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I’m Bleeding as I Write This ... 
Something my cat taught me 

By JT (Jerry) Fest 
 

Some people say that cats are sneaky, evil, and cruel. True, and they have many other fine qualities as well. 
~ Missy Dizick 

 
 
Why am I bleeding? Because I have a cat. Well, as much as anyone ever “has” a cat. The truth is, I’m more her human 
than she is my cat. I serve her daily, providing food and water on demand, and even humiliating myself by having to stir 
her food since she refuses to eat if she can see the bottom of the bowl, regardless of how much food is actually in the 
bowl. I also get up to open doors and windows for her when she decides she wants them open. Sometimes, after I 
inconvenience myself by getting up, she doesn’t even go out -- she just gives me a disinterested look and turns and walks 
away. Other times she goes out, but then has me get up again a few seconds later to let her back in -- then she wants 
out again as soon as I sit down. She also demands to be held or petted whenever she sees fit, regardless of how busy or 
otherwise occupied I am, while refusing to allow me to do so when I have the time and would like to hold and pet her. 
At all times I am under constant threat of being attacked, bitten or scratched, and even being set up for it. Her favorite 
trick is to lay on her back just begging me to rub that soft, white belly -- which I, of course, always fall for -- only to 
discover that it’s a trap and my arm is suddenly caught in 4 razor-filled paws and a shark-like mouth. 

  
That’s her in the photo. Her name is Luci -- short for Lucifer, so named as I discovered 
during her kitten-hood that she can be the living, breathing incarnation of evil on earth. She 
would hide in high places and randomly attack my head as I walked by; terrorizing me to the 
point that I eventually gave her the nickname “Kitty Bin Laden.” As she grew older, she 
realized that she didn’t have to engage in hit and run terrorist activities ... she could just rip 
me open at will, as she did a few minutes ago. What was the crime for which I was being 
punished? Oh, I don’t know. She jumped up in my lap and demanded attention. I guess I 
wasn’t doing it right, or perhaps she had just had enough, but she signaled an end to our 
intimate moment by slashing my arm. At least she had the courtesy to avoid a vein. From the 
way I’m describing her behavior, you can probably guess how I feel about this insane, 
unpredictable, sporadically dangerous animal. 
  

I love my cat. 
  
You see, her admittedly less-than-endearing behaviors are not the sum total ... or even the greatest part ... of who she 
is. She is simultaneously the sweetest little thing on the planet, and all of the blood-letting and terrorist activities 
described above, as well as my virtual indentured servitude to her every need and whim, are absolutely mitigated by the 
sheer pleasure I get from her purring and companionship -- and the pain that I sometimes endure is a small price to pay 
for all of the times that I’ve laughed out loud watching her chase things that only she can see, or play with a piece of lint 
or some other irrelevant object that she’s decided must die. The stuff I talked about above -- hey, that’s what cats do. If 
you can’t admire and appreciate that aspect of their behavior ... or, at the very least expect and accept it, then I have four 
words for you: don’t have a cat! But if you choose to have a cat, don’t be surprised by or upset with the cat when you’re 
bleeding. 
  
I have much the same attitude when youth workers complain to me about adolescent behavior. Can they be frustrating 
at times? You bet. Do I get tired of telling them things over and over again, and having to repeatedly intervene on the 
same issues and behaviors? You know I do. Am I constantly irritated by some of the stupid choices and decisions they 
make? What adult wouldn’t be? Do I sometimes find them offensive? Absolutely, they can and do push my buttons, as 
well as the boundaries of proper behavior, way more than I’m comfortable with. But I think that you can guess what I’m 
going to say here – that’s what adolescents do. These behaviors are all part of normal adolescent development. If you 
can’t admire and appreciate these aspects of their behavior ... or, at the very least expect and accept them, then I have 
four words for you: don’t work with adolescents! But if you choose to work with adolescents, don't be surprised by or upset 
with the adolescent when you’re pulling out your hair in frustration. 
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You see, these admittedly less-than-endearing behaviors are not the sum total ... or even the greatest part ... of what 
adolescence is. It is a time of growth, and wonder, and potential, and all of the frustrating and irritating behaviors 
described above are absolutely mitigated by the honor we have of being a positive influence in their lives, and the sheer 
joy we derive from seeing their eventual success, and the pleasure we get from being able to share in their moments of 
growth and wonder. In fact, if we are paying attention to the needs of the adolescent, rather than the emotional reactions 
that we personally have to their behaviors, we are often given the gift of our own growth and education. Out of the 
darkest of adolescent behaviors have come some of my greatest personal insights and knowledge. 
  
In fact, that’s exactly the gift my cat’s behavior gave me today. When I sat down at the computer to write, I was at a total 
loss for what to write. That was when Luci jumped up on my lap and shortly thereafter tore me open, giving me the idea 
for this brief treatise. Despite the pain, I suppose that I actually owe her a debt of gratitude. Maybe I should pick her up 
and pet her for a bit. That would be the grateful thing to do, but I’m just not willing to risk losing any more blood today. 
 
 
 
NOTE: Luci passed on April 10, 2014. She is deeply missed. 
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