July 17th, 2002

    I knew you looked sick, and have lost a lot of weight. I knew it was bad, but I didn’t know how hard I was going to take it. The vet said you have FIV, and will not make it much longer. In a year you have dropped half of your weight, and it is getting worse. I have fixed your cuts, scratches, burns, teeth problems, everything I could, but I cannot fix this. You jump up on my lap and purr, just like always. You seem so happy. But when I pet you I can feel your bones, you are sickly skinny. And it is getting worse. But I will be strong and you will not suffer…

    I didn’t know you as a kitten. I met you when you were 4 and you accepted me. Me, the guy who hated cats. You jumped into my lap, and into my soul. I never felt such unconditional love from an animal as I did from you. In these last 5 years you have helped me find a part of me I didn’t think still existed. Even after I had to have you declawed, you still showed me that same unconditional love. No bad feelings, just purrs and headbutts. Your have spent many hours in my lap when I needed comfort, all the while purring and kneading, letting me know that you were still there, and needed me, no matter how bad of time I was having. You curl up on the end of the bed, maybe to guard us, or maybe because the blanket is soft, but you are there. Now it is time for you to leave my life and I don’t want to let you go, but I know there is no other choice.

    I am trying to write down all my feelings and I am doing something I have not done in a very long time. You are sleeping in the chair nearby and I am sitting here crying. I know what has to be done is the right thing to do, but I do not want to do it. You have eaten a half pound of hamburger in the last 2 hours, and I know it is your favorite, and I also know it will not provide anything to keep you alive because of your disease. 

    We have made a tough decision, and you will be leaving our lives on Friday. I don’t want you to suffer, my friend. Just the thought of you in pain is more than I can bear. I will miss you, Rufus, but I believe that this is the best for you. I plan to bury you in the backyard, and put up a sleeping cat monument on the wall. You are the first cat I have had to make this kind of choice with, and the first cat to be buried here. I promise to keep you in my heart for my life, and to visit you when I need to reminisce about the times we had together.

    But tonight and tomorrow night, I want you to come back and sleep on the bed. I want you to headbutt me, knead me and purr, like it has always been between us. I want to spend these last two days together, and I promise I will remember them forever.

July 18th, 2002

    I gave you a quick pet before work, and a longer one afterwards. You are much weaker now than you were yesterday. Your appetite is gone, you didn’t even try to get out of the yellow chair for dinner. You ate some hamburger earlier, but not with much enthusiasm. I scratch you, and you purr, but really don’t move much more than that. You don’t seem in pain, just ready for this to end. 

    We made the appointment at the vet, for 1:45pm on Friday. I hope you can hang on that long. I have made you a place in the garden where no one will ever disturb you. It was very hard for me to do this, as I know what it is for. I took a couple of pictures of you tonight. These are more for me than anyone else. You still look healthy, but your fur is covering up for the disease that is eating you away. I don’t want it to end this way, but it does need to end. I will fulfill my promise to you, and you will not suffer. No pain, only eternal sleep. I noticed that you are trying to withdraw and hide. You must know that you are dying. You will always have a place in my heart, Rufus. I can’t ask you to stay with us any longer, knowing what will be in store for you. 

    I have just poured some catnip by you. You seem interested but not like you have been in the past. You sniffed it and tried to roll in it, but lack the strength anymore. You are now laying across the pile with you face in it. Are you smiling? You look at me and I can see you third eyelid. I know the time is near and you know the time is near. It will be very hard on me to take you to the vet for the last time, knowing you will not be coming back alive. The thought brings me to tears. It would be easier if you just went to sleep and didn’t wake up, but I know that won’t be. Tomorrow afternoon I have to take you and have you put down, for your sake and mine. I hope I have given you half of what you have given me in these last 5 years. And I will keep my promises to you. I will visit with you often and say a little prayer when you come to mind. I will let everyone know what a great friend and companion you have been. I will remember all the times we had together. The many nights that I doubted I could continue onward, and would come downstairs and sit at the computer and feel sorry for myself, you would come and jump into my lap and let me know that there was always you, and that you loved me. Those days are gone, because you have gotten so weak. But you stay by my side in the yellow chair. You still look for my contact, you still have that unconditional love that you first had for me. And now I have to take you to die. It is not a fair trade by a long shot, but it is what I have to do for you. You have given me so much and asked for nothing in return. Now you ask me to let you go quickly and without pain. How can I refuse?

    I know I must steel myself and be strong for Shelley, Betsy, Christie and Laura. I will do what I have to do, for you my friend, but who will be here for me afterwards? You have been by my side even when thing were not working well between Shelley and me. You have been by my side when things were not working well between the kids and me. Now, when I need you the most, I will not have you beside me. That is the hardest part for me to deal with. I thought maybe writing this would help me cope with what is happening and what is still to come. Maybe it will, but it doesn’t seem to be helping me right now. I know what I must do and I know it is right, but it makes me feel like crap. I keep asking myself if I caused this by bringing in all the other cats, and the multitude of kittens that have gone through here. Did I cause you to have to die this way? I hope not, and I hope you don’t think I did. You have been so tolerate of all the little strangers we have had here. You have been a great companion and friend. You have been everything a person could want in a cat and more. Even when you were injured or sick you didn’t change or become something else. You have always been Rufie, through all that has gone on. You have put up with the multiple new homes, the vet trips, the times we had to have strangers feed you and the most important part to me, the new man that came into your life. For all these things, I thank you.

    I just stroked you and can feel you hip and shoulder bones. I know what I must do tomorrow and I know it is the right thing to do. Goodnight for the last time, Rufus. Tomorrow we will end this sickness for you and put you in a better place, without pain and wasting away. I love you, Rufus, for all you have done for me and all that you have been to me.

July 19th. 2002

    We got you some more hamburger, but you have no interest in eating. You have withdrawn and are trying to hide. I now know the time has come, and I accept what I must do. We got some flowers to mark your grave for now. I will make up your headstone tonight, and hang it nearby tomorrow. This is the hardest thing I have had to do in a long time, but I now know it is definitely the right thing to do for you. It is only one more car ride and one last trip to the vet and then it will be over for you. We will take longer for it to be over for us. Rufus, you have been a good cat and friend, and I will meet up with you on the other side. Sleep my good friend, sleep and remember I love you and will never forget you.

    Rufus, a wonderful Maine Coon cat, born in 1992, passed away July 19th, 2002 after a short illness. Rufus was buried behind the place he has called home for the last 4 years. Rufus has left behind a loving family who has been with him since he was a kitten. Rufus was a loyal, protective member of his family and will be dearly missed. 

    Rufus, we will always keep a special place for you in our hearts.

