On the Names of My Cats

By Emily Stafford

I have nothing of much interest to describe in any great detail but the names of my cats. This subject’s only virtue of humor is the virtue of being unusual, but as is often witnessed in the names of pets (and human children), unusual names can be exhausted most desperately, and examples of this case cause insult to those who’s animals’ titles are actually clever. So I hope that my cats’ names do not insult any witty animal lovers, and if they do, let their benign purpose only serve to elevate your own self-importance. Please do not strike at me. 

My family’s first cat came in a package with the spouse. My father’s Snowbird, who died at 16 many years ago, does not and will not reside in the Hall of Fame for impressing or remarkable names. I can only assume she got the name from her primarily white coat of long hair. When I consider it, “Snowbird” was a pretty name, though I only remember the nasty, cranky Snowbird, my being so young during her life. 

Our second feline tenant (her sprinkled stays at our house creating what amounted to a landlord position being held be the family, as she chose to come in and take off on her own accord) really started the fuss of cat-naming. The ordinary black and tan cat, Tonto was named after the Lone Ranger’s Native American sidekick. All I remember of Tonto was her frequent disappearances. At one point, she ceased to return. We assume she got pregnant and moved in with the father, who probably left her after that. Oh, she’s not likely alive now, being much older than myself.

TO complete the list of dead (or assumed dead) cats is Pierre Thomas Hilfiger. Pierre was first sighted during a powerful electric storm, seen creeping about away from the house. After that night, Pierre was a more oft visitor until we informally adopted the likely stray. The name Pierre was pulled from its hook in the air (even though French names were usually reserved for the garter snakes) and the equally random Thomas Hilfiger smoothed the affair. Pierre stayed at the house, where he was neutered for community interest, and was always seen somewhere outside, frolicking or hunting, until he suffered a fateful run-in with a van tire.

Now at this point, before commencing the explanation of our living cats, I must warn that the names were not picked for novel qualities, but just to fir the animal possessor. Also, I will be more systematic in my story telling, out of a reasonable fear I might run off on tangents.

Tessica Bubbles Stafford. A few months after Snowbird passed on, rendering us catless, we took the initiative to restock our empty shelves. The whole family shuttled down to the humane society to inspect catlings. It would be quite flowery to say we all fell in love with the little gray one, but the matter, in reality, took some deciding. We settled on the gray kitten. The gray kitten came home with us. 

The immediate concern was the naming of this charming speck. I was terrifically set on “Bubbles”. My parents took stock in “Tess”. I don’t remember if my younger sister even possessed an opinion. Obviously, “Tess” was the dubbing, and “Bubbles” took a backseat as middle name. “Tess” was stretched into “Tessica” for formal address. 

Nowadays, we see that “Tess” came for the best, for “Bubbles” would never suit her hissy personality, no pun intended.

I’ve started with the first of our living cats, but also the smallest. They say it’s not over until the “fat” lady sings, and I would not end this prematurely, so I will save the “grand” finale for last and continue on with my cats in order of increasing weight.

Lacy McKitten. Lacy was a birthday gift to my sister. I knew of this bestowing beforehand, and was set that the white kitten’s name would be “Lacy”. Ruth, my sister, had, as of late, been naming every object she came in contact with “Lacy”. When Ruth received lacy, she hadn’t the slightest theory as to what to call her. I whispered “Lacy” and it was easily accepted. Lacy acquired a reputation of innocent simpleness, and is still thought of as a kitten. She is a plump and luxurious thing, but has a stupid twinkle in her eyes. Lacy’s last name, along with scores of nicknames, just represents her personality, which we of the family manifested. 

Chopper Chompsky was a vagabond unlike Pierre in that he was merely a disoriented kitten, marching ridiculously by the road. Ruth and I were jogging (I running and she complaining) when we heard a mewing in the dense high grass. The tiniest orange and white kitten I had ever before seen with my eyes stumbled proudly to the marathoners. 

We brought the kitten home. His face did not convey an aura of street smarts about him, with a bloody nose and half of his whiskers sliced off. He was only allowed at home three days before he would be carted off the shelter. You can deduce where this went. 

Chopper lived in a box, so her needed to be lifted out for cleaning. His cute habit was flinging in propeller-like circles, reminiscent of a helicopter, hence “Chopper”. “Chompsky” was the surname my father attached to the first one for ring. 

Chopper played companion to Pierre outside until Pierre left us and Chopper was brought into the house with the rest of the cats. 

Osborne Sabbath is the last, and therefor largest, of our cats. Ozzy was dropped on our utilities for lack of another home. His previous owners, the Osbornes, experienced a dissolution of a certain holy union and neither party desired the presence of the fat cat, then called “Moose”. Moose was abandoned in a barn and later relayed to our abode. In a stroke of sheer ingenuity, we took the name Sabbath from the band Black Sabbath, whose charismatic frontman carries the name Ozzy Osborne. 

In order to redeem myself in the eyes of those before said people who name their pets with such class, I will reveal that the last cat described, Osborne Sabbath, does have a middle name. It was only given quite recently, when the blood council of the estate (otherwise family) came to the realization that Mr. Sabbath was in lack of a filler name. Taking into account the unruly nature of his present name, we agreed that the middle one should increase his dignity, social appearance, and illusion of true royal status. Simply, “Duchess”. 

