Jellybean
by Jackie Trudeau

  One bright, Easter morning, when most of us five siblings still believed in the Easter Bunny, we found a non-traditional gift – a small, gray kitten with blue eyes. He was handsome, and he knew it!
  Mom said, “Get together and pick out a name for him.”
  I do not recall what other names were discussed, but we finally settled on “Jellybean,” to commemorate the holiday treats we loved to find in our Easter baskets.
  He grew into a large, sleek version of his small, cuddly, kitten persona. Chasing after young children who rarely walked anywhere kept him on the run. Avoiding their grabby hands and stumbling steps kept him agile and safe. I loved it when he curled up next to my leg on the couch where I sat reading a book.
  We kept an assortment of pets at our country home where Jellybean had free access to roam the apple orchards and nearby woods. Sometimes he arrived home with minor injuries, like scratches or a torn ear. 
  My mother would say to him, “Jellybean, keep away from those cat fights.”   We worried that he might get hit by a car on our not-very-busy-street, but that never happened.
  His favorite hangout was the basement. He always listened for the unique sound of the door opening from the dining room where stairs led to the cool, dark areas that contained hiding places and other food sources.  He could swish between your legs before you knew it.  Later, he often stood meowing at the top of the stairs to be let back into the house. I learned to be very careful using these stairs when I carried a basket of dirty clothes to the basement laundry area. Tripping over a gray cat halfway down the stairs would not have ended well.
  Jellybean loved our mother, who always made sure he was fed. He especially enjoyed the cream at the top of the milk bottles after Mr. Evans delivered fresh milk from his very old, dark grey pickup truck.  We played with friends at the Evans’ farm and met the cows that provided our milk.  To honor our mother, Jellybean often brought her gifts. Sometimes it was a dirty sock from the boys’ bedroom, but other times he dropped a small mouse (usually dead) or some other creature at her feet.  I was never sure if he enjoyed hearing her scream, “Get that thing out of here;” or he simply forgot, on purpose, when he found his next gift.
  Jellybean kept our occasional dogs in line and lived a long, happy life at our home in Norfolk, Massachusetts.  He set a precedent for the cats who later joined my own household over the years: Tabby (beautiful coloring and disposition), Salem (black, silky fur and green eyes but very shy), Buff (Siamese and proud of it) and Angelique (white, long-haired Balinese, acquired as a kitten and 17-year companion in six different homes).  My heart smiles when I remember Jellybean.
