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A Boy and His Cat

W © Judith S. Joyhnessee

I'm not sure how he got to my clinic. He didn't
look old enough to drive, although his child's body had
begun to broaden and he moved with the heavy grace
of youngmanhood. His face was direct and open.

When I walked into the waiting room, he was
lovingly petting his cat through the open door of
the carrier on his lap. With a schoolboy's faith in
authotity * , he had brought his sick cat in for me to
mend. The cat was a tiny thing, exquisitely formed,
with a delicate skull and beautiful markings. She was
about the boy's own age, give or take a year. I could
see how her spots and stripes and her fierce, bright face
had evoked the image of a tiger in a child's mind, and
Tigress she had become. Age had dammed the bright
green fire of her eyes into faded lace, but she was still
elegant and self-possessed.

I began to ask questions to determine what had
brought this charming pair to see me. Unlike most
adults, the boy answered simply and directly. Tigress
had had a normal appetite until recently, when she'd
begun to vomit a couple of times a day. Now she was
not eating at all and had withdrawn * from her human
family. She had also lost a pound, which is a lot when
you weigh only six.

Stroking Tigress, I told her how beautiful she
was while I examined her eyes and mouth, listened to
her heart and lungs, and felt her stomach. My fingers
found it: a tubular mass in mid-abdomen. Tigress
politely tried to slip away. She did not like the mass
being handled.

I looked at the fresh faced boy and back at the cat
he had probably had all his life. I was going to have
to tell him that his beloved companion had a tumor.
Even if it were surgically * removed, she probably
would survive less than a year, and might need weekly
chemotherapy to last that long.

It would all be very difficult and expensive. So I

was going to have to tell this boy that his cat was likely
to die. And there he was, all alone. Death is something
we push to the background and ignore as long as
possible, but in reality every living thing we love will
die. It is an omnipresent part of life. How death is first
experienced can be life-forming. It can be a thing of
horror and suffering, or a peaceful release.

So I would have to guide the boy through this
myself. 1 did not want the burden. It had to be done
perfectly, or he might end up emotionally scarred. It
would have been easy to shirk this task and summon
a parent. But when | looked at the boy's face, I could
not do it. He knew something was wrong. I could not
just ignore him. So I talked to him as Tigress's rightful
owner and told him as gently as I could what I had
found, and what it meant.

As I spoke, the boy jerked convulsively away from
me, probably so I could not see his face, but I had seen
it begin to twist as he turned. I sat down and turned to
Tigress, to give the boy some privacy, and stroked her
beautiful old face while I discussed the alternatives
with him. I could do a biopsy of the mass, let her fade
away at home, or give her an injection and put her to
sleep. He listened carefully and nodded gravely. He
said he didn't think she was very comfortable anymore,
and he didn't want her to suffer.

I offered to call a parent to explain what was
going on. He gave me his father's number. I went over
everything again with the father while the boy listened
and petted his cat. Then I let father speak to son. The
boy paced and gestured and his voice broke a few
times, but when he hung up, he turned to me with dry
eyes and said they had decided to put her to sleep.

No rage, no denial, no hysteria, just acceptance of the
inevitable. I could see, though, how much it was costing
him. I could not control the tears streaming down my

face, or the grief I felt welling inside for this boy who had
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had to become a man so quickly and so alone.

He held her head and reassured her while I
administered the injection. She drifted off to sleep, her
head cradled in his hand. The animal looked quiet and
at rest. The owner now bore all the suffering.

Something was missing, though. I did not feel I
had completed my task. It came to me suddenly that
though I had asked him to become a man instantly, and
he had done so with grace and strength, he was still a
child. I held out my arms and asked him if he needed a
hug. He did indeed, and in truth, so did L.
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One Night Belongs to the Elk

% © Jennifer Owings Dewey

At mile thirty I came around a sharp curve and
found myself facing a herd of elk about to cross the
road. Startled (OF—@k) , the front line of elk stopped.
But more of their kind pressed them from behind, and
they sprawled ( P fiz /8 FFith ) on the ground with
their knees bent awkwardly.

I slammed on my brakes. But before the truck
stopped, the bumper hit something with a sickening
sound. The instant the truck stopped I jumped out and
ran forward, fearing the worst.

[ ran to the elk on the ground. I didn't stop to think
that this huge animal might wake up and injure me in a
struggle to get up and away. I dropped to my knees and
felt its neck for a sign of life. The heavy fur on its neck
felt like a poodle's (Jf34@HY) . It had the powerful
musky (EBSEHY) smell of a wild animal.

I found a pulse! The elk was not dead.

I sat back in surprise, aware that [ had a new set
of problems. What to do? I could not simply leave. I
worked my hands over the shorter, denser (ZZE£HY)
fur of the animal's legs and ribs, but I couldn't find any
broken bones. The only injury I saw was a bloody gash
on its brow.

Hoping the animal would recover, I stayed. My
plan was to wait for dawn, then try to find someone
who could help.

I covered the elk with a tarp (F52K#7) and sat
down near it, wrapping myself in blankets.

It was then that I took in the silence of the forest,
and the darkness. To save energy I kept the flashlight
off. Above, I could see only a strip of starry sky, so

close were the walls of the canyon and so dense the
growth of ponderosa (Z&#) pine.

Slowly but surely my heart began to beat faster
with an unreasonable fright. What was there in the
woods to cause me harm?

Nothing.

That night was one of the longest I've spent. It
was also eerily beautiful. My fear came and went like
waves on a shore. I sang, grew tired, pinched myself to
stay awake, briefly looked at the elk with the flashlight,
and sang some more.

Dawn was breaking when the animal came around.
First its legs began to move as if it were dreaming of
running. It lifted its head and then lowered it. I could
tell it was in pain, and I wondered if the collision
with the truck had wrenched * its neck muscles.

Finally the elk staggered ( §& #f ) to its feet. I
smiled at it and said softly, "Come on, you can do it.
You'll be fine. Just keep on waking up!"

When the elk got up, the tarp slid off. The
animal stared down at the heap of fabric. Then
it looked at me. After a long moment, it took an
unsteady step, and then another. It appeared to be
wondering what to do next as it stayed poised * in
the middle of the road.

Tears ran down my face as I watched it. I nodded
at it and said more encouraging words. The elk
stepped ever so carefully, tentative (if{3&/48Y) and
unsure, until it reached the trees on the far side of the
road. Before it slipped away into the forest, it looked

back at me.
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The Boy Who Drew Cats

¥ © Lafcadio Hearn

Once there was a boy who
loved to draw. His name was Joji.

Joji grew up on a farm with
lots of brothers and sisters. The
others were a big help to their
father and mother.But not Joji !

He did nothing for hours but
draw in the dirt with a stick. And
what Joji drew was just one thing.

Cats.

Cats, cats, and more cats.
Small cats, big cats, thin cats, fat
cats. Cats, cats, cats, cats, cats.

"Joji," his father told him, "you
must stop drawing all those cats!
How will you ever be a farmer?"

"I'm sorry, father. I'll try to
stop."

And he did try. But whenever
Joji saw one of the farm cats go by,
he forgot about his chores ' and
drew another cat.

"Joji will never make a
farmer," said the farmer sadly to
his wife.

"Maybe he could be a priest,"
she told him. "Why don't you take
him to the temple?"

So the farmer brought Joji to
the priest at the village temple. The
priest said, "I will gladly teach him

From then on, Joji lived at
the temple. The priest gave him
lessons in reading and writing. Joji
had his own box of writing tools,
with a brush and an ink stick and a

stone.

Joji loved to make the ink. He
poured water in the hollow * of the
stone. He dipped the ink stick in
the water. Then he rubbed the stick
on the stone. And there was the ink
for his brush!

Now, the other students worked
hard at their writing. But not Joji!
With his brush and rice paper, he
did nothing for hours but draw.
And what Joji drew was just one
thing.

Cats.

Cats, cats, and more cats.Small
cats, big cats, thin cats, fat cats.
Cats, cats, cats, cats, cats.

"Joji," the priest told him,"you
must stop drawing all those cats!
How will you ever be a priest?"

"I'm sorry, honorable sir. I'll try
to stop."

And he did try. But whenever
Joji saw one of the temple cats go
by,he forgot about his writing and
drew another cat.

That was bad enough. Then
Joji started drawing on the folding
screens ~ of the temple. Soon there
were cats on all the rice-paper
panels.They were everywhere!

"Joji, you'll never make a
priest," the priest told him sadly.
"You'll just have to go home."

Joji went to his room and
packed his things. But he was
afraid to go home. He knew his
father would be angry.

Then he remembered another

temple in a village nearby. "Maybe
I can stay with the priest there."

Joji started out walking. It was
already night when he got to the
other village.

He climbed the steps to the
temple and knocked. There was no
answer. He opened the heavy door.
It was all dark inside.

"That's strange," said Joji.
"Why isn't anyone here?"

He lit a lamp by the door. Then
he saw something that made him
clap. All around the big room were
folding screens with empty rice-
paper panels.

Joji got out his writing box and
made some ink. Then he dipped in
his brush and started to draw. And
what Joji drew was just one thing.

Cats.

Cats, cats, and more cats.
Small cats, big cats, thin cats, fat
cats.Cats, cats, cats, cats, cats.

The screen he drew on last was
almost as long as the room itself.
Joji covered it with one gigantic
cat—the biggest and most beautiful
cat he had ever drawn,

Now Joji was tired. He started
to lie down. But something about
the big room bothered him.

"I'll find someplace smaller."

He found a cozy * closet and
settled inside. Then he slid shut the
panel door and went to sleep.

Late that night, Joji awoke in

fright.



It sounded like a large,
animal in the temple! No
knew why no one was ther
wished he wasn't there either! |

He heard the thing sniff *
around the big room. It halted right
in front of the closet. Then all at
once...

Yowl !

There was a sound of
struggling, and a roar of surprise
and pain. Then a huge thud that
shook the floor.

Then a soft treading sound.
Then silence.

Joji lay trembling in the dark.
He stayed there for hours, afraid to
look out of the closet.

At last, daylight showed at the
edge of the door. Joji carefully slid
the door open and peered out.

In the middle of the room lay a
monster rat—a rat as big as a cow!

It lay dead, as if something had

smashed it to the floor.

Joji looked around the room *

. No one and nothing else was
there—just the screens with the
cats. Then joji looked again at the
one gigantic cat.

"Didn't I draw the head to the
left and the tail to the right?"

Yes, he was sure of it. But now
the cat faced the other way—as if it
had come down off the screen and
then gone back up.

"The cat!" said Joji. His eyes
grew wide. Then he pressed his
palms together and bowed to the
screen.,

"Thank you, honorable cat.

You have saved me. For as long

as I live, no one w
drawing cats."

When the villagers learn%f
that the monster rat was dead, Jéji
became a hero. The village prieé‘t,‘ o
let him live in the temple as long as |/
he liked.

But Joi did not become a priest.
And he did not become a farmer,

He became an artist. A great
artist. An artist honored through
all the country. An artist who drew
just one thing,

Cats!
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