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                                            2.   The Naming
I have no name. 
	I’ve lived in different places and sometimes a name has been thrown at me. But those names don’t belong to me. Who wants to be called ‘Ratbag?’ or ‘Scum!’ 
	True, I am no household pet with pretty ways. I am too big and strong for that. Who wants to be called ‘Pretty Pippin,’ or ‘Froufrou.’ or some other meaningless endearment? I am not some child’s cuddly toy to be picked up and played with. I would never permit myself to be dressed up in baby clothes and wheeled around in a buggy. 
	I did have a name once, long ago. In the war zone, when we crouched together in a niche under the stairs.  But no one has used that name for ever.  Did my mother name us One to Six? I have a fleeting memory of that. If so, then I was number One. Though not for long. Then the guns drowned out her voice and I heard it no more. We were moved – what was left of us – to a centre. Where the others went, I do not know, but I was put to work on a farm and quickly learned my trade. 
	Anything to forget the scream of shells bursting and the grinding collapse of broken walls. What did they call me at that place? Rat-catcher. That was also the name of the job. They didn’t feed me so that I was always hungry and always ready for work.  
	I remember there were dogs on that farm and they had names such as ‘Rover’ and ‘Shep.’ They were fed well and they slept on a blanket in the kitchen. They chased me away if I tried to sleep there, too.
	The family left with the dogs. Soldiers came and went. The soldiers climbed into a plane and I stowed away with them. They called me ‘Puss.’ I am nobody’s pet Puss, so I kept my distance. 
	I was sent to another farm and given another name. This time it was ‘Nuisance!’ and ‘Out!’ 
	The world was full of hate and I learned how to endure.
	Then one day the family group was enlarged to include a man in a wheelchair. He did not socialise with the others, but liked to be alone. He didn’t see me, but I saw him. He talked to himself. I didn’t know the language but the words triggered off pictures of his life. Pictures that I knew all too well.
	He could not hear what the family said to him for the noise of guns and the crash of falling buildings. He twitched in his sleep as I did, dreaming of death and destruction. 
	He liked to sit on the patio in the sun where he could be quiet and the noise of the war zone retreated to the distance. I included him on my rounds every day. I don’t know why I bothered, for he never noticed me. Perhaps I did it because we shared the same pictures in our minds?
	Then one day he did notice me. The noise in his head had been bad that morning and I’d stayed nearby out of sympathy . . . or perhaps because I, too, was lonely.
	He saw me and he saw that I knew what he’d seen and heard.
	He lifted his hand to invite me closer, and once I was on his knee he put his big hand over my back and held it there. The bad pictures slid away from my mind as they slid away from his.
	We slept in the sunshine and later he wheeled himself into a big room and looked to make sure that I would follow. I did so with care, expecting at any minute to be thrown out. He gave me titbits from his plate at supper. The family tried to object, but he just looked at them and their words died away.
	He had been a commander of men. I could see that. 
When night came the mother of his family drove me outdoors with
a broom. I stretched fore and aft and thought about things. Then I went round to the back of the house to the window of his bedroom and waited. And waited. 
	He opened the window and said, ‘Come on, Cat! I’m not waiting all day.’
	So I went in and slept at his back. 
	His name is The Man. My name is Cat. 
That’s all. That’s enough. 







  




