
The sweetest cat that
ever lived

by Dave Gibson

I never envisioned myself owning

a cat, but when a stray calico

showed up one winter when I was

living at what I called “the shack,”

a 440 square foot dilapidated

structure with no water or electric-

ity, I was glad to take her in con-

sidering my mouse problem.

Never receiving a proper name, I

called her Kitty. An excellent

mouser from the start, Kitty was

too wild to turn into a house cat

and yowled each morning and

throughout the afternoon in protest

for the seven days I tried to keep

her indoors. After two years Kitty

disappeared, having presumably

been eaten by a coyote.  

I missed the companionship of an

animal and decided to pay the

Boulder Humane Society a visit.

That is when I met Comet. I imag-

ined selecting another calico

before arriving, but a scrawny

black and white shorthair caught

my eye. At only a year old, she had

been neglected and was being fed

a diet of salmon to beef her up. Fur

clung to her skinny limp tail. I like

to think that Comet chose me that

day as she approached the front of

the cage for a nose rub, while all

the other cats were positioned in

the back of their enclosures.

Tentative at first, Comet became

accustomed to her new environ-

ment over the following days and

would come to me for reassuring

pets. With no light besides an oil

lamp and candles, I deduced that

she had stepped over a candle

placed in a cocktail glass atop the

nightstand and burned the inside of

her leg. It would take a week for

me to discover the injury during a

petting session, and a severe infec-

tion that smelled gangrenous had

set in. Rushing her to Boulder for

treatment, the affected area was

shaved, cleaned, and a steroid

injection administered. Another

steroid shot later and Comet was

good as new, albeit from then on,

missing a small patch of hair from

the burn.

Life got better for me and Comet

a year henceforth when I built a

new house. Framed-in and sheet-

ed, the roof had tar paper attached,

but the doors were still missing. I

leaned pieces of plywood over the

openings and we moved-in that

July. A simple pad on the concrete

floor of the basement for a bed and

a bucket to flush the toilet was still

an improvement over the shack.

On a windy night the plywood

blew off a door opening and

Comet was missing that morning. I

called her name over and over

while searching the neighborhood,

but she was nowhere to be found.

A sick feeling overcame my gut

when I had to go to work. That

evening just before nightfall my

heart leapt when I heard a meow at

the window. Comet! Glad to have

her back safe and sound, I vowed

to be more careful and always

keep her indoors out of harms way

unless supervised. Before

installing the doors and ridding me

of rodents once and for all, she

gently set a dead mouse on my

crossword puzzle by my bed as a

gift.

Comet and I had become great

friends. Chin and head rubs had

become part of the routine from

which she always purred loudly.

Basking in the sun every summer

morning on the open air balcony

was a pet pastime. The birds out-

side the screen door that led to the

deck tantalized her and only two or

three times in her lifetime would

she experience the thrill of catch-

ing one from the balcony. Mostly

Comet attacked moths that had

gotten inside. I would emit a

“cckk-cckk-cckk” sound when I

saw one and she’d come running,

excitedly scanning the room for

her promised prey. Apparently

“cckk-cckk-cckk” means “moth”

in cat language. Once or twice a

year I’d be gone for a week or two

while Comet fended for herself

with ample food and water on

hand. Upon my return, she would

rub my ankles raw and snuggle

against me for a couple of days.

During those reunions, Comet

acted more like a dog than a cat.

Sometimes she would exuberantly

bolt around the great room with

the speed and athleticism of a

feline in her prime. She loved

rolling on the carpet with her cat-

nip-stuffed cat toy.

Years went by and one of her

favorite spots became the couch in

front of the wood-burning stove.

The walk-in closet, a floor above

the furnace, was where she spent

most of her time sleeping up to 22

hours per day in her bed or curled

up in a pile of dirty clothes.

Although I saw Comet less then,

one part of our day was a constant.

Every time I would get out of the

shower or bath, she would line up

for the agreed upon five to ten

minute petting ritual. The love fest

had become an integral start to

both our days and, even though it

should have been taken into

account, got to the point where I

was habitually five to ten minutes

late for job appointments my last

two years with Comet.

At 19 ½ years old, Comet was

now a senior citizen. A cancerous

tumor grew on her side and she

found it difficult, if not impossible,

to walk. Her appetite was gone and

she became weaker. Even in her

deteriorating condition, Comet

would hobble or slide towards me

for her pets. Unable to see my best

friend suffer, I made the decision

to have her put down. Not wanting

Comet to endure the harrowing car

ride to Nederland, I arranged for a

veterinarian to come to my home.

The process was painless and

peaceful. Comet purred softly

while being petted before the

drugs took effect. I kissed her a

few times and pet her until she

passed, and kissed her one final

time.

I gave Comet love every day that

we were together and she recipro-

cated that love in kind. I could not

have asked for anything more.

Comet was the sweetest cat that

ever lived.
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