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Golden Rays of Hope


Evan and Hope drove into the animal shelters parking bay. Hope was anxiously twirling her long brown hair. Evan pulled up the parking break and looked at Hope lovingly, he knew her body language all too well, “It’s going to go fine, you’ll see, this place has so many great reviews. Let’s be excited.” he said reassuringly. “Okay,” said Hope, “I can’t believe we’re finally able to do this.” 
Evan and Hope walked down the pristine paved pathway to the main entrance of the shelter; they waited at reception but there was nobody there to welcome them or show them where to go. Evan turned to Hope and said, “Well, I guess we’ll just have to let ourselves in then.” There were two passages to choose from. They decided to go left, and then gingerly they snuck down the passageway together. They were soon hit by that distinctive strong surgical smell of a vets office.

Very soon they were regretting their decision to come to this shelter, they weren’t expecting to see animals in such a sad situation. They had prepared themselves for some heartstring tugs, but what they were feeling now was such an onslaught of extreme empathy that they were feeling deeply desperate for every life on site. Soulful eyes stared out from the cages, pleading for freedom. An audible raucous mounted as they walked past the cages. Thankfully a positive factor was that the cages and animals themselves were clean. Then they heard rapid running that sounded like sneakers on tiles, and in a flash the shelters assistant Ralph appeared. He was slightly breathless as he spoke and thankfully his words soon brought a ray of light to every fury prisoners plight. 

Ralph was a tall scruffy young guy, stick thin with a mop of shaggy straw blonde hair, he was extremely energetic and confident, and he spoke like his voice was on fast forward. “Hey guys,” he said, “Usually visitors don’t come this side. Jenny’s ‘sposed to be at reception but she’s in the John. This area is just a temporary holding zone for these guys, most have just been rescued or given up for adoption. We keep them here for a bit of quarantine and tests. I know it doesn’t look nice for them, but I promise they are all in good hands. They are well fed, and we have sponsored vets and volunteers who are looking after them. They all get attention and affection, and they don’t stay here for long.” Hope breathed a sigh of relief, “Oh thank goodness.” she said. Evan took her hand and gave it a little squeeze, then he let go and gently put his arm around her waist as Ralph escorted them to the outdoor section. They were now feeling much more at ease. It was all going to be okay; they could do this. 

Ralph proudly announced, “Welcome to Barkingham palace!” Evan and Hope were thrilled to see happy dogs playing together. The outdoor area had much larger enclosures, with sheltered sections and open-air grassy yards. Ralph resumed his high-speed rambling, telling them a rapid succession of scattered stories regarding some of the dogs. He pointed to the largest of the yards with the biggest grass field and said, “Those are our teenagers, the sporty dogs, see that Border Collie there, that’s Barlow, he’s the coach, he honestly herds them all together in one big group and then he barks a release command, and they all run free again, it’s crazy! See they are all doing it now.” Evan and Hope watched on with fascination. Then Ralph said, “Okay, but you arent here for the dogs today, I’ll take you to see the cattery, come along.”

The cattery was a massive clear roofed enclosure with a jungle of manmade cat trees, hammocks, hideaways and cat beds. There were tall wooden walkways with bridges and ramps. It was clearly designed to be an absolute Eden for the felines. There was a humungous cat litter section that looked like a sunny Zen garden. There were scratching posts and cat toys and numerous drinking fountains, it wasn’t overcrowded, and the cats all seemed content and serene. Ralph unlatched the door and said, “Welcome to our “Purr-gola.”

Evan and Hope had never been amongst so many cats before, Evan exclaimed, “This is like crazy cat lady heaven!” Ralph said, “You guys are spoilt for choice, unfortunately most of our kittens are almost cats now, so if you wanted a kitten you’ll have to wait until a new batch comes in.” Evan exclaimed, “You make it sound like you run a bakery!” Ralph chuckled, “Sometimes it feels like it and I kid you not, once we took in a street cat that was preggers with thirteen kittens! How’s that for a baker’s dozen!” Hope was shocked and suddenly she was speaking in fast forward, “Thirteen! The poor mommy cat! Those poor kittens, she surely wasn’t able to feed them all, did they all survive? Did they all find homes?” Ralph replied, “Mommy cat raised six and we did the rest, we had round the clock volunteers with kitten formula and tiny bottles and luckily, they all thrived and found homes. It was actually the volunteers who adopted them, they all bonded too much with the little things, it’s not easy to let go when you hand raise a creature. It’s round the clock bottle feeding and bottom wiping. Did you know that a baby kitten can’t expel it’s bladder or bowels unless you wipe a warm damp cloth on their areas, usually the mother cat will do “the nappies” but it’s a full-on responsibility when humans have to help. It’s amazing how quickly kittens graduate to the litter station though, four weeks and they are pros, animal instinct is amazing! We are so grateful that a cat litter company donates to us every month, it’s the clumping kind too which makes such a difference!” 

Evan and Hope stood in awe; it was an absolute chocolate box of assorted cats. Hope said, “How are we ever going to choose one? Just look at all of them Ev!” Evan panned his head and eyes around, most of the cats were docile and dosing. There were a lot of mixed colored mottled cats, black and white “tuxedo cats”, tortoise shells and tigerish ones, ginger cats and smokey greys. Hope exclaimed, “Oh Ev, look at that long haired white one! It’s beautiful! It looks like an angel!” Ralph excitedly announced, “That is Angel, that’s her name! She’s a stunning specimen!” Evan and Hope walked up to her; she was sitting upright like a serene statue facing the sun with her eyes closed. Hope asked, “Do you know how old she is?” Ralph replied, “I’m not a hundred percent sure; I just know she’s middle age, so not quite in her prime, but far from a geriatric.”  Hope said, “Then she’ll fit in perfectly with us, we are also in that stage of life.” Evan sniggered, “So you think I’m passed my prime, do you?” Hope giggled, “Not at all, but I’m sure you’ll agree that we certainly aren’t kittens anymore.”

Hope walked closer to Angel and crouched down, leaving a bit of distance between them. Angel opened her eyes slowly and analyzed Hope. Hope gave Angel a few slow blinks with her eyes to gain her trust. She stretched out her arm and held out her index finger, waiting for Angel’s acceptance. Angel chirruped and gracefully strode up to Hope; she rubbed her chin and temples repeatedly on her hand and then Hope proceeded to stroke the full length of her body. Angel arched her back into the affection then straightened out and walked circles around Hope, twirling her tail around her hands; Hope was delighted with her friendly personality. “Oh! She’s so beautiful Evan!” exclaimed Hope softly. Evan approached, he went down on his haunches next to Hope. He didn’t even have to try gain Angel’s trust, Angel lunged herself into him and rubbed herself against his knees, purring at full throttle as she circled and tailed around him as well. Evan’s black shorts were now streaked with snowy cat fur, but he didn’t mind at all. Hope said, “I think she’s chosen us Ev, what do you think?” Evan quickly glanced around the cattery and resisted the urge to interact with the other cats; it would be way too emotional to go on interviewing any other candidates. Evan replied, “She’s ours!” There was definitely a feeling about Angel, a sense that they already knew her and that she knew them.

Evan and Hope were already preapproved for the adoption. They had passed the inspection; their new home was conducive for a happy cat, and their financials were good too. Angel would be an indoor cat with the added bonus of a lovely new catio that Evan had just completed. For the past week, Evan had been tirelessly testing out his novice handman skills and the result was rather impressive. His formerly smooth hands and fingers were now callused, grazed and bruised, but it was all worth it. He had turned a previously open sundeck into a fully roofed and windowed enclosure that looked out onto a beautiful bird bath and a busy bird feeder.

Evan told Ralph that they would like to take Angel and Ralph was ecstatic for them, he quickly rattled out his congratulations, approvals and recommendations, “She’s going to the perfect home!” he exclaimed, “You guys seem amazing and I’m glad you’ll keep her indoors, it’s much safer for cats. Her beautiful white fur will thank you for it too. I highly recommend keeping her on a grain-free diet, we are so fortunate that this place is sponsored with amazing cat food. We’ll give you a bag of the food she’s been eating; if you choose another brand, you’ll have to wean her onto the new stuff little by little by mixing the two.” 

Evan and Hope were well aware of everything Ralph was saying, they knew a lot about cats, almost everything there was to know. For many years they had been pining for a cat and
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