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My cat is smoking cigarettes. I found the
butts next to the litter box, alongside Condé Nast and
Cat Fancy.

How do you deal with this? You never expect
your cat will get addicted. He sleeps eighty percent of the day, so
when does he have time to take on a vice?

Maybe I should have recognized his addictive
personality earlier. When he was a kitten, he loved catnip. I was
running late for work and tossed him a sachet of catnip, figuring
he’d bat it around for a while as I got out the door. Instead, he
caught it with his teeth, and RIIIIP! An herbal explosion. He
looked stunned, a kid in a candy store.

Generally, catnip is harmless. Cats will play
with it until the sensation wears off. When I returned that night,
it was like walking into a mausoleum. The pile of catnip trailed
into the bathroom. Behind the cold porcelain toilet lay my cat,
stoned out of his gourd. He lazily lifted his head and blinked at
me. I swept up the remnants. An hour later, he staggered out to his
food bowl. A voracious attack of the munchies.

So, now, cigarettes. I confronted him as he
lay sprawled on the window seat. He is a long orange tabby with a
crooked whisker. “I know about the cigarettes.”

He stared stonily at me. Then he cleaned his
butt.

There’s no talking to him sometimes.

At the dog park, I ran into my neighbor, Roy.
His pug and my golden retriever are great buddies. I told him about
the cigarettes. He wasn’t surprised.

“What else do you expect him to do all day?
He gets lonesome.”

The divorce has been hard on him.

“He won’t talk about it,” I said. “He just
looks away.”

Roy nodded. “Let him have his fun. Listen,
what’s the life expectancy of a cat, anyway? Ten, twelve years?
Fifteen tops. So proportionally, it’ll only shave off a year or
two.”

“I’m surprised you’d say that, given what
you’ve been through.”

“Yeah,” he sighed. We both looked at his pug,
who had the spastic distraction of a cocaine addict. “I still
remember finding those glass vials. Pugs, they snort, you
know.”

What I couldn’t figure out was how he was
getting the cigarettes. He’s an indoor cat. So, who’s his
supplier?

Then I spied my golden retriever digging in
the grass. When I stood over him, he looked at me guiltily – a kid
pretending he hasn’t stolen a cookie. Lowering his head in shame,
he vomited a wad of garbage – twigs, acorns, candy wrappers and –
cleverly mixed inside – cigarette butts. Kools, Marlboros, Virginia
Slims.

Great. A co-dependent dog.

I left a note for my dog-walker to make sure
that the dog didn’t bring garbage into the house. Clearly she
didn’t follow my request, because soon I was finding cigarette
butts by the litter box again.

What bothered me more was the shot glass next
to them. I could smell the whiskey.

I called my ex-wife, Marva. “The cat’s been
drinking.”

“Again? I thought he was on the wagon. Four
years sober. That’s like twenty-eight for a human.”

“That’s in dog-years.”

“I read there’s a high rate of recidivism in
cats.”

“What are we going to do about it?”

“We? He’s your cat, remember. He’s what you
wanted out of the custody battle. Try explaining that to your
daughters sometimes. Do you know why he’s smoking? Is anything
upsetting him?”

“He’s a cat.”

“Animals can sense when humans aren’t happy.
Maybe he’s picking up something from you.”

 

I hung up. If Marva wouldn’t stay on the
subject, I didn
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