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My Love for Animals
Part One of Six Micro Memoirs
Vaska
My love for animals began with cats when I was a child. We always had one or two white cats with unique markings. Vaska, the last of them, lived with us for sixteen years. His snow-white coat was adorned with black splotches, giving him four black socks on his paws, two black stars above his eyes, and a dark tail. His green eyes sparkled with curiosity, and his pink nose twitched with every new scent.
Despite being feral, Vaska was friendly. Every morning, he meowed insistently at the door, eager to go outside and hunt. Our ground-floor apartment had a small window we left ajar for Vaska to return whenever he was ready. On my way home from school, I often saw him lounging between the windowpanes, basking in the sun or grooming himself, his pink tongue darting out until satisfied with his appearance. Then, he would pause, looking regal and content.
Knowing cats love catnips, I placed some Valerian drops on the living room floor one day. Vaska approached, sniffed, licked them, and suddenly dropped to the floor, rubbing his face against the spot. He twisted into a tight ball and then stretched to his full length, rolling around in bliss. His antics were hilarious, and I couldn't stop laughing. For years, he returned to that spot, exhibiting the same strange, endearing behavior.
When Vaska grew old, he disappeared for a few months. I worried, hoping he was safe, but eventually, he returned, looking frail. I bathed his deteriorating body gently, feeling the sharpness of his bones beneath my fingers. I fed him his favorite food and let him sleep with me that night. As he curled beside me, his soft purring brought comfort and sadness. In the morning, he left. I never saw my Vaska again.


