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FUZZY’s first photo...
November 1993

We don’t choose our cats. They choose us.
One afternoon in the late autumn of 1993, 

a small grey cat appeared on my back porch 
and would not leave. I tried to chase her 
away—I was not a cat person then—but 
all  my efforts were futile. I yelled and even 
tossed pebbles at her but she’d simply step 
behind the back tires of my truck and then 
poke her head out as if to say, Clearly those 
rocks aren’t meant for me.

One day I came outside to get a break from 
Zephyr layouts and sat down on the bottom 
step. The cat appeared from nowhere, and 
ascended the steps to a point directly behind 
me. I turned around and she butted me in the 
forehead with her own. 

I said, “You hungry?” And that was that. 
We would butt heads for most of the next 

two decades. I named her Fuzzy because 
her fur was so incredibly soft. As the weeks 
passed, she gained a lot of weight and I 
wondered if I was feeding her too much. 
Then another possibility occurred to me. 
Sure enough, Fuzz soon became a mother to 
a single kitten that I was only able to locate, 
weeks after her birth. 

In the early years, Fuzzy was a wanderer. 
In fact, my vet had never seen anything quite like it. Though she was (now) a 
spayed female, Fuzzy possessed all the characteristics of a tom cat. She’d be 
gone days or weeks at a time. My friends would claim they’d spotted her in 
an alfalfa  field more than a mile away. Or wading  in Pack Creek. She’d come 
home covered with cockle burrs and foxtails and I’d spend hours trying to clean 
her up. Fuzzy would lie there calmly as I groomed her and when I was done, 
she’d walk to the food dish and demand a re-fill. 

She didn’t even begin to slow down until I moved to Monticello, when she 
was almost ten. By then she was content to wander the yard and sleep on any 
number of perches I’d built for Fuzz and her daughter. They both slept through 
much of the last decade as cats are prone to do, though they both could move at 
lightning speed when the spirit moved them.

At times I thought Fuzzy was as close as I’d ever get to marriage. We were 
like an old couple. She and I had an understanding–  she’d do whatever she 
wanted, I’d yell at her to stop, and she’d then lick her paws until I was distract-
ed by something else. And then she’d go back to whatever she was doing in the 
first place (usually pulling chunks of my rug out). 

When Tonya came into my life, both cats took to her instantly. The last two 
years have been the best years for all of us.

It wasn’t until last month, at age 19, that Fuzz started to show her age. Her 
decline startled me, for I was beginning to think she was immortal. But within 
weeks Fuzzy had gone from a vital middle-aged cat to a frail old girl. Even her 
purr had lost much of its enthusiasm.

Finally, last week she looked at me through glazed tired eyes and I knew she 
was ready. We let Fuzzy go last Monday.

It was a death in the family.
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FUZZY’S shadow...photo by Lisa Braddock.

Fuzzy & Stiles contemplating the meaning of the Universe
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“DON’T 
WORRY,

BE HOPI” 
T-shirt

A unique selection of traditional Hopi arts, crafts, and 
cultural items including over 150 Katsina dolls 

done in the  
traditional style, 

as well as baskets, ceremonial textiles,
jewelry, pottery and more.

We also have complete visitor information (including 
connections for knowledgeable & articulate guides)

to make your visit to Hopi 
a memorable & enjoyable one.

We are located 1 1/2 miles east of the 
Hopi Cultural Center at MP 381 on HWY 264, 

in the heart of the HOPI REZ

928.734.2478  POB 234  SECOND MESA, AZ  86043
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www.backofbeyondbooks.com

When Women Were Birds: 
Fifty-Four Variations on Voice.
By Terry Tempest Williams

ISBN 9780374288976
Price $23.00

Terry Tempest Williams’s mother told her: “I am leaving you all my journals, but you must promise me you won’t look 
at them until after I’m gone.”

Readers of Williams’s iconic and unconventional memoir, Refuge, well remember that mother. She was one of a large 
Mormon clan in northern Utah who developed cancer as a result of the nuclear testing in nearby Nevada. It was a shock 
to Williams to discover that her mother had kept journals. But not as much of a shock as what she found when the time 
came to read them.  

“They were exactly where she said they would be: three shelves of beautiful cloth-bound books . . . I opened the first 
journal. It was empty. I opened the second journal. It was empty. I opened the third. It too was empty . . . Shelf after shelf 
after shelf, all of my mother’s journals were blank.” What did Williams’s mother mean by that? In fifty-four chapters that 
unfold like a series of yoga poses, each with its own logic and beauty, Williams creates a lyrical and caring meditation of 
the mystery of her mother’s journals. When Women Were Birds is a kaleidoscope that keeps turning around the question 
“What does it mean to have a voice?”

http://www.backofbeyondbooks.com/product.cfm?id=1330553972138
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Boulder, CO MIKE MAROONEY

San Diego, CA

Top 10 Qualities Expected of 
GOP Presidential Candidate...

10. Free single payer health insurance is bad for 
citizens but good for the president, congress 
and military
9. Feet must be larger than mouth (to avoid insertion)
8. Ability to maintain a straight face when 
confronted with facts
7. Able to invent facts and leap logic at 
moment’s notice
6. The American middle class WANTS those 
migrant worker jobs
5. Unyielding faith in the power of a supreme CEO
4. Birth control promotes sex but Viagra is for health
3. Freedom of religion applies only to Christians
2. White males are a disadvantaged minority
1. “Government of the dollar, by the dollar and 
for the dollar” is in the constitution.


