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Tale of Two Tails

Fluffy adopted our family about a year and half ago. She used to come around, stare at us, rub against our legs occasionally. My daughter named her because she was, of course, fluffy. We started putting food out and she had us. Fluffy’s snare was set and we fell right in. She’s a happy playful cat. 


Like most cats I have taken care of, you can never really own a cat, she thinks the world is her playground. For the most part she’s right. We let her move about the house, when she feels the need to be inside. The only thing off limits are the tables, (kitchen, coffee, or turntable). She tries to bend the rules, like a teenager testing their limits, but we get on her as soon as we notice. It’s when Fluffy is outside that she really has free reign. She hides in the field when the grass is high. She climbs the trees and local fences. Visits houses and lets the neighbors give her attention. She is well known and loved among our little community. She likes to wait behind the curb out front ready to pounce our feet when we invade her space. Her space you ask? Everywhere of course. She had us all fooled. You would never know by her name or demeanor that she was a brutal killer.


Our little black and white ball of cuddly sweetness is a killer. She’s vicious in her nature more than I have seen in any cat. She takes great delight in the game of killing. If there is life reborn into this world Fluffy must have been a serial killer in her past life. Previous cats of mine have left a lizard or half bird at my doorstep. Every cat that is allowed to venture past the front door will eventually bring it’s food supply a thank you gift. Thanks for the nice comfortable lap, and the can of food in the morning. Thanks for the attention when I want it. Thanks for letting me out at three in the morning when I need to relieve myself. Here is a dead animal half eaten. I would consider my situation normal if that were the case. All my other cats did this, I wouldn’t be writing this for such a common undertaking. Fluffy is nothing like my other cats.


When I found the first half of a squirrel in my yard it was disturbing. The tail was sticking up past two remaining legs in the grass out by my lower patio. I didn’t want to touch it, not knowing what might leak out. I got a shovel and scooped up the remains and tossed it into the field. “Nothing unusual about that, cats do that,” I told myself. A week later I saw her with another one. She was dragging it behind the house. The squirrel was as big as her with it’s tail sticking out behind Fluffy and struggling to free itself from her grip. She looked as if she had two tails. I followed her around behind the shed and watched. It took her ten minutes to kill the poor squirrel. She played with it, letting it limp away then snatching it back like some half dead yo-yo. She tossed it up in the air and batted it with her paw on the way down. She threw the body in the air multiple times and tossed it against the shed. I had never seen a cat kill it’s prey like this.

I stopped watching and went in the house to tell my wife. She had been watching her do this for months now. “She emptied the field of the gofers and is on to the squirrels,” my wife told me. I wondered what Fluffy might do when she exhausted the squirrel population in our area. Would she move to smaller cats, or maybe the Chihuahua down the block. Or maybe even to us. This thought made me nervous. I started feeling unsafe leaving her in at night. I began letting her out right before I went to bed.

I found more tails that week. They were waiting for me in the driveway right where I parked my car. Was this a warning? Was she telling us that our time was numbered? Maybe we should have let her lay on the table. I could see it in her eyes you know. Threatening, evil, warning us to turn a blind eye, almost like an urban mobster; forget about it! She would come sit on my lap and receive her daily attention, kneading my leg like a fresh ball of dough. Fluffy would role her eyes back in ecstasy of my expert back and head rubs. Then when I stopped would look up at me with those eyes. Those eyes warning me not to stop, who knows whose tail might be out in the drive next if you stop? 


So I keep to business, shoveling half consumed animal corpses, and petting her when she lets me. If I see Fluffy tearing the face off of a small meal I turn a blind eye. But I am forever watchful of her; I know I could be next.
