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We share our house with five Grown cats. If I may introduce them to you. There is Mitcho, our Chinchilla Persian Male and then there are the two Silver-Shaded female Persians, who answer to the names of Bottens and Tin-Lizzy (only if they want to), our blue female Persian is named Dainah and our Chinchilla female Persian is named Shelly. They are all indoor Cats and none of them is ever allowed to be roaming around on the streets. First, because Persians are very much wanted in Germany and people will steal them and secondly because everyone will understand that living on the 5th floor we'd have a rather hard time hearing the cats when they want to come back in.

Normally, life is not to frantic, even though there are so many cats around us. However there was this occurrence which set us ablaze one early Monday morning with great worry. I made us wonder about the senses Bottens calls her own. 

It was supposed to be a very normal Monday morning. After successfully tearing open my eyelashes at 3:40 am, I followed my husband out of our bedroom. Immediately we were addresses by Dainah, who performed her skewed side-to-back roll and Tin-Lizzy, who blocked my husbands left foot by spreading across it and biting his left big toe playfully, (can't say I envy her or him). Both ready for their early morning pampering and feeding. 

Stopped in this manner we couldn't help but to bent over to greet both. After successfully appeasing Dainah and Lizzy I made my way into the kitchen, followed by both cats, to feed them. Meanwhile my husband descended into the bathroom to get ready for work. In the kitchen, after opening the tin can of processed food, I noticed something wasn't right. Bottens did not show up. I was not worried when she was a no-show at the "I-want-to-get-my-morning-rub-ceremony", now I was!

It has never been her style to get a morning rub anyway, but it is not like Bottens, to overhear the metallic tearing, the enticing shriek of our can opener ripping the tin can wide open, just like that. The wonderful graze of music, only the opening of a cat food container is able to produce, usually results in Bottens hurling herself into the kitchen with lightning speed contesting against time to surely arrive before anyone else is able to. Today it didn't bring her about. 

Something was definitely wrong. I went to see, if she was preoccupied with Meilo, her Baby kitten. All along doubting that a minor deed like feeding her baby could stop this insatiable feline from delving into the food being served to all in the kitchen. Sure enough, she was not there either. I called my husband who had just walk out of the bathroom. A quiver went through my body and it wasn't because of the sight of hubby. I turned to stare at him with an expression of fear on my face. A trickle of memory snug up on me and I exclaimed "OH my GOD, we left her on the terrace the whole night!" My husbands eyes widened with an alarmed expression in them and we both made headway to the door in the living room that leads to our atrium, and onto the terrace.

The kind reader may be so patient to let me explain why it is, that we have a terrace on the fifth floor. 
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Our apartment is like a penthouse, that is surrounded by a rock-layered terrace, and is often frequented by our cats with pleasure in either weather. We entered our terrace through the atrium, which houses our feline male lover "Mitcho" plus his female counterparts during mating season. Currently it was the mating season and he and Shelly were both in the atrium. Believe me, with four female cats it is always mating season - lucky Mitcho. As I said before, our atrium is accessed through the living room. A glass door separating both.  
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Now, there are four available edges purposefully surrounding our terrace with the intention to prevent anyone from falling, however our feline house companions do not seem to understand the meaning of these boundaries and are often seen trekking along the edges with the purpose of scarring us to death, so it seems. 

Since Bottens was no longer on the terrace, she could have fallen of in these two ways. Either from the ledges at the north or the east side of the tower, that would mean she fell to the terrace on the fourth floor. Or she may have, -heaven forbid.- fallen of the west or the south side and ....! Horror visions went through my mind. I saw her feline body squashed on the ground soil or tangled and bruised in the bushes surrounding the towers.

Back to the action. We rushed through the living room door into the atrium, hoping she had returned there, since the window from the atrium to the terrace was still ajar. Two pairs of fluorescent  eyes sparkled up at us at this ungodly hour. Looking closer we discovered them to belong to Shelly and Mitcho, that was good, however no Bottens! It was early spring and therefore still dark out. We looked around on the terrace with our flashlights, no sight of her, however when we called her, she answered back with a loud "mew".

"Thank God", at least she is alive," I said, "the question remained in what condition and where?" Okay is was still no time to panic. Bottens is that way, she can drive you mad just staying were she is and not wanting to get in, especially if she didn't hear the tin can, which is very possible when she is on the terrace. I decided to trick her. I quickly grabbed Meilo and held him up out of the atrium window, so that his pitiful pleading might bring her in. Oh, and he did a very nice job! He started to haul real loud and really put his little heart into it. He was only 5 weeks old and really hungry, so this was just an easy task. Nevertheless and to no avail, still no Bottens!

The perfect time to panic had arrived! GOD, she wasn't reacting to her sons pleading. Still we didn't know if she fell of, or she was stuck in the ventilation vent. Being a very practical man my Husband decided, first things first and climbed out onto the terrace to check the vent. He listened inside, nothing! Her mews were not coming from there. I rushed back through our atrium into the living room, out of the house, through the front entrance and down to the ground floor to see if she had fallen of. Remember I was panicking. 

As I run down the stairs to the 4th floor, I stopped at the in-between ledge and called out of the staircase front window again. To my surprise, I heard her real clear now. I looked down, and....

I saw her, sitting very calm down there, looking up at me flipping her bushy tail. "Just like Bottens", so I thought. My feelings were indescribable. I was so relieved. Never bothering to take the elevator, that can only be taken from our 4th floor down, I rushed down the stairs. I just wanted to scoop her into my arms and carry her back into the safety of our home, never once did it occur to me that she seemed awfully healthy after falling down 5 floors. 

Opening the ground floor door, there was ......nothing! She had disappeared again. She was gone! I couldn't believe it. I thought, "That's it, now you have done it. You have just gone hog-wild-crazy with worries and are seeing things." So I exclaimed, "but I saw you Bottens!" Suddenly a cat that looked a lot like her, peeked around the corner. I called for Bottens again, another cat appeared. I had two explanations for this, either all cats around our neighbourhood have the same name, or all cats are just as prying as people, when they sense a thrilling situation. 

As I was standing there wondering, my husband - whom I had totally forgotten out on the terrace- called for me ,from the forth floor window. I later wandered what our neighbours must have thought about us that day. It was still 4:30 in the morning. He shouted  "I have found her!". I asked him, "where"? He didn't say! So I took the elevator up and as I left the elevator, met him looking out at the forth floor terrace, the one I explained earlier on. 
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There she was, this little devils outcast, sitting behind the glass pane looking up at us with those great big eyes of hers, like nothing happened, banging her tail from left to right as impatient as ever, mewing with a thrilled sound, waiting for us to finally open the door, never understanding the uproar she had caused and why it took us so long to finally get her in. 

My husband and I looked at each other, then burst out laughing. We doubled over and were both standing there, holding our sides our bodies shaken with laughter of relief. She winked at us, I swear she did. Her tail moved even faster now, it was clear this door opening was taking to long for her now. Okay, we agreed with her and opened the door. But before any one of us could even grab her, she scurried right by us, like a grey and white flash of lightning and headed right for the door underneath our apartment, never minding the fact that it wasn't our door. Well at least did she have the directions right. There she was standing, holding her tail up with a huge question mark in it, wondering what again took as so long to let her finally into the apartment. 

Happy to have her back, we snatch the disoriented little renegade and headed back to our apartment, back to the very gaunt little Meilo, her baby kitten. The sight of mother and son's ravished and loving pets and strokes and their very turbulent sounds of greeting mews, compensated us for the emotional stress we had gone through this morning. We will never really know all the circumstances that lead to her falling of the ledge onto the 4th floor. But one things is for certain I vowed never again will any of my cats have the chance to repeat this nightly endeavour because from now on the window will always remain close!

The End
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