
 

 

Pretty Kitty by Alan Ayer 
 
I woke up to the sound of the keeper of food's alarm clock. It went off on most days at around 
the same time. At which point the keeper of food would swat the alarm clock, and then fall back 
asleep for ten minutes.  
As usual for me, once she woke up I could not get back to sleep and I would get up and go put 
my face in her face. This seemed to wake her up faster than if I left her to the second, then third 
and sometimes even the fourth alarm. 
Once I was awake the keeper of food needed to perform her one critical function and give me 
my food bowl. 
Upon putting my face into her face and rubbing up and down the side she would push me away. 
"Pretty Kitty stop." She would tell me and then she would turn over. Her logic being flawed, I 
would just go around to the other side and rub my face on hers again. 
"Dammit Pretty please stop. Let me sleep five more minutes. It's all I ask." Keeper of food said. 
I know she is lying. If I let her she will sleep through at least two more alarms. The keeper of 
food is not always honest with me. 
It's her fault I'm awake anyway and if I am awake because of her she needs to wake up too. It's 
only fair. 
I never understand why she doesn't just set the alarm for thirty minutes later. Then I could sleep 
thirty minutes longer and she could as well. 
The keeper of food is not what I would call a genius.  
By the third time I put my face into her face she always gets up. The third time is the charm as 
they say. 
Once up I would follow her closely. She always goes into the bathroom first. I sit outside the 
doorway waiting. We have an agreement that she won't watch me in the litter box and I won't 
watch her in the bathroom.  
I made the mistake of following her in once. Normally the Keeper of Food is quite pleasant 
smelling but inside the bathroom she did not smell good. It's better if I wait outside.  
I heard the toilet flush and then the water from the faucet when she washed her hands and then 
she came out of the bathroom and went to the kitchen. 
Getting a can out of the cabinet I heard the sound of the electric can opener and a few moments 
later she put the food in my pink bowl and set it on the floor. 
"Her you go pretty pretty kitty." She said. I find she likes it when I let her pet me a few times 
before I eat so I did so. 
Then I stuck my face into the bowl on the floor.  
I know what your thinking. How undignified to eat out of a bowl on the floor. To be honest I 
agree.  
I tried several times to get her to let me to eat at the table where she eats. I've even tried to get 
her to feed me on the couch which is where she eats a lot more than I think she would like to 
admit. But it was a pointless effort. She would always pick me up and place me back in front of 
the bowl on the kitchen floor. 
She won that battle. 
There is also another battle she has won and there is nothing I can do about it. 
You see I hate the name Pretty Kitty. 
I am a white cat with beautiful orange and black splotches on my back and face. When the 
keeper of food has friends over they call me a calico cat.  
I am a very pretty kitty. But that is a horrible name for me. I am a fierce hunter. I want her to call 
me Tiger. 



 

 

I don't believe it is to much to ask. There are only two things in my life I want that I don't have. 
One is to be able to eat on the table or on the couch. Two I want to be named Tiger instead of 
Pretty Kitty. 
I don't think either of those is to much to ask.  
As I'm eating, I think about ways to get my name changed. The Keeper and I have a very 
straightforward relationship. The one thing that is a big problem in our relationship is our 
communication. 
It seems we do not speak the same language. There are commonalities of course. 
If I put my face in hers she will move. If I move back and forth in front of a door she will open it. 
When she says "Here Pretty Pretty." I will come running. 
There are a few other areas we are able to communicate, but I have not yet figured out how to 
get her to change my name. 
I have tried ignoring her when she calls me by Pretty Pretty, but she will just come looking for 
me. Then she will pick me up and put me where she wants me. 
I do not like being picked up. 
I am a fierce hunter and I do not need to be picked up. I can make it on my own legs thank you 
very much. 
Now when she calls I come running. Better to go than to be picked up. 
After I eat, I go back to the bedroom and hop back up on the bed.  
By this time the Keeper of Food has drank a cup of coffee and will be in the shower. 
I tried her coffee once while she was in the shower. It was warm and she puts milk or something 
like milk in it before she drinks it. 
I stuck my face into the cup and took a few laps. Immediately I spit it out back into the cup. It 
was horrible and bitter. Even the milk didn't help it. 
The only funny part was that after I tried it and spit the liquid back out into the coffee she had 
not seen me do that so she drank it. 
I'm not normally mean but it was funny to watch her drink the coffee with my spit in it. 
Hey don't judge me you don't have to eat off the floor and live with the name Pretty Kitty. 
After she showers and puts on clothes. The poor lady doesn't have fur to keep her warm. The 
little she has she shaves off. Not sure why she does that. I think fur is a great look. She does 
leave a lot of it on the top of her head. 
But her legs, under arms and other areas I won't mention because I am a lady she shaves the 
hair right off. 
There is a small amount of hair that grows on her top lip but she pulls that off with some kind of 
sticker. It seems to remain gone longer if she uses the sticker. I'm not sure why she doesn't use 
that everywhere but she is an odd duck. 
Once she is ready she picks my bowl up off the floor and gives me a scratch on my head and 
then she says "Bye Pretty Kitty. You be good when mommy's gone." 
I am always good. I don't know why she feels the need to tell me to be good. 
Once she is gone I go back into the bedroom.  
It's time for my first morning nap. You don't get to be a fierce hunter by not getting enough 
sleep.  
I only sleep for an hour and then I get up and go to the window. Keeper of the food never lets 
me go outside. So during the day I sit and stare out the window.  
Outside it's bright and sunny. I let the sun warm me. The keeper of the food keeps the house 
cold. I'm not sure why.  
So I sit in the window during the day and stare outside. Warm in the sun. 
While I'm sitting there I notice a breeze and a smell that I don't normally get when the keeper is 
not home. 



 

 

She left a window open. I jump down from the window I am sitting on and go over to the open 
window. There is a screen mesh blocking me from getting out. But this is not as hard as the 
glass that is normally blocking the outside. 
I take my claws and scratch the mesh. It is difficult at first but after a few minutes of scratching it 
starts to tear. 
I keep scratching and tearing the mesh until there is an opening I can fit through.  
I put my head through the hole and take a deep breath. The fresh air is full of new smells. 
The hole is still not big enough for me to fit through so I pull my head back inside and continue 
to scratch away the mesh.  
Now that the hole is bigger I can squeeze myself outside.  
We live on the second floor but there is a ledge underneath the window. I jump down and land 
on the ledge. I put my claws out as I land because I don't want to slip off the side. 
It has been a while since I have been outside. But once again I remind myself I am Tiger the 
fierce hunter.  
I am now free to hunt. First I need to get down off the section floor.  
I walk along the ledge. When I get to the corner I turn and keep walking. The ledge does not 
have any obvious way down but I just need something I can jump down onto. 
Below me I see patios from the food keepers that live underneath us. Once when my food 
keeper was dancing there was a banging from underneath us.  
The food keep stopped and said "The person below us doesn't like our dancing Pretty." 
I was not dancing. She was dancing and it looked silly. I am a fierce hunter and I do not dance.  
The food keeper stopped dancing for a few minutes and then started again. After a while there 
was a knock at the door and a man was standing there when the food keeper opened the door. 
"Um hi. I live downstairs and I was wondering if you could keep the banging to a minimum." The 
male food keeper said. 
My food keeper I have discovered is attractive to the males she interacts with. They will often do 
what she wants once they see her and she smiles and laughs.  
It's a subtle form of control and I respect that about her.  
This man standing at the door fell under her spell after a few seconds. 
"I'm so sorry. I will try to keep it down." She said dragging out the o in the word so and smiling 
her big smile. 
"It's ok. It's really not that bad. If you can just stop before midnight I would appreciate it." He 
said. 
"Sure I can do that." My food keeper said the smile still on her face. 
"Maybe we can go get a coffee sometime?" The man said. This was often the follow up question  
my food keeper got. Men often wanted to take her to get food or coffee. I know they can get 
their own food so I'm not sure why they need to go with her.  
Even at the vets office the man who had a thermometer stuck in my butt asked her if she would 
like to get coffee sometime. 
I think he was a rude jerk. When you are taking my temperature you should be focusing on me 
and not on my keeper of food. 
In case you are wondering I do not fall under any of her spells. She falls under mine.  
No where were we. Oh yes I am on the ledge looking down for something to jump on.  
One of the people downstairs has a large long chair with a thick cushion on it. That would be 
perfect for me to jump on.  
I know I can make this jump. Without any hesitation I jump off the ledge and land on the soft 
cushion of the chair. 
That was easy. I sit for a second and look up where I jumped from. Then I look around the area 
to see where I am at.  



 

 

There is a fence surrounding the patio. There is a glass patio door and on the other side I see a 
large dog staring at me through the glass. 
Dogs are idiots. Licking and running around to make the keepers of food happy. But they are big 
and they can be mean so I turn and run to the wood fence that is keeping me in the patio. With 
two quick jumps I am on the top of the fence. I stop and turn to look at the dog. 
The dog is standing on it's hind legs with it's front paws on the glass. 
I know he wishes he was out here so he could chase me. To bad for him. I flick my tail at him as 
I jump down onto the other side of the fence.  
I look around and see a bush across the lawn and run there. Once I am inside the bush I rest a 
little easier. 
On the few times before when I have been outside I have notice two things about the keepers of 
the food.  
Sometimes they love us. They will come up and make noises and call us kitties and pet us and 
ask where we live. 
Other times they will chase us or throw rocks at us.  
I decided it's better not to be seen if possible. I try to keep away from keepers if possible unless 
I know them. 
Like dogs they can be idiots. 
Now that I am safe hiding in this bush I can rest for a minute. By going outside I am missing my 
second morning nap. 
That's ok I don't think missing a few naps will hurt. I hope it won't hurt anyway. Now I'm worried 
missing my nap will hurt.  
I should have waited before coming out here and taken my second morning nap. 
On the lawn in front of me a small bird lands and I forget about my nap.  
I crouch down and my tail twitches.  
Hello bird. Get ready to meet Tiger the fierce hunter.  
I put my claws out and get ready to pounce on the bird. My twitching tail hits a leaf and the bird 
looks at me and flys off. 
Sometimes I hate my tail. It seems to have a mind of it's own. 
That's ok there are a lot of birds out here and I will get one. 
Looking around I see other bushes and some cars parked in a large parking lot.  
I have been in cars with my food keeper many times. Most of the time we are going to the vet 
but once in a while she takes me on a trip to visit her friend or family. 
I'm not a big fan of cars and I have been sick in them more often than I would like to admit.  
I know some cats like to hide underneath cars but I don't like the oil that sometimes gets onto 
your fur when you are under a car.  
I choose to move to another bush. This one closer to a tree so I can see if there are any birds in 
the tree. 
I run from the bush I am under to another bush and stop. I look around to make sure no one 
saw me and once I feel safe again I look up into the tree. 
Birds are hopping around on the branches in the tree and I see their quick jumps and hear their 
chirps.  
I bet I could catch one of those birds from the tree. If I catch a bird my keeper of food will have 
to admit I am a fierce hunter and will stop calling me Pretty Kitty.  
I escaped the house and if I can catch and bring her a bird she will have to admit that Tiger is a 
much better name for me than Pretty Kitty. 
I look at the tree and see a path up to where the birds are. It will be a tough climb but I am up for 
it.  
I focus on the birds and tense up. I am a spring ready to uncoil and catch the bird. 



 

 

In one quick motion I run and jump up the side of the tree. I feel my claws catch on the tree and 
then I push myself and jump up the side. On the third jump up I move to a branch and then 
immediately jump across two more branches. 
I then stop and turn and jump up two more. 
By the time I get to where the birds were they are all gone. I hug the branch holding on with my 
front and back claws and look around for the birds. 
There isn't a single bird left in the tree. 
I then look down and notice for the first time how high up I am. 
Below me there is a long fall down to the grass. I do not want to fall and I sink my claws deeper 
into the branch. 
Oh crap what have I done. I don't know how I will get down. I look back behind me and there is 
no easy way down the side of the tree. 
The branch below me that I used to jump up here looks to thin for me to jump back down onto. 
I lie my head down on the branch. I need to calm down and think. 
I have never climbed this high up in a tree before and now I know why. I have to admit to myself 
that this was not a smart move.  
A bird lands on the branch I'm clinging to and looks at me and lets out a chirp. It then walks and 
looks around a little bit like birds do. I want to pounce on it but I'm worried if I move I will fall. 
So I do nothing and after a few minutes the bird flies off. 
I start to panic and I'm not sure how I will get down. There is only one thing left for me to do and 
I don't want to do it. 
As time passes I begin to get more worried and now I have no choice but to give in. 
I start to meow. It is my last resort and I know it will bring people.  
I know sometimes the people that come will see that I'm stuck in the tree and they will laugh and 
through things at me. 
If I am lucky it will be someone nice and they will call for help. 
Today I have no luck good or bad and no one comes.  
I meow a few times a minute.  
The only good thing is that the tree keeps the sun off me and keeps me cool. But my legs start 
to cramp after a while. I still do not release the branch. 
The day passes and I watch the shadow on the tree go from one side of the tree to the other. In 
the middle of the day the sun is directly above me and a little of the light makes it through the 
branches and warms my tail. 
I keep meowing and still no one comes. 
As the sun begins to set fear of being out her all night comes over me. It starts when I realize 
that maybe no one will find me.  
Maybe the keeper of the food doesn't want me and won't look for me. I am kind of a pain in the 
butt. I sometimes scratch things of hers or wake her up when she wants to sleep. 
What if she is happy I'm gone. I don't want to die up here stuck in a tree.  
I meow more and make them longer. Drawing out the meow so it is longer and louder. Someone 
has to hear. 
Then I hear her and fear turns to joy. 
"Pretty Kitty! Here Pretty Pretty!" She is yelling. 
I meow louder. 
She keeps calling my name and I can hear her getting closer. For a second I think she is getting 
farther away but all of a sudden there she is under the tree and she looks up and sees me. 
"Oh my god Pretty what are you doing up there?" She says with panic in her voice. 
I watch her as she pulls her phone out of her pocket. She starts doing something on her phone. 



 

 

I keep meowing. What the heck is wrong with her? I'm stuck up here in a tree and she gets on 
her phone now? Sometimes I wonder about her sense. She should be climbing up here to get 
me. 
After a little bit she presses something on her phone and she is calling someone. 
"Hi, Yes my name is Amber and my cat is stuck in a tree. Can you help get her down?" She 
says to whoever is on the phone. 
"Yes I'm serious and no this isn't a joke. Uh huh. Oh. I thought you guys would get cats out of 
trees. Yes. No I understand. Ok. Yes I'll do that. Thank you so much." She said and hung up. 
She then looked at her phone again and after another few minutes she was on the phone again. 
"Hi, Yes my name is Amber and my cat is stuck in a tree. The fire department said I should call 
you. Can you help me?" Amber said and then with sudden relief she smile and said. "Oh my 
god that's great. How soon can you be here?" 
Amber nodded and then told whoever was on the phone our address and hung up. She then 
looked up at me. 
"Don't worry Pretty someone is coming to get you down. They should be here soon." Keeper 
said to me. She then sat down at the base of the tree with her back leaning on the tree. 
I stared at the Keeper of food and kept meowing.  
I heard a voice call to Amber and then saw two of her friends walk over to her.  
"Hey Amber."  
"Hey Mark, Jeff." She said to them. 
I meowed and they both looked up. 
"Is that Pretty Kitty?" Mark said. 
"Yeah. She clawed through the screen on my window and got out. I was freaking out and then 
found her up in this tree." Keeper said. 
"Oh shit. Did you call the fire department?" Jeff said. 
"Yeah but it turns out they don't get cats out of trees. They recommended a website that lists 
tree climbers that will come get your cat out of trees." Keeper said. 
"Oh nice. Want some company?" Mark said. 
"Sure." Keeper said. 
Mark and Jeff sat down cross legged in front of the Keeper of the food. They all started talking. 
The Keeper keeping an eye on me as she talked to them. 
I never understood the need for her to talk with her friends as much as she does since she has 
me but I've learned to live with it. 
I wish she would hurry up and get me out of this tree. 
After what feels like forever to me a man comes over to the tree. He is dressed in jeans and a 
thick shirt and is holding a rope. 
"Hi I'm Alex." He says and then looks up when I meow. 
The keeper of food stands up. 
"Hi Alex I'm Amber I'm so glad you are here. Can you help get my cat out of the tree?" 
Looking up Alex examines the tree I'm stuck in. He then nods and says "Sure. No problem."  
I watch the man as he puts on gloves and puts the rope over his shoulder. 
Then he puts something on his shoes and gets close to the base of the tree. I notice he is 
wearing some kind of weird underwear on the outside of his pants.  
At the base he wraps the rope around the tree and begins to come up the trunk of the tree. 
He moves in a repeated motion and comes up the side of the tree.  
In less than a minute he is up to the branch I am holding on to.  
I know that he is here to help me and the keeper of food seemed to like him but when he puts 
his gloved hand out I his and for the first time since I got up here I swipe at his hand with my 
claws and growl and hiss. 



 

 

Again I ask you not to judge me. Sometimes I can't help how I react to things and this strange 
man putting his gloved hand out to me causes me to freak out a little bit. 
It doesn't phase the man who goes "It's ok kitty i'm here to help." 
"Here name is Pretty Kitty" The keeper of food shouts up at him. 
Now I'm not only scared but embarrassed. She didn't have to tell him my name. 
"It's ok Pretty Kitty." The man says and grabs me gently with the glove. He picks me up from 
underneath my belly and pulls me in the direction that keeps my claws from holding me in place. 
Clever man. 
He then pulls me in close to his thick coat. I sink my claws into his coat and hold on. I am 
growling more out of habit than anything else.  
He moves with more caution on the way down. I guess he doesn't want to drop me. 
When we get to the bottom the keeper comes up and grabs me. 
I turn and hug her and sink my claws into her. Not because I am mad or scared but I don't want 
her to leave me. 
"Ow. Pretty careful." She said she to me but does not set me down. 
"Thank you so much. Please come up stairs so I can pay you." She says to the tree climbing 
man. 
Mark and Jeff come up and scratch my head. I don't like it but it is a nice gesture. 
"Thanks for sitting with me guys." The keeper says to them and they hug her carefully and 
leave. 
The tree climbing man follows us up to our apartment. The keeper fills out a piece of paper for 
him the entire time saying how thankful she is for his help. 
He tells her again no problem and that he was happy to help and then he leaves. 
When we got into the apartment she set me down and I went into the kitchen and drank water 
from the bowl on the floor. 
I am still lapping water from the bowl when the man leaves and she comes into the kitchen. 
"What were you thinking Pretty? Why were you up in that tree? Were you hunting birds?" She 
says. 
I turn and look up at her. I then go over and rub myself on her shins and she kneels down and 
pets me. 
"You were hunting weren't you my pretty little hunter." She says. 
When she says that I purr. It is a loud purr and she gets in close to feel it. 
"You like that my little hunter." She says and I keep purring. 
After that she gets up and opens up a can of food. She mixes some food from a bag in with the 
food from the can and places it in my bowl on the floor. 
I am so hungry I run immediately to the bowl and start eating. Normally I will ignore the food 
when she places it on the floor. I eat on my schedule not hers but for the moment I forget that. 
"You had quite a day Pretty Little Hunter." She says. 
I agree it was quite a day. But if she is going to call me Pretty Little Hunter from now on then it 
was a good day. 
At bed time I climb up on the bed with her and sit come up beside her and lie down. She pets 
me and I start to purr again.  
I am happy to be home but please don't tell the Keeper of food. We wouldn't want her to get a 
big head. 
 
The end 


