
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Cat Who Stood His Ground

 

My name is Robert, and I am a cat lover.  I find cats to be fun, loving, enjoyable company, and great companions.  One of my most memorable of these was a cat name Prince.  He was a beautiful orange tabby which my wife got me on our fifteenth anniversary.  For the twelve years I had him, he was one of the best cats I've ever owned.  Even today I shed tears thinking about all the things he did for me.  But the most important of these was his last because, if it wasn't for him, and my younger cat Tommy, I likely wouldn't be here today.  Let me be the first to say that, whoever believes that only dogs will stand their ground in defense of their masters is dead wrong.  And Tommy would be the first to agree, and Prince as well, were he still here.  Because Prince was the one cat who proved to everyone I know that cats are braver, and more loyal than one would think.

Allow me to explain.  It all started one beautiful July morning.  I was out in the front yard tending to my flowers (My wife is to blame for getting me hooked on gardening) when I heard a menacing growl coming from the street.  I looked up in curiosity to see this big, angry, mangy dog staring at me.  It's teeth were bared, and it had a look of murder in its eyes.  I don't know what kind it was, but it looked like a hound of Hell in every sense of the word.  I don't know why it was so angry, or why it'd picked me, but I was next on its list of victims for that day.  Apparently it'd already been on a killing spree that morning and had hurt or killed numerous other animals in the neighborhood in the course of its rampage.  Thinking it might be best if I tried to use my superior size to scare him away, I stood up and brandished my trowel.  If I was ever to make a bigger mistake in my life, I'd have to try pretty hard because, by standing up and acting aggressively, I'd made him even angrier.  A normal dog would've felt fear at this point and run away.  But this dog, however, did not.  It was because he was not in his right mind and, as such, what I did made me appear to be an even bigger threat to him, which increased his anger towards me.

He then suddenly rushed at me.  I, of course, responded by turning tail and running at speeds my body should not have been able to attain.  Especially at my age.  However, I only made it a few feet before he caught up to me.  I still remember hearing his breathing, and feeling the heat of his breath on my back as he prepared to leap on me.  It was at this moment that my mighty and fearless Prince arrived.  I don't know where he came from, or how he got there so fast, but he was like a streak of orange, glistening with brilliant white fangs, claws, and a whirlwind of energy.  To say it caught both I and the dog by surprise would be an understatement.  But it was the dog that caught Prince's full fury.  As I ran, I heard the commotion unfolding behind me, with the sound of dog tearing into cat, and cat tearing into dog.  I only took a few steps more before the most gut wrenching thought crossed my mind.  Prince was fighting the dog...for me.  I immediately stopped, turned, and stared wide eyed in amazement at a conflagration of dog and cat the likes of which even Hell has not seen.  It amazed me to see my beautiful, courageous Prince fighting as hard as he could against an animal that was easily four times his size.

And, despite this disadvantage, he was doing a pretty good job of holding his own.  I soon came to realize that Prince would almost certainly be killed by this monster if I didn't do something.  (For those who are curious, I don't hate dogs.  I simply prefer cats.)  "Prince!" I cried in sheer horror, realizing that my long time friend was quickly on his way to a date with the undertaker.  He might be holding his own for now, but the dog was bigger, younger, and more blood thirsty than him.  Thus it was only a matter of time before Prince would find himself on the losing end of this battle.  Just then, as if crying "Run, you fool!", he turned towards me with those deep, beautiful blue eyes of his and meowed at me at the top of his lungs.  It was at this moment that the dog exploited this brief advantage and chomped down on Prince while his guard was down, mortally wounding him.  I gasped in horror at this, thinking that Prince was now done for.  But, at that very moment, upon seeing Prince in mortal peril, God must have reached down from heaven and sent Tommy to the rescue.

I say that because he came in, all sixteen pounds of tiger striped fur and bulging muscles that he was, and laid waste to that monster's face, sending it reeling in shocked surprise.  Tommy then briefly paused his onslaught against the dog to check on Prince, who was so concerned for my safety that he immediately climbed to his feet, despite his wounds, and rejoined the fight.  From where I stood, I could see the damage the dog's teeth had wrought as streams of crimson red blood trickled down his beautiful, golden colored fur.  But, despite taking so much damage, he fought on anyways, with Tommy standing bravely by his side.

The two of them then battled on fearlessly against the dog for several more minutes with an incredible strength and courage that is very unbecoming of animals their size.  For a while there, as I watched this, I thought for certain that I would end up with two dead cats.  But finally, having come to the end of its strength, and suffering greatly from its own wounds, the dog collapsed to the ground and lay there, panting.  Its breathing then began to grow shallower and shallower, until it finally stopped altogether.  Was it actually dead, or just pretending to be?  Being the old fool that I am, I carefully walked up to the dog to check on it.  To my relief it was indeed no longer of this world.  It'd somehow taken the room temperature challenge and won.  It was then that I noticed that the grass around me was covered in thick, red liquid.  Blood, and lots of it even, with most of it having come from the dog.  Somehow, during the fighting, my two cats had managed to land a critical bite on the dog's neck, severing one of its jugular veins in the process, through which it had slowly bled out.  It certainly hadn't been any of the other wounds that had downed the crazed, demented mongrel.  It'd only died because it had finally run out of blood.  But, before I could investigate any further, my now heightened sense of hearing caught the unmistakable sound of a tiny body falling to the ground, and uttering a weak, but very distinct meow.

 

Prince had fallen.

 

I dropped to my knees next to my beautiful orange tabby and scooped him up lovingly into my arms.  As I did, Tommy hobbled over to where I knelt on the ground, cradling my friend's broken body close to my face, and sat down next to me.  He meowed painfully, but tried to keep a brave face as he too had come out of the battle battered and scarred, with one of his ears torn and dangling from his ravaged, blood soaked face.  I cried for my wife, who upon seeing our predicament, rushed all of us into the car and off to the vet.  She then drove like a maniac down the road, racing as quickly as she could to get us to the animal hospital in time to save Prince.  As she did, I pleaded with Prince to stay with us, to fight on, and to not give up.  But, as he lay there in my arms, he knew without a doubt that his time in this world would soon be over.  As he felt the last of his strength slowly draining away, Prince looked up at me with those beautiful, shining blue eyes, and seemed to ask me, "Will you be alright?"  Tears filled my eyes as I nodded.  "I'll be fine, Prince.  Everything will be alright," I said to him as my voice echoed with deep sadness.   Upon hearing this, he smiled weakly, reached up with his paw, and gently caressed my nose as though to say goodbye one last time before closing his eyes and breathing his last. 

 

My beautiful Prince was gone.  

 

I then buried my face in his blood soaked fur, and wept.  Even though it's now been three years since that day, I still miss my Prince immensely.  Since that time I've brought a new kitten into our family, whom Tommy has happily taken under his wing in the same way that Prince did with him all those many years ago, and is training him up to be both a great house cat, and a fearless protector of my wife and I.  While Tommy came out of that battle with a disfigured ear, numerous scars, and one bad eye, he's never forgotten the incredible example that Prince demonstrated to us that day.  He's an old war veteran now and, despite still being in constant pain from the wounds he received that morning, he still works tirelessly to protect us, and our house, every moment, of every day, with unwavering enthusiasm.  I think he does it out of both respect for Prince, and a love for us.  This is because, before that day, Prince had always been his friend and mentor.  But after that day, he became a hero to Tommy, and us as well.  And, with this story, I hope that you will always keep the memory of our beloved Prince, his uncharacteristic bravery, and his love for us.  I know I will.  Therefore, so long as I live, I will never forsake his memory, nor how he selflessly, and fearlessly stood his ground, even though doing so cost him everything. 

 

The End

cover.jpeg
THECAT\WHO;STOOD HIS|GROUND





