around her neck to keep the tube secure. I changed it every week. I made my own recipe of pureed food, special supplements, and medications recommended by the vet. They were prepared in a blender for meals twice a day. 
At feeding times, Mo would hop up on the couch, and I would inject the pureed food into her tube. She would cuddle up next to me and purr loudly. The tube carried the food into her esophagus and on to her hungry tummy. 
Other than her new “accessory,” Mo acted as normal, hopping up on furniture and lying on her back on the floor with her belly facing me (but no touching! She did not permit belly rubs!) Mo remained feisty and cuddly, with as much personality as ever.
It stayed that way for five years. I was so happy we had decided to go through with the surgery, buying us more time together. 
But when your best friend is a furry feline, you know that eventually, time won’t be on your side.
When Mo was 18, her kidneys began to fail. As with all her health challenges, she was tough and resilient, and didn’t give up at first. But after a few months and several panicked late-night visits to the animal emergency room, the disease took over.
I could tell Mo wasn’t herself anymore. One day, as I was lying on the couch with her snuggled on top of me, she looked into my eyes, and I heard a voice in my head, as clear as if another person were in the room. I’m not superstitious, but the voice said, “Let me go.” I knew it was her. 
The same vet who had saved Mo’s life came to the house to give my miracle kitty her final peace in my arms. 
I said goodbye to a companion who had been by my side my entire adult life.
That was a decade ago this year. 
My Mo, my best friend, my miracle kitty. I think about her all
[image: ]





OEBPS/images/02e137fd-b774-457b-bac1-7747775bbc0f.png





OEBPS/images/fa2d2e7c-982c-409c-85d4-39d6089ea019.png





OEBPS/images/6772e465-3fdd-4740-a370-7b8feab9cd1d.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Nine 1/2 Lives 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  





OEBPS/images/ad5d1f07-3684-44f7-b933-3329591c8f4a.jpeg





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
ing tales
Heart warming tales

@

of life with sefior cats






OEBPS/images/e9712117-2de9-4347-b860-00a2e56da119.png





OEBPS/images/048f9868-b707-4866-8efa-85cc897e5f3a.png
9219 o





OEBPS/images/840b1451-8008-49fd-8b80-7d4d86dec90c.png





OEBPS/images/ecae7b00-e6fd-4973-a346-2109df26ec5d.png





OEBPS/images/2c461ef8-a35b-47ac-86cd-f8c1d1f941dc.png





OEBPS/images/40602d0d-be1e-44b3-91db-aefd6ac1eca3.jpeg
In memory of Jinbgl\és‘,‘ ‘T;Helgna, and.‘«:‘siv‘;z‘ :
all the old friends who crossed'the rainbow
while we were producing:this'bogk






OEBPS/images/51b26bbf-b857-4f31-bc4e-265cf9265a30.png





OEBPS/images/4c5111c2-2e84-4f0b-8bb9-24c40d6853f4.png
AN 9@9&@.





OEBPS/images/c4e8acd7-4d8f-4940-b3d0-e1bc414252a1.png
AN }9@49%





