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growing more furtive each year. For a while it 
seemed that a son of his, looking very much like a 
junior edition, was coming around for handouts. But 
Mikey persisted while the other cats drifted on or 
were adopted by other families.  
 Mikey had a very mixed relationship with our 
cats. Kissy loathed him and would throw a fit 
whenever Mikey came onto the deck, despite the fact 
that Kissy always had plenty of food to eat inside and 
disdained the coarser food we put out for Mikey. 
Twinkletoes, on the other hand, seemed socialably 
inclined towards him; we would often see her sitting 
on the deck with seveal proper feet between them but 
clearly intrigued. He was always the gentleman with 
her, helped, no doubt, by her declaration of celibacy. 
 We left Spaulding Lake for Austin, Texas, in 
1998-2000, during which time our male cat, Kissy, 
passed away. The family that rented our house didn’t 
have pets and didn’t continue to feed Mikey. When 
we returned, we didn’t see him for several weeks. 
Then, one day, that old familiar face turned up under 
the bay window again; Mikey was back. 
 He had a large cataract obscuring the vision of 
one of his eyes. That made him even more furtive 
and more cautious. We would put food out for him 
on the deck, and he would slink up after a few 
moments and gobble it down quickly. But if he 
caught our movement in the house with his good eye, 
he would fee, not to be seen for the rest of the 
evening.   
 At some time this past summer, Mikey quit 
coming around. We hadn’t see him for a couple of 
months. We fear one of the dogs in the neighborhood 
blindsided him and caught him off guard, although 
we have seen no trace of his remains. 
 We’ll always remember Mikey for his 
independence, his trust, and his own kind of 
fellowship. He was as much a part of our family, in 
his own way, as our in-house cats. 
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