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Who could imagine, that after nine whole years of being together, 

the cat and owner could ever be seperated. Since they were best friends, 

it just didn’t seem possible. It could never happen. Lester and Miriam 

were truly inseparable. 

The tabby cat, Lester, loved Miriam. After all, Miriam was his 

owner, caretaker, and most of all, a life long friend. Lester was the kind 

of cat who could be overprotective at times, but he always stayed loyal to 

Miriam; though sometimes it seemed he could be a bit too loyal. This was 

the only flaw Miriam saw in him, for she not only loved Lester, but cats 

in general. The only problem was, Lester disliked them. He despised other 

cats. And all because he was jealous, worried they would steal Miriam 

away from him. Other than that, Lester and Miriam had no troubles. In 

fact, Lester was very special to Miriam in many ways, and one of which 

was his particularly unusual coat pattern. Being a tabby, he had stripes, 

but these stripes were different. On his pelt, there was a perfect heart 

shape formed by the markings. 

When it came to cats, Miriam, however, couldn’t pick favorites. She 

owned Lester, but loved all cats. She had lived with Lester since she was 

born, or at least as long as she could remember. When she asked her 

parents how Lester had came into the family, they told her that he just 

showed up on the doorstep the day she was born. And she believed that, 

since she never remembered a day without him. She had lived her whole 

life in a beautiful, old house surrounded by woodland. 



The woods around the house were wild and full of creatures that 

could be a threat to cats. Lester would often hear Miriam telling him not 

to go in the forest without her, and he constantly reminded himself that, 

to prevent his curiosity from getting the best of him. He knew that 

Miriam knew what was good for him. She always did. 

One morning, coming downstairs from Miriam’s room, Lester 

sniffed the air. There was a very unusual scent in the house, something 

very peculiar. When he approached the dining room, however, the 

strange smell was forgotten. Replacing the thought were the several 

colorful boxes and bags piled on the dining room table above him. Lester 

jumped up to inspect them, when he remembered what they were for. It 

happened once a year, every year. It was Miriam’s birthday. 

I remember now, thought Lester. Another one of the party days for 

Miriam. She will be happy! 

Lester quickly padded upstairs to wake Miriam, feeling very excited 

for her. He walked into her room, oblivious of the strange smell that still 

lingered in the air. Lester hadn’t noticed yet, but the scent he had 

smelled was none other than that of another cat. 

Of course, Miriam didn’t notice the smell of a cat in the house, for 

her sense of smell wasn’t strong enough, but when Lester awoke her, she 

could certainly feel was his small, textured tongue licking her face. 

“Get off Lester, you silly kitty!” she exclaimed, still sounding tired. 

“I’m up, ok?” 

Since Miriam was still in bed for the minutes following, Lester 

could tell that she didn’t remember that it was her birthday. She wasn’t 

up, and apparently she wasn’t getting up. He continued licking Miriam’s 

face until, suddenly, the scent hit him again. It was this time he realized 



what it was. There was another cat in the house! His growls finally woke 

Miriam (who was half awake already). 

“Don’t growl, kitty. I’m up,” she told him, realizing it was her 

birthday, and suddenly sounding very awake. 

She continued attempting to comfort Lester on the way 

downstairs, but all was forgotten when she saw the presents piled on the 

dining room table. Her mother and father were in the kitchen preparing 

breakfast, when Miriam joined them. 

“Happy Birthday, Miriam!” her parents exclaimed. 

“Thank you!” Miriam excitedly replied, still ignoring Lester’s 

angry growls. “Wow, that’s a lot of presents; may I open some after 

breakfast please?” 

“Yes,” replied Miriam’s father. “In fact, you can have one now.” 

Her father quickly walked upstairs, returning with his hands 

behind his back, as if trying to hide the gift. But because the gift kept 

mewing, it was clearly a kitten. A kitten, as Lester had noticed earlier. 

Miriam heard a growl rise in Lester’s throat, but again, she ignored it 

completely. 

“I know that you've always wanted Lester to have a friend, so this 

is really a gift for both of you,” her father said, handing the dark tabby 

kitten to Miriam by the scruff of its neck. 

“A kitten? Thank you!” exclaimed Miriam. 

“And you can name her,” her mother added. 

“Thank you very much. Myron! I’ll name her Myron.” Miriam 

continued. “That’s a good cat name, don’t you think?” 



Miriam was thrilled. Lester, however, was jealous. That was never a 

good combination. Lester hissed at Miriam’s new cat before running 

back upstairs. 

“I don’t know what gotten into him, hissing on my birthday,” 

Miriam told her father after Lester was gone. “He’s very upset; what did 

little Myron ever do to him?” 

Lester sat on Miriam’s bed, thinking about what had happened. It 

had been a fine day up until now. Did Miriam wish to replace him? And if 

so, why? What have I done? thought Lester, feeling faint. Maybe this is all 

just a bad dream. 

Coming back downstairs, Lester saw Myron curled up in the arms 

of Miriam, who was commenting on her small features. 

“You’re so cute, kitty. You are a good little kitty, aren’t you, 

Myron,” she said, stroking her head. “I’m sorry Lester hissed at you, I’ve 

no idea why he’s so angry today.” 

The rest of the day was just as tragic for Lester. In less than few 

hours, Myron had already torn up the new cat bed which had been given 

to both cats from Miriam. Myron had also knocked a vase off a shelf, but 

Miriam thought Lester had broken it, and sent him up to her room, 

without any special birthday meal, which he usually had Miriam’s 

birthdays. And somehow, Myron and Lester hadn’t mewed a word to 

each other the whole day. 

The night had Lester even more furious than ever. Without dinner 

or a comfortable sleeping area, Lester lay on the damaged cat bed with 

Myron curled up at his side, listening to her purr noisily. Thinking back, 

Lester couldn’t remember having a worse day. But what he didn’t 



understand was that Miriam had received Myron as a gift, not a 

replacement. Unfortunately, Myron didn’t understand that either. 

Lester was woken up before dawn by Myron, who spoke to him for 

the first time. 

“Well, well, well. If it isn’t Lester. You know that nice girl, Miriam's 

the name, got me, to replace you,” Myron hissed mockingly. 

The way she spoke his name alarmed Lester, who growled back, 

“That’s not true! Miriam loves me! She would never wish for me to be 

replaced!” 

“Why did she send you up here early? Why did she give me your 

dinner?” growled Myron. “ She clearly favors me.” 

That afternoon gave Lester little time alone with Miriam, but he 

decided to use it wisely. Being a cat, it could be difficult to communicate 

with Miriam, but Lester had years of experience, and plenty of time 

(Myron had chosen to take a nap while listening to Miriam tell them 

about her encounter with a coyote). 

“...and that’s why you should never go deep into the forest without 

me nearby,” Miriam finished. 

After she finished, Lester pulled her sleeve as if to say, “follow 

me”, and he led her out of the room, and into the room where Myron had 

broken the vase. 

Lester paced the ground where the vase had smashed. Miriam 

didn’t understand what Lester was trying to tell her, but he was 

obviously distressed. Lester circled for nearly ten minutes, but 

eventually Miriam told him she was confused, and left the room. 

“Sorry, Lester, but I’ve got to go, it seems Myron has woken up 

from her nap.” 



Lester too, could hear Myron’s meows, so he quit trying to 

communicate with Miriam. It seemed hopeless. Miriam probably 

suspected the tension between the two cats, but she would never have 

believed that Myron, the innocent little kitten, could be causing any of it. 

What she didn’t know was just how bad that “innocent little kitten” 

could be. 

Lester was bullied by Myron again that evening. 

“Everything was fine until you showed up!” Lester screeched. 

“Maybe for you, but you don’t know how bad I had it before I came 

here. This is the best thing that’s ever happened to me, the only problem 

is,” Myron paused. “The only problem is you!” 

With those words, she pounced on Lester, sending him toppling 

over. After wrestling Lester for nearly a minute, Myron stopped, 

suddenly cowering in mock fear. Then two things happened at the same 

time: Lester lunged at Myron and Miriam walked into the room. 

“You should be ashamed of yourself, Lester. Bad kitty!” 

Lester knew what the words “bad kitty” meant, but never had 

Miriam used them on him before. Ignoring Myron’s mocking comments 

and mews of laughter, Lester scampered upstairs, stunned at what 

Miriam had said. He felt his heart sink, and thought he was about to cry, 

when he noticed the window open in Miriam’s room. 

It wasn’t until past her bedtime that evening until Miriam noticed 

Lester’s absence. At first thought he was still hiding, and searched the 

whole house, but he didn’t show up. 

Lester ran past the backyard and into the forest, where, after 

slowing down, he came face to face with his worst fear. Miriam had often 

told him about her run-in with a coyote, but never had he came across 



one himself. Now he was running for his life from the creature and up a 

tree, where he was stuck, meowing for help. 

Myron, having good ears, heard the cries of a cat coming from the 

forest. Noticing the window was open, she climbed out and into the 

night. Sounds of the outdoors filled her ears. Suddenly Myron’s thoughts 

were replaced with flashbacks of her mother getting stolen from her by a 

coyote. Tears welled in her eyes. I can’t go, Myron told herself. But 

something pushed her onwards, and still, she climbed down from the 

window. She padded across the backyard. And, without hesitation, she 

approached the forest. 

Lester watched as the coyote prowled away, in search of easier 

prey. No sooner than he had climbed down from the tree, did Lester hear 

the shrieks of a kitten. To Lester’s great joy and horror, the coyote had 

found Myron, and she had nowhere to go. 

“Get up that tree!” Lester hissed. “I’ll hold him back.” 

Without further ado, Myron shot up the tree. Myron watched as the 

cat who had just saved him was struck by the coyote. Once… twice… 

thrice… he was hit. Hit where his stripes formed a heart shape. 

Lester woke up on a soft velvet couch with a sharp pain on his side. 

Next to him sat Miriam with Myron in her arms, but this time, all 

attention seemed to be on him. 

“It’s okay Lester. It’s going to be okay.” 

“You were very brave,” Myron told Lester. “I should never have 

been so mean to you… I’m sorry.” 

 

One morning, almost a year after the coyote attacked him; Lester 

woke up, remembering it was Miriam’s birthday. The scar over his flank 



didn’t prevent him from jumping on Miriam’s bed to wake her. This 

woke Myron too, and the three of them headed downstairs together. 


