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By Robert J. Ott

Title: whiskazz *Note the “w” is ment to be lower case…..
I remember for months how my wife and daughter Savannah would bug me to say “yes” in regards to getting a new cat.  I pictured my daughter playing with a kitten and it seemed like such a pretty photo in my mind.  However, each time the pretty photo went to me getting dressed up for work and my assistant using a roller to get all the hair off my clothing.  I would always reply back “We have a dog and a cat now along with hair all over the place.  There is no need to add to that my loved ones!”  Our cat we have now goes by the name of Baby and just so happens to be a white Persian who is around 16 years of age.  The combination of his meow at 4:30 in the morning each day along with his white hair all over the place certainly is more than enough.  However we could not stop there for we had to get a German/German Shepard who is so great in many ways but if we removed his loud bark and took away his good looks I would have a difficult time showing him off.  Often people think because I am blind that he is my mobility dog.  I know that if I walked with him and depended on his knowledge to guide me we would be in the middle of the Interstate 5…………

Nevertheless my wife Kimberly and daughter did not give up and were determined to get a new kitten for this house.  

One day not too long after I arrived home from work I found myself dozing off in the recliner on the sofa.  Soon after, I found myself waking up to the beginning of KING 5 news.  As I stretched my body in different directions I felt a small bit of weight on my stomach.  As I put my hand down on it and felt what it was I received a small bite on the tip of my finger.  My hand automatically reacted with a go back and touch again what just bit you only to find an animal of some sort on my stomach.  I froze and screamed out to my wife, “There is a *&)(^%! Animal on my stomach…….get it the #4%!^$ off me!”  All I heard in response was laughing and giggling from my daughter and wife.  The only one not laughing was my 1 ½ year old son who probably just thought that I was out of my mind.  “Get it off” I said with a loud voice.  The laughing continued and words slowly started to come out of my wife’s mouth.  All I heard was “This is our new kitten and he has no hair for you to complain about.”  I screamed back “It’s a rat!”  She laughed back and then said “no honey it is a Sphinx cat!”  I said “a what?”  She replied back with “a Sphinx cat.”  I heard of these things but don’t think that I ever witnessed one when I could see and certainly never did during my time of blindness.  I said back to her “It feels like Yoda from Star Wars!”  At that point my daughter screamed back at me in defense saying that it is not Yoda it is whiskazz………

Well needless to say all of my fighting and attempts to not get any more animals because of hair became just an old dream for he was without question a new member of the home.  The funny thing was that all during my screaming and yelling he never even moved.  Apparently my belly was keeping him warm.  Do to the fact that these types of cats have no hair they must keep warm all the time.  He even has an electric heating bed to sleep on as well as a sweater he wears.  For whatever reason I seem to be the person who he gets the most heat from in the house and whenever I am sitting on the sofa he shows up to find a nice little warm spot on me to cuddle up.  On my belly, under my chin or on my shoulder adjacent to my ear seem to be some of his favorite spots.  I came to admit that my wife and daughter pulled a good one on me and I even have come to like whiskazz.  After all he is different and every person who sees him drops his or her jaw wondering what kind of creature we bred in our home.  After a months worth of time went past I decided to initiate him to be our mascot for my studio “Temple of Certain Victory.”  I will admit that his skin still freaks me out and he is without question abnormal to most of us but all in all he is a new member of our family.  All I can hope for is that he does not wonder why he has no whiskers someday…………..
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