September 12, 2010 – Doodling Along
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Each morning when I head out to the garage to get my running shoes I have to be careful not to get tripped by Colby or Doodle.   Those two cats are ready for their morning feeding and, despite Doodle’s name, never wander aimlessly.   But yesterday Doodle was obviously feeling terrible – when I took our dog, Bo, out for a walk in the late evening poor Doodle was laying near the steps a little damp from a light rain.   I petted him a bit as he didn’t make a sound and just lay motionless.   He had been like this before and I surmised that he possibly had eaten a lizard that didn’t agree with him.
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Today I only had time for a short three-mile run before church and surprisingly didn’t have two cats charging me for breakfast as I laced up my shoes.   When I got outside the garage there was Doodle lying in the same spot as he was eight hours earlier.   I picked him up, carried him in the garage and gently placed him in a basket with a soft towel underneath him.   He looked at me, but didn’t give me his customary meow.   I rubbed his head, petted him and headed out for a half hour run at most.
I may have excellent endurance, but not the speed of Doodle.   When you call that cat he flies like a speed merchant.   Usain Bolt would have trouble winning the feline-human showdown!   Doodle looks exactly like a black panther with nary a speck of any other color of fur.   And it is always clean as dirt and sand just fall from him.
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Friends and relatives accuse me of eating large quantities of food and, though I’ve slowed down with age, they are right.   I have to keep up my running so I can keep up my eating.   Doodle is what my wife, Jill, calls a ‘double-dipper.’   He eats in the garage with Colby and then runs around the back of the house, up the steps and to the sliding glass door to meow for more food.   And Jill always obliges!   I’m not the only one she makes sure is well-fed!

I run quite often in the woods where there are all sorts of animals and birds.   There aren’t as many in the yard, but Doodle could always find one.   In his role of ‘Doodle the Hunter’ he would leave presents for me as I went into the garage.   There is nothing like a headless squirrel, dead mole or pile of bird feathers to start your day off right!
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At six feet one and a half and about 180 pounds I’m bigger than most distance runners, but not as strong as boxers, wrestlers or weightlifters.   Doodle, however, became a wrestler whenever he felt like stirring Colby from a restful nap.   He would bait Colby, who lie on his side with paws up, and then attack in a feigned show of fierceness.   After rolling around a little they were soon licking each other’s necks and heads and cleaning each other like cats do.
It was hot and humid as I continued running through the neighborhood, but since I was only running an easy few miles to recover from yesterday’s 16-miler, I didn’t need to hydrate during the run.   For the cats I have a water dish in the garage, but Doodle would rather drink from a small pond in the front yard or stand on his hind legs to drink from a bird bath.   He must have his own hydration regimen.
I finished my run and went in to check on Doodle who had occupied my mind with pleasant thoughts for the last half hour.   Unfortunately, all I will have are those great memories as Doodle had passed away after I tucked him in his basket.   In the peaceful woods behind our home he joins many pets that were loved and gave comfort and joy.   There is a foursome of felines as he joins Cinnamon, Sterling and Butterscotch.   My daughter Valleri’s guinea pigs, Piggy and Cosmo, joined the Pet Cemetery earlier this year.   Her hamster, Toasty, and other pets and fish are also there under the trees.   I’ll be back on the trails in the woods running free very soon.   Doodle won’t roam the yard and woods any longer, but if there is a heaven for pets, those birds and squirrels had better watch out for Doodle the Hunter!
