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The Power of Love
Richard Corfield

In the days following Errol’s death I began to notice that I was
the recipient of more than average attention from Dotty, our light
tortoiseshell, she of the sheet-metal tearing noise when Uno was a new
addition to the family.
I would wake up in the middle of the night and she would be
there, cuddled in the crook of my arm. If I lifted the corner of the duvet
she would creep under and settle beside me, exactly as Errol used to
do.
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Dotty is the proud possessor a purr that could drill through
concrete. If you are nearby when it kicks off you feel as though you are
in the middle of a building site. It is at once pronounced and
immensely soothing. As a tranquiliser it makes Termazepam seem like
weak herbal tea and I have been the subject of healthy doses on a
regular basis since Errol died.
*
Dotty joined the household in 2007, the same year that my dear
old Dad died at the ripe, but still inadequate, age of 85.
Dotty was the product of a transient union between a gorgeous
red-point Siamese (who now belongs to a journalist on the Daily Mail)
and a passing stranger-in-the-night incertae cedis. She was found, with
her sisters, brothers and Mum, underneath some bins at the end of a
garden on the Cowley Road. The Cowley Road is Oxford’s version of
London’s Notting Hill, a cultural melange where you can buy anything
from a vintage Fender Stratocaster to half an ounce of
methamphetamine.
Dotty, her mother, and her siblings, were all rescued by the
Cat’s Protection League and relocated to one of their foster homes in
the village of Farringdon on the Oxfordshire-Gloucestershire border.
We were minutely inspected by the CPL before we were allowed
to even think about having any of their cats. An elderly man of
vertically challenged stature but a deep and abiding suspicion of
human nature went over our house like Sherlock Holmes looking for
traces of Professor Moriarty. He quizzed us relentlessly over our
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suitability as cat owners (despite that fact that we had owned cats for
seventeen years) and warned us sternly never to leave the washing
machine door open in case our new charge climbed in and took herself
for a spin. Wondering what kind of cat closes the washing machine
door from the inside and then sets the machine going we readily
agreed.

When the fateful day arrived, and with our cat-caring
credentials unenthusiastically underwritten by the agent from the
Department of Catland Security, we dutifully trooped out to
Farringdon to collect Dotty.
She had been selected by our eldest daughter, Jess, because of
her very unusual coloration. Cat’s, of course, are desert animals, but
Dotty was the first example we had ever encountered who came preequipped with desert camouflage. With her combat fatigues of sand-
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brown, grey and
white, she could
blend into lightcoloured terrain
faster than a
division of
Rommel’s Afrika
Corps.
Now of
course, some of your may have begun to suspect that I am a touch
sentimental on the subjects of cats, and when we got to Farringdon my
eye was caught by another kitten whose camouflage was the mirror
image of Dotty’s. Where Dotty had pale-brown fur, her sister had
washes of the purest copper. Where Dotty had patches of white her
sister had jet black, where Dotty had battleship grey, her sister had
white. Put them together and it was like seeing a photo next to its
negative.
Of course we had to have her too and she came home with Dotty.
We named her Wyndham, after my favourite author John Wyndham,
who penned The Day of the Triffids, The Kraken Wakes and The
Midwich Cuckoos.
Wyn and Dot (as they rapidly came to be known) spent their first
days together cuddled in their cat basket in the small, warm
conservatory that adjoins my study. They were cute beyond belief and
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giant slavering Stanley was immediately smitten with his new charges,
as of course we were too.
Until Errol came home, in that fateful January of 2011, these
were the three cats of our household.
*
Wyndham is affectionate yet reserved. She does not like to
picked up and cuddled, but she will come to you on her own terms.
Dotty will tolerate being handled but within seconds her lithe body will
tighten like a coiled spring ready for the big leap to ground level.
But Dotty has empathy, boy does she have empathy, and it was
in evidence aplenty after Errol died last July.
Apart from ensuring that I get my solid eight hours of beauty
sleep, during working hours she comes and makes herself comfortable
on the end of my desk; exactly as Errol did. When I sit in my armchair
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to read, Dotty jumps up, curls up on my lap and gives me a dose of
her hammer-drill vibration treatment.
Despite the fact that she has been a valued member of our
household for seven years, there is no question that she has made it
her business to become my new, inseparable, companion. She is a
fellow traveller with me now on the road of my literary life, my new
‘familiar’ in the world of writing wizardry, the Hedwig to my Harry
Potter. And I am overcome with gratitude.
That is why I laugh when people tell me that cats are ‘aloof’. For
what else is Dotty doing but making sure that I am connected - at the
very highest voltage - to the power of her love?
-oOo-
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