The Cat was Pissed
Catherine Farrar 
	From 1974 to 1977 I lived with my husband, son, and daughter in an old farmhouse in rural Virginia. We had bought the property because it was midway between our two school campuses, one in New York the other in Florida. This house was going to be an overnight stop on the long bus trip from one to the other. But the neighboring farmers objected to having a busload of teenagers hanging out on their road no matter how far away they were so the plan was abandoned. Nevertheless, our home became a campus of sorts for two aging staff members, colleagues and friends passing through. 
	The house was large—thirteen spacious rooms on two floors. In addition to our small extended family--Helen (getting on in years) and Howard (also aging) –we had frequent visitors. 
	One day an acquaintance of my husband showed up for the weekend. There were the usual gruff male greetings and then our guest lifted Clem, an orange short-haired cat, out of a box and set him on the floor. Clem took an immediate dislike to us all and balefully circled the edge of the room with hatred in his yellow eye until he found the doorway to the dining room and darted through.
	Most cats are poor sports when it comes to travel. They don’t like to leave home even for a trip to the vet.  They make a break for open country as soon as the car door is opened if not restrained. This cat had been imprisoned in a banker’s box for hours, jostled by the vehicle’s jerking and swerving and was no doubt disgusted by Kiss playing non-stop on the radio. He had plenty of time to work up a resentment. 
	Clem kept to himself on Friday, the first day of his visit. I was busy in the kitchen or playing with my three-year-old daughter. She was desperate to pet him but whenever we spotted him, he’d run to another room. I soon forgot about him. I was looking forward to my ceramics class in Culpeper the next day, thinking about what I’d like to make on the potter’s wheel.
	On Saturday morning I went to the kitchen, put the coffee pot on the back burner, turned it to high and glanced at the Times crossword puzzle lying the table where Howard had left it. He liked to get up early and fill in all the two and three letter foreign words that Helen and I wouldn’t know, leaving the easy clues for us. He had taught Latin in his early years and was King of Esoterica.  I smiled at his perfectly formed block letters in purple pencil. Howard was so predictable, so orderly. 
That pleasant reflection was lingering in my mind when without warning, my whole head went into panic mode. Nose, sinuses, tear ducts, throat, mouth, my eyes, all were flooded by a piercing ache, a reek as sharp as a spear driving into my brain. What is that?! I jerked around to find the source and then I knew. The cat had peed on the burner in revenge. Fumes of roasting urine clung to my amygdala, coated my hippocampus, soaked my lungs. I held my breath as I turned off the burner and burst out the back door to suck in fresh air. It barely changed a thing. I couldn’t get the smell out of my face or my mind for hours.
	On the drive to my ceramics class, I thought about Clem the Cat, not too kindly, but I could understand where he was coming from. Sort of. I’ll never forget him. Or that terrible smell.
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