ANGEL
In May of 2018, I had to put my 18-year-old cat to sleep. Abundance was a beautiful tuxedo cat. I was telling someone in the lobby where I live that I had put Abundance to sleep, when a neighbor heard and told me someone was bringing him two kittens to look at tomorrow. I thought it would be fun to see a kitten.
I went. I was wondering what kind of kitten it would be. I imagined a tabby or a calico. The woman opened the carrier door, and out popped two gorgeous black and white girls. I am a sucker for black and whites. Next thing I knew I was carrying my eight-week-old kitten down the hall to my apartment. I felt guilty. I knew I wasn’t replacing the cat I had lost. I didn’t have to hear the vet say, “She isn’t Abundance. She is herself. Oh, yes, she is.
Angel has been a challenge. She is faster than a speeding bullet. She sticks her nose in everything. She climbs the blinds to get to a window on top where, I guess, the view is better. She destroyed the lower blind on the way up. I learned to use a spray bottle.
Angel does not love store bought toys for the most part. She loves to get into boxes and bags. Since Covid, I have ordered almost everything from Amazon, so we always have new boxes. She lays in them, whatever size they may be, for about ten minutes. She loves a piece of string that came from an old curtain rod. She loves the elastics I use to put up my hair. It is one of her favorite toys for playing knock-off. She has one toy that is some kind of creature on a stick that she drags around my apartment, especially when I am in bed. She wails as she drags it around, which I how I know she is playing with that toy.
 Angel also likes to play fetch. Yes, fetch. I never heard of a cat playing fetch. I thought it was a dog’s game. We play with a piece of wadded up tin foil. I throw it, and she brings it back to me.  After we have played for a while, the tin foil disappears. Next time we play, we need a new one. I have no idea where they went. There must be at least a dozen pieces of wadded up tin foil in my apartment, and I haven’t found any of them.
One store-bought toy she likes is the electronic ball that rolls itself around the house. She also has a tunnel with three entrances. I turn on the ball, and she runs into the tunnel and watches it. She also loves to climb into the bookcase next to my recliner and look for things to knock off, like the white out bottle or my medicine bottles. I took all of those off the shelf and put them in a box on the floor she cannot knock them off. She will climb onto the table and look for something to knock off. She will scratch at anything, fortunately including her scratching posts in the living room and bedroom. I threw one out because she had shredded it. She is doing a good job on the new one as well.
Angel is good at communicating. When she runs out of food, if I am in the living room she comes over and scratches my leg. If I am in bed, she gets up behind me on the pillow and bites my hair. When we go to bed, she waits until I turn the comforter making room for her to get close to me. She wanders around for a while; and, when she is ready, cuddles up leaning against me. 
Angel loves to sleep on my lap, but only when I wear a white fleece robe that I would have thrown out long ago except it is her preference. She sucks on the sleeve as if she were feeding from her mother. She purrs, which I love. Soon, she is quiet. Then I know she is sleeping. She uses my right arm as a pillow. If I try to remove it, she will pull it back. Sometimes she climbs up on the arm of the chair. She wants attention. She likes when I rub her chin or her nose. She is four now. I hope we have many more years to go.
