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INTRODUCTION
If someone told me ten years ago that a cat would teach me
how to soften hardened hearts through the magic of kindness
and I would be so moved by the experience I would publish a
book about it, I’d have thought that was pretty funny.But the
truth is, that’s precisely what happened. A cat called Skinny,
completely changed my life.
Observing the instinctive behavior—dare I say insistence—of
this scrawny creature to never take no for an answer, to never
give up in the face of rejection, and showing up on our doorstep
again and again with the sweetest demeanor imaginable, was
the catalyst for my epiphany about the transformative power—
or magic—of kindness. It’s easy to be nice to someone who
is nice in return. But being relentlessly kind in the throes of
prolonged admonition—while peacefully holding a position
until a situation transforms—is another subject altogether, and
what this little cat tale is all about.
We are taught to value kindness. Kindness commonly begets
kindness and the effect of that goodwill generates a productive
ripple through society. So being nice is … nice. It makes other
people feel good, plus, there is a tangible, personal joy in doing
good deeds. But, speaking for myself, I never thought much
about it beyond this basic understanding … until I met Skinny.
At first sighting, I didn’t know his name and because he was
particularly thin, my husband and I defaulted to calling him
Skinny.I assumed his slender physique was from an inadequate
diet during his formerly blighted, pre-rescued life, though later,
I discovered it was more likely a factor of his DNA, possibly
of Siamese influence. As time passed however, his owner (our
neighbor, Jan) “formally” introduced us, and I learned his real
name was Floyd.But based on his comical personality, my
husband and I couldn’t relinquish our habit of referring to him
as Skinny. As he gained a tiny bit of weight, we tried other
nicknames like Thin and Thinster … but Skinny is what stuck.
Inspired by his chronic persistence and ability to love at

any price, he became my personal icon for peace. That, in
conjunction with the impact he continues to have on animals,
on me, and on other people, compelled me to give voice to
his story. The more people who read about Skinny and are
motivated in their own lives to emulate the actions of this
peacekeeper, the more we can help spur the ripple effect of
kindness through our social circles and on out into the world.
Skinny reminds us that the very people (or animals, in some
cases), needing our compassion and gentleness the most,
appear to be the least deserving of it. So, in short, Skinny the
Cat and the Magic of Kindness is about loving those who seem
unlovable and watching your world change as a result.
It is my pleasure to present this story of a skinny little rescue
cat: his ability to love in spite of continual rejection, his power
to alter the dynamic of an entire neighborhood, and how
Skinny’s magic leaves an imprint on the souls it touches.
Though it’s commonly accepted that humans are more highly
evolved than our furry companions, they certainly have much
to teach us … if we let them.

No act of kindness, no matter how small, is ever wasted.
—Aesop, “The Lion and the Mouse”

Chapter One

MEET BHAVA
Before Robert and I were married, Bhava lived as his housemate
in Venice, California, about a mile from the notorious Muscle
Beach. Although Bhava never made it down to the beach to
work out, she definitely exhibited some muscle around the
neighborhood. She was unapproachable by most other felines
and seemed to fancy herself as the queen of her domain, the
alpha female of Clement Avenue.
Perhaps some of her fiery personality traits came from her
rough start. Robert’s friend, Jana, was out in her garden near
Palm Springs one day when, in the heat of the Mojave Desert,
a tiny kitten not more than six weeks old staggered out from
beneath a nearby bush and then collapsed at her feet. The poor
little thing was parched and starving and so thin that her ribs
were easily seen through dusty black-and-white fur.
After Jana restored this frail animal back to health, she packed
her up and drove straight to Robert’s, hoping the element
of surprise would diminish his resistance to her impromptu
attempt at adoption. So tiny she could stand in the palm
of Robert’s hand, the still-nameless kitten climbed up his
shirtsleeve and careened around his shoulders to rub her head
on his ear, which made him laugh. But Robert didn’t want a
cat. After he told Jana he honestly wasn’t the right person for
the job, she reluctantly retrieved the curious pint-sized mewer
and, with a heavy sigh, said, “Well … I guess you can’t save
every life,” intimating a trip to the shelter. Well, that was it.
Game over.
Being a yoga enthusiast, Robert settled on the Sanskrit name
Bhava and quickly adapted to her, as her ability to make him
smile grew with every passing day. Kittens are good at that.
Often, while Robert watered the roses that lined the front edge

of his cozy two-bedroom house, a male cat named Sebastian
from across the street would wander over to do a ritualistic
once-around through Robert’s legs and then hop onto the
porch to peer through the screen door, attempting to get a peek
at Bhava inside the house. He’d rub his cheek on the corners
of the doorway and then flop down, belly up on the cement,
inviting a vigorous tummy rub. I thought it all completely
innocent and adorable, until one fateful Saturday when Bhava
came home with much more than a black eye.
As Robert cleaned up the breakfast dishes, the unsettling
screeches of a catfight shot through the kitchen window.
Recalling that Bhava was still outside enjoying her morning
walk and could possibly be involved, Robert raced into the
street, unhappily confirming that something ugly had indeed
transpired.
Drool dripped lavishly from the mouths of the two cats as
they squared off for yet another round. Sebastian, obviously
vying for the dominant alpha spot, hissed wickedly and stared
into the squinted eyes of the last feline in his way: Bhava.
Based on Sebastian’s ruffled appearance, it seemed she had
held her own and thrown some down and dirty punches, but
reality quickly set in as Robert noted her drooping eyelid and
dazed expression. She had finally met her match. Retrieving
his bruised and bleeding little darling, he and Bhava headed
straight for the veterinarian.
We were shocked to learn the truth about Sebastian. (Just
when you think you really know your neighbors!) I did learn
from this experience that in addition to the deceptive coyness
of some cats in the feline kingdom, there is neither respect for
the female gender, nor an assumption they are necessarily the
weaker sex. It’s every cat for himself or herself, and gender
has no clear bearing on social order.
Back home with patched-up wounds and (ouch) a torn inner
eyelid, Bhava truly had seen better days. To fend off a potential
abscess, Robert faced the enormous task of administering not

only eyedrops, but also an antibiotic liquid by mouth twice
a day—in my opinion, a job only one step down in intensity
from the nearly impossible chore of giving a cat a bath.
A typical bachelor-style Saturday afternoon included running
errands, catching up with laundry, and general household
duties. In contrast to the drama of this particular morning, it
was a relief for Robert to focus on these otherwise tedious
tasks. After loading freshly washed clothes into the dryer and
retiring to the back of the house to pay a few bills, Robert
couldn’t help but notice an odd thumping sound coming from
the laundry room. Initially dismissing it as a twisted pair of blue
jeans that would shortly un-wad themselves, he sat down at his
desk to sort through the mail, but … the thumping continued.
Returning to investigate what was making such a racket, he
opened the dryer door and to his horror a very hot and stunned
Bhava limply fell into his arms. Instantly snapping out of her
stupor, she took a nosedive to the floor and ran as fast as she
could to find refuge under the nearest bed.
Good grief. She had used up two of her nine lives in just
one day, and it wasn’t even dusk yet. Needless to say, Bhava
was in a very bad mood. She refused to emerge from under
the bed; this battle with Sebastian triggered two observable,
posttraumatic conclusions: nobody was going to bully Ms.
Bhava, and other cats were not to be trusted … or liked.

