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			This book is dedicated
to my darling husband,
who accepted to live
a long life with cats.

		

	Blue Kitty
I had my first experience as a cat owner, when I was ten years old. I had sick leave from school caused by a long lasting contagious condition. Because of that same condition I couldn’t visit my uncle for the traditional family reunion to collect our Christmas tree. That’s why my mother and I stayed at home in our third floor rental flat. She was busy with the Christmas preparations and I imagine that I was reading fairytales, which were one of my favorite reading material at the time. And all of a sudden my own life became a fairytale, because Dad and my siblings hadn’t only brought home a Christmas tree from my uncle’s forest but also the sweetest kitten ever from my uncle’s farm. The kitten was at the most eight weeks old and therefore too young to be taken from its mother according to present day Danish law, but it was a sociable little cat and it had the most beautiful blue color, almost like a present day British blue or a blue Burmese.
Dad had wrapped the kitten in a cone made of a couple of newspaper pages. It was when it fell out of the makeshift wrapping that I first saw the beautiful little animal. I was ecstatic with joy, but Mum who had been as surprised as I was to have a cat in the house - she was used to Dad being rather impulsive and was not at all as excited as me.
The kitten - I don’t recall calling it anything else but Kitty settled down quickly. Mum had despite her lack of enthusiasm cleaned its slightly runny eyes and had arranged a litter box. A flat cardboard box with sand from the playground down below was placed in the bathroom. There the kitten learned to relieve itself. It went fine right up to the day, when Mum forgot everything about kitten and litter box and hanged her washing up to dry right on top of the litter box. That made an end to the kitten’s cleanliness for that day. One day the kitten went missing. It was in the morning. My siblings had all gone to school. My mother and I were alone. And the kitten was nowhere to be found. We searched everywhere in the flat but we couldn’t find it. In the end Mum saw no other way but to go down on to the street and search for it, because we thought that it might have run out between my siblings’ legs, when they left for school. Of course she didn’t find the kitten down there. After Mum had come back, we both were totally puzzled about where to search next, then all of a sudden the kitten materialized in front of our eyes. We never found out, where in the seventy square meters sized flat the kitten had been able to hide so thoroughly, that it was impossible to find. I cried with joy when I saw it, but I think, that was the moment, when my mum started developing murky plans for Kitty’s final exit from our lives. My uncle, from whose farm the kitten had come, had many cats more or less feral. They lived in his stable and barn, where they served as mouse catchers. Now the possibility opened for the kitten to continue its life there. Mum refused to attend to it anymore and we were all to go visiting my uncle at the traditional Christmas Day lunch.
The cat comes too, Mum said. 
When the Christmas tree was placed in the living room on the day of Christmas Eve, the kitten climbed the tree and turned it over, but now it didn’t matter so much anymore - not for Mum because now we were going to get rid of it.
Christmas Day came. The kitten was put into the car and we drove off. I remember we drove through a wood. There we took the kitten out to see if it wanted to pee. I don’t recall the result. As soon as we drove to a halt in my uncle’s farmyard the kitten was let out of the car and into the stable. I remember that I went to the stable many times that day to try to find the kitten, but I never saw it again, despite my frequent visits to my uncle over a period of thirty more years.
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