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Every morning, and sometimes in the middle of the night too, Nix would wake 

me up for a cuddle.  The first I’d know that he had arrived would be a rustle at the end 

of the bed as he clawed his way up the sides of the duvet.  Then he’d sneak up onto 

my chest and begin to purr.  By this time I was beginning to wake up, but if by some 

miracle I had managed to stay asleep, Nix’s next trick would be to shove his nose 

against mine so his whiskers tickled my face.  The whiskers got me every time.  But I 

could never be angry with Nix for waking me up.  In truth I could have just shut my 

bedroom door, but I liked to know he was there.  I’d found Nix when he was just a 

kitten; someone had just dumped him in my front garden.  A little unwanted kitten 

with huge green eyes and beautiful black fur.  His purr was loud enough to jiggle your 

insides and make your teeth rattle when he was curled up on your lap.  He didn’t have 

time for anyone else, but he always had time for me.  He was my cat. 

But one night Nix was nowhere to be seen.  I called out the backdoor for him 

on and off throughout the entire evening.  The tuna I’d put down for him had begun to 

dry out and turn brown by the time I reluctantly went to bed.   

He’ll be in for his cuddle soon enough, I thought.  He’s probably out hunting. 

I woke up during the early hours of the morning and automatically felt around 

for Nix’s warm little body, but the bed was cold and empty.  Nix hadn’t come home. 

As I pulled on my dressing gown the following morning, I felt the heavy 

weight of worry in the pit of my stomach.  I’d woken up earlier than usual because 

Nix hadn’t been there to purr me back to sleep.  I opened the back door and called out 

for him a couple of times but had to stop for fear I’d upset the neighbours.   

I tipped the untouched tuna from Nix’s last dinner into the bin.  To make 

myself feel better I put his breakfast down and changed the water in his bowl as if 

nothing was wrong. 

So he didn’t come home last night, I chided myself; he’s a cat – that’s what 

cats do!  They go out hunting and fall asleep in a bush somewhere. 

Except Nix didn’t.  He wasn’t that sort of cat.  He always came home.  

Always. So why hadn’t he come home last night?   

I couldn’t eat breakfast that morning and just sat in my front room nursing a 

luke warm mug of coffee until the time came to get ready for work.   
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I was pulling my shoes on when the doorbell rang.  I imagined it would be the 

postman, perhaps with a parcel too big to fit through the letterbox.  I smiled when I 

opened the door to find my neighbour from across the street.  

“Hi Andy,” I began.  My smile slipped as I saw he was holding something 

wrapped in a towel.  “What… what have you got there?” 

Andy cleared his throat awkwardly, his eyes solemnly looking down at the 

towel wrapped bundle. 

“Hi Annie,” he cleared his throat again.  “Look, I don’t know how to tell you 

this but I found Nix this morning by the roadside.  I think he got hit by a car.  I’m… 

I’m really sorry.”  He handed the bundle over to me and I just stared down at it, not 

really understanding what he was saying.  “Annie?  Are you alright?”  I swallowed 

with some difficulty and nodded.  I just kept nodding as I stepped back from the door 

with the towel wrapped bundle hugged to my chest and gently pushed the door closed. 

At about eleven I’d managed to get myself under control enough to phone in 

and tell work I wouldn’t be in that day. 

I went to bed early that night.  I was so exhausted from crying that I could 

hardly keep my eyes open.  I’d put Nix into a blanket-lined cardboard box.  I couldn’t 

bear the thought of putting him outside or in the garage until I buried him, so I took 

him up to my room.  We would spend one last night in each other’s company.  

Tomorrow I’d dig his grave in the garden, perhaps under the honeysuckle where he 

used to hide when he went out hunting.  He would have liked that.   

I settled the box down by the side of my bed and tearfully tried to get to sleep.   

The hours slipped by and I eventually drifted off into a dreamless sleep. 

I didn’t stir when something pulled at the end of the duvet, little claws digging 

into the fabric of the coverlet.  I started to wake up a bit when I felt a familiar weight 

on my chest.  When I felt whiskers tickling my face my eyes flew open and I 

scrabbled for the bedside light. I looked around frantically, so sure that Nix would be 

sitting there waiting for his cuddle, wondering what all the fuss was about.  All the 

way up the edge of my duvet and up onto my chest I could see little dirty paw prints.  

Frantically, I rolled out of bed and pulled open the blanket wrapped bundle by my 

bed.  Nix’s sad little corpse was just as I’d left it.  I reached out and brushed my 

shaking fingers against his fur.  Even in death Nix knew how to get my attention.   

After all, the whiskers get me every time. 

 


