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Timmie: the cat who came in for
Christmas. [Photos by Kris Field] This is
the boy Kris has been feeding for about two
years off her back porch and had not been
able to handle until after she came home
from the hospital on September 11.
Suddenly, Timmie decided that Kris was his
best friend and became completely tame with
her. He is between 5 and 8 years old,
neutered, vaccinated, leuk/aids negative,
microchipped and cute as pie, and he knows
how to purr.
Timmie turned out to be a most loving cat,
obviously owned previously but then for whatever reason he was abandoned for several years. He is a
gentle soul that purrs and soaks up love. He had several cuts and was covered in mold spoors, so Kris
had to give him a bath and wash everything in his room. She was pleasantly surprised when Timmie
did not give her a moment's trouble during
his bath, as if he knew she was helping him.
Shown above is Timmie in his room at the
shelter and to the left is Timmie outside
before his rescue, giving Blue Bayou a kiss
through the window. Timmie is so gentle
that he has never even chased squirrels (seen
through the right window in this photo).
On February 15, Kris discovered why he was
losing his fur: ringworm. He has weathered
tapeworms and other parasites internally and
now he has ringworm, which is actually a
fungus, not a real "worm." He is on some
expensive medication and will remain
isolated from other cats (as he has been since the beginning). Ringworm spores get on the cat's fur and
just live forever there. In fact, they can live in the atmosphere (yard, sofa, wherever) for up to five
years without a host of any kind. It is an opportunistic infection.
UPDATE: Timmie just gets cuter every day and appears to have a great sense of humor. He is
completely free of ringworm and ready for his forever home!
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From this,
to this!

Timmie out in the cold, photo by Kris

Timmie and Kris, photo by the editor

KRIS'S VERY OWN CATS, in her very own words
Daisy was found on a car seat shortly before Hurricane Katrina
hit the Gulf Coast. She was only a few days old and needed to
be bottle raised. I got her when she was about 5 weeks old or
so. She was never able to be adopted because she was so nasty
to visitors and bit them as hard as she could. No one was
amused. Four and a half years and a bladder surgery later, she
still lives with me…here she is on her new Christmas blanky
made and donated by our own Justin Lowerwald.
Shannon O'Kitty was thrown out of a moving truck (9
years ago) against the door of a local cat shelter. One of
the volunteers of that shelter wanted to adopt her and took
her home, but changed her mind a few days later, decided
to dump her, telling me the cat "just wasn't what I
wanted." Well, she was exactly what I wanted...so
welcome home Shanny! She is enjoying her new
Christmas/birthday bed, 2009. When I enter a room and
she sees me coming, she runs over to me and raises up on
her hind legs like a little pony to meet my hand so I can
pet her (I have a bad back).
Honeybear...well, I found him wandering around my
brother's property in Aransas Pass, Texas, after his death
in May 1999. I had Honeybear wormed, neutered, leuk
tested, treated for fleas and Giradia, adopted him to the
new property owner and went back to Colorado. A few
weeks later I found out that the new guardian wasn't letting
him sleep on her bed and made him live mostly outside, so
I had my brother's pal rent a truck and bring Honeybear to
Colorado...where he almost died a year later of
heartworms. Today, going on 12 years old, he is very glad
to be my forever cat....no matter how many people who
come into the shelter and ask to adopt him!
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And Sugarbear...and life without him...well, the sounds of silence were deafening for the first three
months. I did not realize that he was my main "talking cat." We enjoyed many conversations
throughout the day, and he had the last word when he lay on my bed before I went to sleep. He was the
biggest presence in my world...always with me, following me around, helping me do my chores,
greeting me at the door every time I came home, no matter when that was. Now when I come home, I
yell out, "I'm home," but no one comes running to meet me. Often I have put all of the groceries away
before I even see a sleepy-eyed cat come wandering by.
But life goes on and so do we...sharing our lives and loving each other, leaning on each other for
support...still missing the heartbeat that brought us love and sunshine and brightened our lives in ways
that are too incomprehensible to understand or explain.
The word for what he brought us is "Joy"...and his legacy trails behind him like so many little stars that
glitter in the skies on nights such as this. If memories can keep our lives beautiful, then the memory of
Sugarbear decorates this house like a garland of sweetness and hope, always present, always
appreciated and always and forever, just the very essence of love.
I know I have purpose in life and I am grateful for everything on earth and in heaven that has been
given to me, even the challenges...but still...there is something missing. I think that God gives us cats
like Sugarbear so that we will not fear death. I do not look forward to dying, but my heart leaps with
joy when I think of being reunited with him. And I firmly and truly believe that I will be. Neither time
nor space nor even death will keep us apart in the hereafter. Without Sugarbear, my life is still
definitely cake, only without the ice cream.

KITTY CHRISTMAS
Kitty Christmas was a huge success in spite of the fact that no one came the first weekend. We took in
$3,000. After subtracting what was spent on food and new merchandise, the shelter had a little over
$2,000, which was desperately needed for licenses and property taxes. In fact, those expenses took all
of the money raised, so there must be new fundraisers. If you have any suggestions for fundraising,
they would be welcome.
Thank you to Allynne, Dawn, Gay, Alyssa, Justin, Donna, Margery, Tana and Eluise for helping with
the sales...and thank you especially to everyone who came and spent money and told their friends
about us. Thanks everyone for supporting the kitties and Barnwater Cats. Without all of you, BCRO
would just be a dream and not the reality of a safe and warm haven for stray cats.

CHRISTMAS MESSAGE FROM KRIS
Thank you to all those angels for reminding me that missing Christmas and Thanksgiving is no big
deal...I cannot remember any Christmas dinners or Thanksgiving dinners, but I remember every cat I
have rescued or that died during those holiday seasons:
December 8, 2009 I rescued Timmie from a snowstorm.
December 8, 2006 I rescued Annie and Holly in a snow storm.
December 13, 2005 I got my first shipment of Katrina cats from Bogalusa, Louisiana.
So which dates are really the most important?
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NEW ARRIVALS AT RAINBOW BRIDGE
FIRST IN MY HEART by Margery Smith [poem in honor of Shadow]
I wasn’t impressed at first.
A gray cat with a pink nose?
I thought I wanted something more striking.
A tabby, perhaps, or a lynx point Siamese.
We met and she chose me.
She licked my arm.
She climbed into my lap and settled in.
I fell in love.
She followed me around for the first few days, hugging the wall.
What else could I name this cloud of soft gray fur?
“Shadow” seemed just right.
She knew her name and came when I called.
She helped me read books and pay my bills.
She jumped on the table scattering 1,000 puzzle pieces in all directions.
She hopped into the tub after my shower to lick the water off the bathmat.
She joined me for breakfast every day.
I admired her beauty.
She just wanted my cereal milk.
I packed for trips, taking a picture of her with me.
She helped me pack and tried to hitch a ride.
When I returned she scolded me for being gone from her
And, then, forgave me with purrs and kisses.
She could always tell when I needed her close to me.
She would comfort me when I was feeling blue
And nurse me when I was ill. Purring contentedly
She would sleep with me for hours, close to my face.
I would wake up in the night with her licking my chin until it hurt.
She surely saved my life many times when
I stopped breathing in the night.
Who will save me now?
I promised her I would never leave her.
Now she has left me.
I should have made her promise, too.
I am alone.

Shadow

The Story Behind “First in my Heart” by Margery Smith
[all photos by the author]
Shadow was my first cat, nine years old, soft and elegant, with the most wonderful purr in the world.
She played with string toys and slept with me at night. Over the ten years we spent together, she was
my soul-mate. Her health declined and she went deaf and, then, blind. The morning I watched her
climb off my lap, step into space and crash to the floor, I realized it was time to let her go. I held her in
my arms as she went peacefully to the Rainbow Bridge. I was devastated. I wrote the poem “First in
My Heart” the same afternoon. It was August 29, 2009 – the fourth anniversary of Katrina. About a
year after I adopted Shadow, Kris asked me to foster her cat Justin Thyme who was having behavioral
problems. Fortunately, the inappropriate behavior stopped as soon as he came to me. After he had been
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at my house about two weeks, Kris let me adopt him. He was a big loveable ball of fur, a tuxedo
munchkin (or is it munchkin tuxedo?) with long hair. He was a happy cat and always carried his tail
straight up in the air like a flag. His favorite toy was “Mousie,” a red and green cylinder with a fluffy
end and a bell inside. When he wanted some loving, he would pick it up, start
meowing loudly, bring it to me, and drop it at my feet. Of course, his favorite
time to bring it to me was the middle of the night. It took me three nights to
learn to sleep through the noise so it was always a surprise to find it on my
pillow in the morning. We spent seven delightful years together.
My next foster/adoptee was a petite
brown Burmese named Hershey. She
had a chronic eye condition and was
terrified of pills and eye drops. We
fought over her medications every day
but, as soon as I got in bed for the
night where she knew I wouldn’t try to
Hershey
force a pill down her throat, she would
hop on my chest, purr and drool and turn upside down while I
petted her. She literally dropped dead one day. Dr. Monica
said it was a congenital heart defect but I knew her heart was
just fine because she loved me as much as I loved her.
There have been many other cats in my life since I found
Justin Thyme
Shadow but these three precious beings, my first cats, will
always have a special place in my heart. These are I the ones I hope I will find waiting for me at the
Rainbow Bridge. [Ed. Note: All three of Margery's cats were adopted from Barnwater Cats.]
MANDY, Eluise Marvin and Davy Davis
Mandy came to us in 2004 after living with Kris at the shelter for about 6 months.
She's the first cat I ever had. She was very loving, but also a loner when she
wanted to be. She slept at least part of every night on the bed with us, often on the
pillow next to me, and it was always a special treat to wake in the middle of the
night and find her there. Sometimes I would slip my hand under a front paw and
we would hold hands for awhile.
Mandy liked steak and I would slice tiny pieces off my meat and hand feed her.
She had definite food cravings. For awhile her favorite treat was dried salmon,
then suddenly it was some other treat. She loved to lick water from the shower
and often told us to run it for her. I always thought of her
as a little old lady, delicate and loving on her own terms.
When Mandy was getting fairly old, we adopted Sami
from Kris. Mandy didn't like Sami at first, but they
eventually learned to live together. She was always
friendly to people who came to the house.
She was about 16 when we had to have her put to sleep.
She was in kidney failure and had a heart irregularity. We
had her just over 5 years. Because of Mandy, I now always
want to have cats while before I was just a dog person. She
was a beautiful cat and I'm very thankful that Kris got us
together. [Photos by Eluise Marvin]
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KISMET, a memory poem by Carole Levin
Kismet, her very name meant fate, and through happenstance she came into our lives,
remaining with us until twenty-two.
Kismet, a silken cinnamon brown Somali, was blessed with vivid emerald green eyes
that looked deep into your soul.
Kismet's life was not at the well of happiness at first.
Before Kris took her in, she spent most of her early years in a cage.
Given the basics, food and water, but lived a loveless life at best.
Then fate entered in, and she came to Kris.
Down in spirit and pride, she spent her days curled up, a trembling ball of fur.
I paid her a visit and touched her quivering form, and she stirred and began to purr and purr and purr.
Kismet found rebirth with us. Fate had guided her to a new home and existence.
And there she flourished with my husband and me and learned to tolerate our elder calico cat, Twiki.
Later, we adopted another cat from Kris, a big orange Viking, Maxwell.
A gentle giant, Maxwell became Kismet's dearest and nearest kitty friend after Twiki left this realm.
How often did they nap side by side, watch butterflies alight on flowers, play with furry toy mice,
and relish precious lap times on us? The years flowed by and sorrows, troubles, too.
No matter, Kismet and Maxwell were there and we them.
Then a time came to move from our old home to one in another town.
With tails held high, Kismet and Maxwell marched into the new abode and made it theirs.
Maxwell said his last good bye a few years later. Kismet missed him from the start,
something had gone from her heart.
Again we adopted from Kris four cats, victims of Katrina's wrath.
And now Kismet's life took a different path. She accepted, she rejected but in the end all was right.
Age was advancing. Her hearing went before her sight. Then that too, became an issue.
Last July we had to say good bye.
As my husband drove Kismet to the appointed time at the vet's,
I caught sight of her spirit heading west toward the door.
Kismet in profile was a vision of silken grace, her eyes no doubt clear and bright.
Her foxy tail a plume and her pace quickening.
It was but a second yet I felt at peace.
Kismet was heading where Maxwell
met her and guided her to the everlasting place where Twiki waited.
And there they dwell until its time to be reunited with our kitty friends.
And at some future date fate has planned the foursome now with us, shall, too, cross over.
Kismet will welcome them with her intelligent face and knowing eyes to eternal paradise.
KISMET, A CAT OF CATS, Carole and Bob Levin, story by Carole Levin
[Ed. Note: This is the same story of Kismet, only not in poem form. I thought you would enjoy
"meeting" Kismet from this different perspective.]
My husband and I first set eyes on Kismet in the fall of 1993. Kris had recently gotten her from a
Somali breeder. Kismet had had a litter or two and was about six years old. Her life until then had been
spent in a basement cage. She received food and water and had her cage cleaned, but because she was
not show cat material, she lived without love. And it was apparent when I went into the room where
Kris had placed her. Not that Kris hadn't done her best but Kismet had given up. She was curled in a
fetal position, dander evident on her dull cinnamon brown coat, trembling. I saw complete rejection but
then I felt the need to pet her. So I touched her gently and began stroking her. Something awakened in
Kismet. She opened her wondrous emerald eyes and looked at me, then started into big time purrs. Kris
came in and was totally awed. Later my husband made his acquaintance with Kismet and the rest is
history.
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We adopted with the promise that if things didn't work out we could always bring her back. Yet, I
knew that that wouldn't be the case. You see, Kismet had transformed herself from being down to
upbeat within a matter of an hour. We drove her back to our home in Aurora. We had another cat at the
time, a calico female named Twiki. She'd been with us ever since we got married and there were some
hisses. But over all Kismet and Twiki tolerated each other. As the days became weeks, our cinnamon
brown beauty thrived in her new setting. She loved to play with catnip mice and watch birds and
butterflies. Most of all, she enjoyed sleeping next to my husband. She possessed him with her
intelligence and graceful manner. Some months later, we adopted another cat from Kris. This time it
was a large Norwegian Forest Cat with sea green eyes and long orange hair. Maxwell was a laid back
kind of cat. He was good for high strung Kismet and she for him. She got him moving and playing.
Both became fast friends as the years rolled on. Twiki left us New Year's Eve 1997 at the age of 19.
Kismet and Maxwell grew even closer and often liked sleeping next to each other. These cats became
our rocks when things got tough and sorrow came into our lives. They seemed to sense that they could
sooth us with their purrs and by just being there. In 2002, we moved to Colorado Springs so my
husband could be closer to his engineering company.
Kismet and Maxwell took the move in stride and adjusted without too much stress. Here they grew old
together. We said our last goodbyes to Maxwell in July 2005. He died at the ripe old age of twenty. By
then, Kismet was showing her advancing years, too. She had gone deaf but was still alert and lively.
In March 2006 we adopted four Katrina cat survivors from Kris. These were much younger cats than
Kismet and at first there was some conflicts but later she accepted them, too. These new additions to
our family were by nature loving and gentle kitty souls. Kismet knew she had nothing to worry about.
She started failing visibly in 2009. It was hard to bear this condition, especially with her eyesight
going. In July and on the day before my husband's birthday, we had to make that final decision that all
pet owners dread. I said my goodbyes to her. My husband, with tears welling in his eyes, put her in a
carrier and drove her to the appointed hour at the vet's. As he was on his way there, I had a paranormal
experience. I happened to catch sight of her fleeting spirit. She was young again and although I only
saw her in profile, I was certain that her wondrous emerald eyes were shining bright with the prospect
of meeting up again with her beloved pals, Maxwell and Twiki. Her tail was upright and paws hardly
touched the carpet as she headed toward the side door. Then the vision was gone.
But a great peace came over me. I knew this was a sign from the ethereal realm that all was well with
Kismet who departed us at twenty-two. She was a cat of cats indeed. Beyond great intelligence and a
live wire attitude, she had class with a capital C. I think she was a prime example of why there are cat
shelters like Barnwater Cats. Without such refuges, too many Kismets of this world are overlooked and
passed over. Without Kris's direct intervention on her behalf, she would have lived in quiet
desperation, only to die a horrid death at the breeder's along with other cats in the owner's keeping
some years later. Never give up on a cat, even those that seem unadoptable. If you look deep within
your heart and take the time to know them, you have the potential like we had of acquiring a
remarkable companion and kitty friend along the road of life.

OTHER PETS WE HAVE LOVED AND LOST
Ginger, Andrea Luethege
Jessicat and Poco, Dot Armstrong
Daisy, bunny daughter or Sarah Shellman, granddaughter bunny of Eileen and Roger Shellman
Mama Cass and her kittens Rosebud, Dorian and Adam, Kris Field
Frankie, a little kittie found by the side of the road, hit by a car, who did not survive. Sarah and mom
Eileen Shellman took Frankie to the vet, so he did not die alone or unloved.
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BAILEY, 1992-2010, by Lois Eckhoff

Lois & Bailey

I lost my best buddy yesterday. I knew something was wrong first
thing in the morning because of her behavior. At first I thought she
had hurt a back leg, but upon closer observation I knew it was
neurological. She had that "deer in the headlights" or "nobody's
home" look and was not the same cat I treasured for nearly 18
years. I had to make the tough decision to take her to the vet and
have her put to sleep. Dr. Abbey respected my wishes and
supported my decision. At approximately 6:15 last evening, Bailey
departed this world peacefully and with dignity. It's fortunate that
I'm at home this week so I can deal with my grief privately. It's
been proven that extreme emotion, especially loss and fear, can
literally cause heartache and heart damage. I know this is true
because my heart hurts beyond belief right now. The good news is
that the heart will heal itself in time. My life will never be the same
without my little girl, but my life was much richer because she
loved me unconditionally for so many years.

Welcome aboard Kathy Lehr, a permanent new volunteer who has helped out at all
fundraisers and been a generous and true friend the kitties!

RECENT DONATIONS OF $50 OR MORE FOR LUCY AND OTHER EMERGENCIES
Barb Walker
Betty Patnoi
Bryce Hunt
Cheryl Gardner
Dawn Brandenburg
Donna Marino
Dot Armstrong
Eileen Shellman
Eluise Marvin

Evergreen Protective
League
Gary-Williams
Company
Gay Dickerson
Jamie Helmut and
friends at Logan
County Humane
Jean VanLoan
Karen Koop
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Kathy Lehr
Kerry O'Gorman
Liz Drennen
Mary Toornman
Monica Watterud
Pam Dickerson
Susan Bonfiglio
Uli Bianchini
Warren Connors

RECENT ADOPTIONS
IZZY AND BUSY Izzy and Busy went to their forever home around September 10. Their new home
has an elderly, sweet dog whom they will surly enjoy, having come from a household with five dogs!
Cat Care facilitated the adoption, so they received the adoption fees, but it just seemed like the most
expedient thing to do in order to get them placed quickly.
HAZEL & ROXY Adopted by Warren Connors Here are some pictures Warren took of Hazel and
Roxy relaxing in their new home. They are happy and healthy and have started sleeping on the bed at

night and for naps during the day. Of course, if Warren makes the mistake of sleeping in too late, Roxy
will wake him up by meowing for their Friskies breakfast. They especially like lying in front of the
fireplace. They are getting plenty of exercise when they chase each other running in a horseshoe circuit
from the bedroom, through the hall, and into the living room and back.
ANNIE, as told by Gay Dickerson
On Saturday, December 2, 2006, I was scheduled to work at Kitty
Christmas. Kris called me in the morning and asked if, instead of Kitty
Christmas, I could go to Greeley to rescue a mama cat and her kitten who
were living under a porch. The lady, Natalie, under whose porch the cats
had taken refuge, was sympathetic to them and was feeding them, but
couldn't bring them in. As the temperatures had been bitterly cold for
days, there was concern for the well-being of the kitties. I packed up a
couple of traps and some delicious smelling jack mackerel and off to
Greeley I went. I baited and set two traps. The fluffy kitten who later
became known as Holly was in the trap in short order.
The mama cat, Annie, was more wary. She wanted the food, but was
Annie sleeping with her new mom
Allynne, taken by grandma Dawn.
just too savvy to enter the trap. Finally, after waiting more than an
hour, Natalie said she would try to pick her up. Annie had a friendly
but cautious relationship with Natalie. After some coaxing and petting and feeding of treats, Natalie
was able to pick up Annie and put her in a carrier. Back on the road to Barnwater Cats, and that was
the beginning of Annie's and Holly's new lives. Annie is sleeping in the same bed now with her new
brother and doing very well thanks to her new mom, Allynne, and grandmother Dawn and uncle Mike!

Apparently, Annie is
an expert at sleeping!

LUCY
It began with an email on November 25, 2009, to Kris from Deidre, the Animal Warden of the Logan
County Humane Society, about a special black cat named Lucy. Deidre wrote: ". . . We have an
adorable little two-year old cat, who we have had for a very long time. She is blind in one eye, so it
had been very hard to place her. She means a lot to
us, and we want to make sure she goes to a very
special home."
If Kris had any doubts about taking on one more
unwanted cat, this email on December 1 from
long-time friend and supporter Carole Levin sealed
Lucy's fate: "Hi Kris, I'm happy that you're
attempting to bring Lucy to your shelter. I think
she's definitely the poster cat of what you're about.
Dudette and Hazel are wonderful examples of
successful black cat adoptions. You'll give her a
thorough vet exam and, most of all, provide a safe,
comfortable environment with lots of good food
and love thrown in. I think she has great potential with somebody
who's compassionate and wants a single cat."
On December 15, Kris wrote that thanks to the efforts of several
wonderful people, Lucy arrived in Denver. Kris's friend Dena
Barrett of Sterling went out of her way to locate the shelter, pick
Lucy up and drive her to Dr. Rambus's house. Our very own Gay
Dickerson met her there and picked up Lucy and took her home
with her--temporarily. Lucy could not stop purring.
Lucy had to be spayed and was also pretty sick with an upper
respiratory infection. She was taken to the eye specialist at VRCC,
Dr. Matthew Chavkin, who said that both eyes were problematic
in that "lesions in both eyes indicated severe historical
conjunctivitis, probably due to neonatal feline herpesvirus
You can see her crusty left eye
infection and opportunistic bacterial infection." In other words,
her eye was totally infected, and this infection had moved into her chest and made breathing difficult.
The good news was that Dr. Chavkin thought that surgery could enable her to see again. He cautioned
that she may need several surgeries, but kindly set a price of $500 to cover everything, including
follow-up exams.
Although donations are well tapped out at that time of year and in this economic situation, people still
came forward with enough money to ensure surgery. Thanks to many donations, Lucy's surgery was
assured. But continuing problems with her upper respiratory infection meant more delays until January
26, when surgery by VRCC's eye surgeon Dr. Tanja Nuhsbaum was successfully done. Oral antibiotic,
eye drops, pain medication and antiviral medication would be needed for a few more weeks.
Without Gay and Kerry this little girl would not have had a place to go. What loving foster parents
they are. When they agreed to foster Lucy, Kris promised them it would be for ONE WEEK...would
they ever trust her again? On January 27, after surgery, foster mom Gay reported that Lucy was just
bounding and racing around and very playful and animated, perhaps because of her newfound sight.
Donations for Lucy: Little Lucy waited her entire life for this gift. When the bills are all collected,
they will be way over a thousand dollars, and at least a two hundred dollars a month in prescription
costs. This is nothing for a spay, numerous vet visits, major eye surgery, numerous prescriptions and so
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on. And the bills keep rolling in. Lucy has had to have a complete blood panel, Doxycycline, a spay, at
least five vet exams, a microchip, $60 antiviral medication with $50 a month refills, etc. Fortunately, a
volunteer came forward to fund the surgery, so the other money raised for Lucy will go toward all her
other costs. And thank you to those who could not make a financial contribution but who stood by with
love, emotional support and prayers. All of this was needed to make this work, and it did.
In mid-February, when Dr. Nuhsbaum took the stitches out, she found a large corneal ulcer on Lucy's
eye. Gay now has some antibiotic salve and is using artificial tears again. But the question is: does
Lucy actually have tear ducts or was she born without them? It is possible that Lucy may need this
temporary treatment and then will be able to produce her
own moisture, or she may need additional drops for the rest
of her life. We will not know until the next visit.
These kinds of rescues, where the animal has gone for
perhaps years untreated, always present a major challenge: to
the kitty, of course, to the numerous vets involved, to the
caregiver(s) and to the new guardians. All we can do is our
best. So, for now, please keep her in your prayers. She can
see out of her eye now, she is cured of her respiratory
problems and URI, and she is a happy, happy kitty. So, the
journey continues....
Dr. Nuhsbaum with Lucy at VRCC

On February 18, the doctor discovered that Lucy is not producing tears on her own to lubricate her eye.
He said that unless this process begins, her eye will have to be removed. Kris is shocked and dismayed
at this possible turn of events. Poor Lucy has been through more in her little short life than most cats
go through in their entire lifetime. Kris cannot bear the thought of putting her through all of this pain
and rehabilitation, not to even mention Gay's 24-hour care and continued dedication, and then to have
to remove the eye after all.
So, please please pray for Lucy...pray that she starts making tears on her own. Dr. Nuhsbaum said that
she did not know if Lucy even has tear ducts. It is not looking good at all at this point, so here's calling
all angels.
Warren Connors has pledged regular donations to help with Lucy's prescriptions. A super
Big Paw Salute to a special fellow!

KRIS SUFFERS A TRAGIC ATTACK
On August 21, 2009, Margery Smith and Kris rescued this little mother cat with her five tiny, tiny
kittens on the day they were to be euthanized by the Denver Municipal Animal Shelter, where
conditions are so sub-standard that for many animals it is probably a relief to be put to sleep. At any
rate, this little girl, eventually named Mama Cass, went to Barnwater via the vet, kittens and all. Mama
Cass was sneezing and because of the unsanitary conditions at the Municipal Animal Shelter, she was
put in isolation and Kris had to put on a gown and gloves before working with the new family of cats.
The kittens were about 6 ounces each, with two being about 5 ounces. Using KMR to bottle feed the
bigger kittens allowed the smaller ones can get more of mom's milk. Kris had to do this every three
hours 'round the clock. Although mom was eating well, she would not leave her kittens to eat, so Kris
offered her canned food every three hours as well. Hoping that Mama Cass would avoid a severe upper
respiratory infection, Kris added vitamin C and L-lysine to her food.

- 11 -

With the addition of these six cats, Kris had taken in eight cats in ten days. Plus with the three from
New Orleans and her own three, she was beyond maximum capacity. And Kris does all this by herself!
A week later, little kitten Adam died despite Kris's efforts. Eventually Rosebud and Dorian also died.
Kris was helped by Linda Ryan and Gay Dickerson, cat care specialists, but the kittens' paths were
already set and could not be saved. Blue seemed to be doing well, but Sage had a bad eye infection.
As sad as the death of these lost kittens was, the next chapter
was much worse. Early on September 7th, Mama Cass attacked
Kris horribly, presumably because Hazel was meowing in the
hallway outside of Cass's door and she felt her kittens were
threatened. Kris went to the emergency room twice before then
being admitted later the same day. She had multiple deep bites
on her left hand and long, deep scratches on both legs. Two
hand surgeries were required and, obviously, Kris was in much
pain, emotionally and physically. She had never in all her
decades of working with cats had more than minor bites and
scratches, but these injuries were very serious.
By state law, Mama Cass had to be picked up by city animal
control. Kris was sure Mama Cass did not remember nor
understand why she was taken there or where her kittens were.
It broke Kris's heart beyond words that this had to be. After a
5-day hold, Cass would be euthanized. Since Kris had been
taking care of her, she had shown some aggression toward
volunteers and had growled at her kittens at times, so perhaps
there was some neurological problems.

Mama Cass snuggled in Kris's arm

While Kris was in the hospital, the cats were taken care of by Gay Dickerson, Linda Ryan and me.
Marion Reeves of Evergreen Protective League stepped in to take the two remaining kittens who could
not survive without continual syringe feeding, then Pam Beets took over and cared for them for ten
more days. Andrea, Gay and I helped with the bandages and Susan Osborn took Kris to all of her
doctor's appointments and brought her lots of wonderful homemade soups, while Georena and Maddie
also brought delicious food, as did Carolyn and Kay.
After four nights in the hospital, Kris came home with a giant bandage on her left hand and angry
scratch marks on her legs. Trying to keep the bandages dry while caring for the shelter's cats was a
challenge, but Kris learned over the next few days to do just about everything by herself. I can attest to
how nasty the puncture wounds were, some right down to the bone. Kris quickly mastered even the
tricky task of changing her own bandages, something she would have to do twice a day for weeks.
Mama Cass's surviving babies, Sage and Blue Bayou, were due
to return to the shelter on October 8. Pam Beets had been taking
care of them and Kris was very grateful for her assistance. Pam
was also fostering Neiko, who still needs a home.
By late September the hand was better, but there was still an
exposed tendon that had started adhering to the skin. If physical
therapy could not get them separated, it would mean another
surgery. Kris was determined to heal without another trip to the
hospital and eventually the deep wounds closed up satisfactorily.
A quick glance at her hand would not reveal any problem, only a
closer look would show the redness and scars. Kris can feel
several hard scar lumps under the skin and still has some nerve
loss in her hand.
- 12 -

On October 9, Mama Cass's kittens came back home. Kris picked them up from Pam: they were as cute
as could be and their coloring was outstanding, and they are just as social as when they left Kris. They
had gained an entire pound and now weighed one pound, 11 ounces at approximately 8 weeks of age.
Kris began their diet of warmed whole cat food (no by products), KMR and babyfood, which they
seemed to eat very well.
Early in January, Blue and Sage went to a local spay/
neuter clinic to be spayed. When they arrived home, Sage
was disoriented, confused and walking backwards. There
had been no paperwork sent with them except for an
instruction sheet with the words "Sage uterine cyst
removed." Kris could not reach anyone at the clinic so
she immediately called the shelter vet, Dr. Watterud, and
discussed the issues and concerns she had, mainly that
she was never called about this cyst nor given the option
of having it biopsied. Eventually Sage settled down, but
this experience was upsetting for everyone.
Kris thanks everyone for all the generosity with food and
time, for doing errands and taking her to her
appointments during this difficult time. She has eaten better lately than she ever has, and for that she
thanks you so much. And a special thanks for everyone's prayers and concerns.
SAGE AND BLUE ARE ADOPTED!
After two kittens had weathered their diarrhea, eye
infections, vaccination reactions, spays,
microchipping, snotty noses, loss of their mom and
siblings and everything else they could possibly have,
and after hundreds of emails and telephone calls, the
right home finally came along and BOTH kittens were
adopted together, the only way Kris was going to let
these girls go. His name is Terry, the project supervisor
for the largest maker of ATM machines in the US.
After living temporarily with cats, he realized how
quiet it was and how much he missed having cats in his
life. He found Kris through Petfinders and wanted both kittens.
As soon the kittens came out of their carrier at Terry's house, Sage ran around,
held her tail straight up and used the scratching post several times. Blue was a
little bit shyer and kept her stomach low to the ground for the initial fifteen
minutes, but then relaxed and started exploring with her sister. They both
played with the toys brought "from home" and have three of their old beds
with them, so they will have familiar things around during their transition.

Photo by Terry Browning

Terry has a beautiful, spotless hardwood floor home and all of the little things
that kittens like. The kittens began sleeping on the bed with him that first
night, which is the first time they have been on a bed and the first time they
have been able to sleep with a human.

So, thank you to everyone who fostered, made donations, prayed, encouraged Kris through their many
"near death" experiences and all the rest....they are on their way to happiness in their forever home
with their new daddy.
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UPDATE FROM TERRY: They are doing well. They
are starting to explore a little more. I went down in the
basement to do laundry and turned around to see two
little faces watching me. Blue has also started jabbing
me with both paws if she wants to get my attention.
Sage is still the priss and walks up and arches her back
if she wants attention.
The kittens are doing great. Put collars and ID tags on
them late last week and the HATED them. They have
adjusted to them now but Sage made it a point to jump
on my dining room table (which is really just a desk)
and pushed everything on the floor with her nose! I put
everything back on the table and she jumped right back
up and pushed it all off again. I’ve never seen anything like it before and couldn’t help but laugh. As I
said though, they don’t even notice the collars now and Sage has quit clearing off the table.
EMAIL from Carole Levin to Kris, February 26, 2010
That's what its all about. Because you cared enough, Blue and Sage are now living the good life. Mr.
B's absolutely delighted to have them, He sounds like a real cat dad. Whenever you think why do I
keep on doing this? Look at your wonderful success rates at placing otherwise rejected or overlooked
cats and kittens. With Sage and Blue, you were there for them from the moment of their births. It's
tragic what transpired with Mama Cass and her kittens, but these little girls got the break of breaks
through you and happenstance. Or was it? The kitty angels and our two devoted saints had a hand in
their adoptions. Carole

UP FOR ADOPTION
Teddy and Gracie: Welcome back to the shelter. Beloved pets of Rhonda, who most reluctantly had
to give them up, they are two sweet cats who would like to stay together. Please call Kris at the shelter
for full details of these two.
Teddie

Gracie

YARD SALE: JUNE 12, 2010
If you have any donations, please contact the editor at 303-733-5779 (evenings and
weekends) or by email. Please plan to come to find bargains and to help the cats!
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Rescue Story from Dena Barrett, January 6, 2010
It was a cold winter morning when I got a call from a volunteer who found three small kittens about 4
weeks old and their mother. The mama had come out on the wrong end of an encounter with a coyote
or a dog and the kittens were scared and wild. What to do? I recommended taking the mother for an
emergency vet visit and I would get the babies. The mother did not survive, but I took the three furry
balls home. Scared, hungry and confused, they seemed in good shape considering their ordeal.
It didn't take long for the kittens to adjust to their new home and they quickly turned into fuzzy balls of
energy and mischief. When they were old enough to be altered, one of the little girls was found to have
a severe infection in her intestines and a deep ulcer in her mouth and had to follow her mother to the
Rainbow Bridge. The other two returned home with me and soon the little girl found a forever home
but the little boy had found a forever home in my heart. I named him Dr. Smith after the very first cat
that shared my life. My first Dr. Smith had come to live with my family when I was only a few months
old and was almost exactly the same age as I. She was a very fuzzy red-orange tabby who was very
vocal with her thoughts about the world, reminiscent of the character on Lost in Space. The first Dr.
Smith shared my life and my home until she was more than 20 years old. In her memory I named this
new red-orange ball of fuzz Dr. Smith.
Shortly after he returned from being neutered, Dr. Smith got very sick and stopped eating. He lost
weight quickly and began to dehydrate. I started syringe feeding him a mix or kitten milk, pedialyte
and broth from wet cat food. It was touch and go for a few days. After about three days or forcing food
into him, I almost danced for joy when I saw him get up out of his bed and voluntarily drink some
water. I did cheer when he ate a little food on his own. It was only a few days before he was back to
sleeping under my covers curled up next to my tummy, His favorite nighttime activity seemed to be
batting at my eyes every time I went into REM sleep. It wasn't long before he was tearing through the
house chasing after Dark Waters, another kitten who was about twice his age, size and weight but who
was his best bud. The two knew no fear and would take on my wolf, and even the older, battle scared
veterans of the streets knew better than to cross swords with the two of them.
On Monday Dr. Smith assumed his usual spot next to my face as I was going to sleep. He spent the
night batting at my eyes, grooming my hair and snuggling under the covers with me. The next day he
went off on his adventures. It wasn't until bedtime that I realized my sleeping friend was not in his
regular spot. I began to search for him. He was not in bed with any of my children nor curled up with
my other cat. An exhaustive search, even outside in the frigid night, could not find him.
Coyotes were howling all around the tiny community in which I live. I don't worry too much about
them because of my wolf but I was concerned about owls and the incredibly cold temperatures. The
next morning I put out a 911 alert to the kids to search for my beloved Dr. Smith. My oldest was the
one who found Dr. Smith. He was curled up on his blanket under the bed as if sleeping, but was dead. I
began to cry as I held the tiny body of the little baby who had so completely stolen my heart.
As an animal rescuer, I have shed tears over many tiny lives. So many who we had barely long enough
to name, others we held longer, caring for them and trying to make up for the suffering of their hard
and painful lives. Each one was marked with sadness but also an understanding that the tears we shed
are the price we pay for the privilege of serving the forgotten cats of the communities around us. Each
soul that travels to the Rainbow Bridge goes there with a name and someone here who will look
forward to seeing them again some day. Each one has a star with their name put on our Rainbow
Bridge wall so they will never be forgotten. But Dr. Smith's star shines brighter, the tears sting more. I
hope he will find his namesake, who went to the Rainbow Bridge so many years ago, and tells her
about me. I hope he finds his sister and his mama and they all know they have a human who will come
to them someday. And I hope Dr. Smith knows that, even though he was only a tiny ball of fuzz, he
left a huge hole in my heart and his star will always shine the brightest on my Rainbow Wall.
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PICTURE GALLERY, JUST FOR THE FUN OF IT

Lucy with her collar

Margery's Shadow

Timmie
Christmas

Terry and Sage
Kris's Miss Daisy

Kris's Honeybear

Kris's Shannon

The people of BCRO extend their prayers and best wishes to Beth Springer and her
family for her speedy recovery. Beth is a true friend to all animals!
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