AROUND TOWN

The cat as yogi
Gato at twilight

A friend writes:

G ato was only one year.old when
she delivered her first—or was it
second?—litter of kittens, on the night
John Lennon was shot. That puts this Old
West Side cat at twenty-one years of age,
old enough to drink, drive, and vote if only
she were interested, had the energy, and
were not a cat.

Gato lives the simple, almost ascetic
life of a yogi. After many years of utter fe-
line ferocity (she was a brutal killer of rab-
bits in her early years on Stein Road, just
north of town), and after the nocturnal
roamings and catfights of her middle years
on Brown Street, just a block from Michi-
gan Stadium, Gato has settled into her sun-
set years, her many, many sunset years, on
West Washington Street in an old white
house with a green porch.

Her days have a pleasant regularity. Up
at about 8:30 a.m., she moves from her
bed to a particular corner of one of the liv-
ing room rugs, where she remains until
about 9. Then she moves into the hallway
and begins her “call”—a shrieking, bleat-
ing plaint designed to rouse her owners
into wakefulness, which would be pathetic
were it not so frightening. Gato is deaf as a
post, her ears wrinkled and bent, in the af-
termath of a bilateral ear mite attack about
six years ago. Surely if she could hear her-
self, she would adopt a more melodious
communication.

Not just any human will do. She waits
for her prince, the local blues musician
who got her (though for the life of him he
can no longer remember where) as a kit-
ten. She continues her song as he dishes
up the momning repast, half a can of senior
style. The two other cats in the house, both
eight years old and doomed to eternal rela-
tive adolescence, get a quarter can apiece.
They often wait for her to finish before en-
tering the kitchen.

Upon meeting Gato, people used to say,
“My God, that is the fattest cat I've ever
seen.” She wasn’t that fat, really. Well, she
was pretty fat. But it wasn’t always so.
“Gato was skinny when she was young,”
says the musician. “She was a fighter.
Then, when she got old, she got fat—and
then just continued living.” Though her
extreme ancientness has caused her to
drop a couple of pounds recently, her vet
regularly pronounces her healthy. At a re-
cent visit, Gato was X-rayed to investigate
the reason she had coughing fits whenever
she was petted. The vet commented, al-
most admiringly, “She looks fine, and
she’s full of food.”

N ow that summer is here, Gato’s
next appointment is with the front

porch. This is the single longest trip of the
day, but she manages it with a bit of a
spring in her step. Deeply swaybacked, tail
dragging, claws clacking on the hardwood
floors, she ambles arthritically to the front
door and sits down to await egress. When
the door is opened, she lumbers outside
and spends. a moment reacting to the tem-
perature and planning her next move. The
door is held ajar during what her owners
take to be the following internal dialogue:

“Hmmm. I’m outside.”

“It’s kind of chilly.”

“Is it too chilly?”

“Hmmm. Could be.”

“But it might warm up.”

“True.”

At this point, like as not, she heads for
a 1940s-era olive-green velvet sofa at the
far (sigh) end of the porch.

Gato can still

“yelld her name . . . did not notis”

“hit sofa cushon with baseball bat . . . did
not notis”

“flashlite in front of eyes . . . notist”

““put canned food in front of nose . . . notist”

In the cool of the Ann Arbor night, her
owners remember that she is still outside
on the green sofa, listening to her memo-
ries of birdsong. Because it is late, she gets
“a ride” back inside. During the ride she is
kissed numerous times on her strange and

_ wrinkled ears. She is told how beautiful

she is, what a good cat, a good old lady.
Inside, her nose twitches with the familiar
smells of food and other cats and friendly

“humans. She stops at her water bowl and

drinks and drinks. Over two decades of
dainty cat-sipping her bladder has grown
to be something of a wonder, capable of
holding oceans of liquid. For good reason,
Gato’s bed is in the
downstairs bathroom
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Throughout the day there is sleep, a
deep, loud sleep filled with dreams and a
near constant moaning that at certain times
sounds for all the world like distant human
laughter.

A few years ago, when the prince’s
stepson was a young boy but Gato was al-
ready very old, the boy became fascinated
with doing “research” on her. Using de-
ductive techniques drummed into him by
the Ann Arbor Public Schools science pro-
gram, he undertook to better comprehend
Gato’s sensory capabilities. Sometime lat-
er, a tattered data sheet was found under a
sofa cushion with such revealing statistical
tidbits as:

bare foot nearby,
Gato may be up for a session of Big Toe, in
which she nuzzles said pedal digit until
rapturous, guttural purrs drown out the TV
and she is told (nicely) to get lost. If she
makes it up onto the couch, there may be
time for a round of Hut, in which the step-
son builds a complete shelter of sofa cush-
ions around her. There’s also Demon Drop,
which is not as bad as it sounds.
Sometimes Gato needs to be put to bed
at the end of another long day of being
very old. She is lured or carried into the
downstairs bathroom and placed on a tat-
tered velvet pillow that came from a long-
ago summerhouse and just might still
smell of the sea. She stands for a moment
and then settles down into a peaceful curl
of cat. Sleep comes. She does not resist. ll
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VIDEO
KEEPSAKES

We specialize in taking
photos, slides and home
movies adding music,
titles, and creative effects
to produce one-of-kind
Video Keepsakes.

International Video Conversion
Slides, 8mm/Old home movies
Transferred to video.

Some ideas to consider:

i FAMILY KEEPSAKE VIDEO
- to preserve your family history and
pass it on.

UST THE O OF US

- Ideal to show at a rehearsal party or
wedding reception.

SPORTS HIGHLIGHTS VIDEO

- to highlight the season and show at
the year-end banquet.

IN LOVING MEMORY

- a personal photo history of your
loved one.

SPECIAL EVENTS
- graduations, anniversaries, birthdays,
holidays, special occasions, and more.

BAR/BAT MITZVAHS
1 : :
fc; Capture each precious moment to
¥ remember.
f FAMILY REUNION

- Great for capturing memories.

We do one thing to perfection, and
that's Video Keepsakes.

We pride ourselves on personalized, cus-
tomized service and use state-of-the-art

equipment to produce the highest quality
video possible.

[RiIVIDEe™M
483 Little Lake Dr. Suite 200
| Ann Arbor, MI 48103
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