Cats

In the beginning, there was Blackie.

He was the hangar king for fifteen years.  He fought off another black Tom for kitten making privileges with TACO (Terrible Audio Cat-Orange). Taco disappeared before

she exploded with kittens.  Blackie sat under the sawhorses in the hangar corner till his right front paw was swollen up to nearly two inches across, his coat was stringy, his eyes dull, and his ears at 45* anhedral one Sunday night.  Marty asked what would happen to him.

I said he would be dead by Wednesday, or still sitting there looking worse, or we could take pity on him and end his misery.  Marty wanted to know what a vet could do.  I refused to take a feral Tom to an emergency vet call.  Monday morning the vet confirmed a slit, drain, antibiotic, and neuter would only run $80.  Marty said he’d cover it.
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When the little chickadee behind the counter wanted to know ‘my’ kittie’s name,

I looked at Marty, rolled my eyes and said Blackie.  When we picked him up the next day, the chickadee pronounced him ‘very sweet’.  I thought she had whiffed some anesthesia. She told me I had to feed him liquid antibiotic twice a day for ten days.

A feral Tom, now anti-tommed, spoon-fed or dropper squirted? Hah.

Turns out he licked meds off the spoon, as predicted. And he learned to love the hangar sanctuary from all bad dark-night things.  First cat we trained to ‘come’ in at night by rapping the cat food can with a spoon. He’d come flying from far parts to be in before the doors closed.  He also would stroll into Bill Hickok’s hangar to yowl softly and beg to be

put in his hangar, when we left too early on an occasional fine summer evening.
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   Blackie took it upon himself to keep all vermin out of his hangar, and each glider to enter for maintenance checks was thoroughly cat dusted internally by Blackie’s patrols.  He never sprayed, and always greeted customers for a casual pet by standing on the glass display case.  He is west of the hangar with his dear dog buddies, Tow, Shadow and Kinner. We said goodbye to him in October 2007.

Blackie was the regal cat ambassador.

Litter One – May 2008

Chuck Griswold needed a board to hold his trailer open while we changed a lift strut.

I told him to follow me to the woodpile by the Luscombe, and took off at a trot.  Tall, lean Chuck strolled behind. I was digging in lumber, and heard Chuck squawk.  I turned to look and saw lanky Chuck tippytoeing backwards as three tiny kittens lurched

North from under the storage containers.

Their tiny mews were piteous, and Chuck comical.  I explained they must have lost their

Momma to the coyotes I had heard the past several days. Later that night, I rounded them up and shut them in a live trap in the hangar, figuring they’d go to Animal Control.  The short story was that we left for Lone Pine 2008 in three days, and Kristi Grubb agreed to foster them for a week for me, so I could adopt them out when they were big enough.

One tabby was named Sir Edmond Hillary for outstanding vertical ascents.  One turned gray as soft Flannel, and the second tabby had a Brownie nose.  Kristie was smitten,

as was Mark, and Flannel has a home in Tehachapi.  Brownie became Harley and

lives in Cal City with the family who staffs Foxy’s Airport Café.  Edmond (the girl) became the replacement for Blackie.

Sorry, but her elegance and manners, coupled with a national election season meant I couldn’t possibly call her Hillary in respect of her cat gender.  She remains Edmond, the princess.
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A little aloof, she enjoys the attention of the male in her court, by greeting Marty most mornings, and lolling on the floor full belly down, legs fore and aft. The dogs, cats and

customers yield the right of way to her.  Her only overt duty is to continue inspecting every airframe, internally and externally, as it enters her domain.  Salute, Blackie.

Litter Two – October 2008

Edmond is a bit reluctant to return to the hangar in the evenings.  One night she forayed out to the grass circle, and refused to come.  Marty announced she had kittens there with her.  I sent the pack to dinner, to get some quiet, yanked out the cat trap, and had a dilute

Orange tabby kitten trapped in ten minutes.  The sibling would have none of this nonsense, so I went to dinner after stashing the new babe inside and safe.  I figured a solo kitten wouldn’t last the night outside.

The orange boy became Marmalade.  He is truly a very small yellow Labrador dog.  He fetches, rolls with Val, sits on your foot to be petted, and is a soft, lug of love. Scoop him off a chair if you need a seat.
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His sibling actually turned up eight weeks later after being accidentally shut in Bill Hickok’s hangar across the way.  Bill informed Marty in vehement terms that the stray cat had to exit his hangar immediately or forfeit it’s life for making a mess.  Cindy trapped “Red” the dark, rich orange tabby, and she needed almost two months of crate socialization in our hangar before her release.  Red is still flighty, but mellows each week

All the cats patrol in and outside to remove vermin.  This keeps glider trailers secure and no mouse damage has been seen.  All the cats are now gender neutral.                   7/2/09

