Inspired by a simple question by Deana Robertsept.S, 2007:

“So, what are your new cats names?”




by Robert A. Rossi
CAST

Camillo ... “the fish who was no more” 1988 ~ 1991

Millo ... “the original” 1990 ~ 2006
Millino ... “the bottomless pit” 1993 ~ 2007
Camilla ... “the queen of queens” 2?7 ~ 27?7
Millesimo ... “the dried up prune” ???..777?
Sprite ... the squirrel 1998 ~ ?7?7?
Batman ... alias “Binx” 1999 ~ ??7?
Ms. Milla ... “little bat ball” May 9th 2007

Millina ... “La Diva” June 2007



And so if they will live as long as feline lives are claming,
they might as well just bury me to end this madness naming.
And when | lie down there with tumbstones set out in the grass,

| hope they'll be creative...

... hot to call me plain “dumbass.”

Camillo was a goldfish; he swam inside his glass
until one day this kitty comes, was black and kicked his ass.
To honor the good memory of fish who was no more,
we named the cat just "Millo", forgetting all the gore.



— | guess it is too late today to change what seems the trend

. . _ , ) ) to name each cat we got the same or slightly "differend".
Three years went quicky by like that; we were just fine with one, Millina, though she's gray, got named just like her predecessors,
and then | saw one more stray cat; | had to feed him some. and just as well did her new friend:

Well damn that can of tunafish-- "Millino" found a house-- Ms.Milla got the name that's hers.
although the two looked much alike, he never caught a mouse.



But mother didn't know, and when she doesn't know she's scary; —

she cried and cried and cried so much she thought it necessary Millino kept his own good pace at eating just at any time;
to go the very next day to the kennel with a goal before you knew 3 months had passed; he grew well round and fine.
and brought back home the cutest pussy thinking she'd be sole. Although the name suggested that he'd be the younger smallest bro’,

he got so thick and spoiled that he would never hunt for food no mo'.



When Robert
moved to Texas
he just missed
so much his furry friend,
that when he found
a squirrel pet
he thought
the black cat curse
would end.

To show how funny
life can be,
one night
he caught a bat,
but when the lights
came back at dawn...
‘twas one more
darned black cat!
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Millino lived for one more year

and made it to fourteen;
by feline times that's 98;

his grass was always green.
Before he went his way

to kitties heaven with a purr

someone already had for me

a bundle of black fur.



We gave the third away to some old lady whom we found,
which was a whole lot kinder than to take him to the pound,
and when that day last year when Millo went to heaven with a meow;
Millino dobuled up in size
just like his bowl of chow.
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So Batman lived with Robert til
he moved back home that year that was;
he clawed his way from two cheap rooms
to Houston Heights because
if humans need green cards to stay for good in the US,
for cat's that's just not necessary, "feed me! And kiss my S!"



Millino and Millo were just fine and aging well in peace
when Robert got back home that cold november day in fleece.
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Because they were in fights with cats at every chance they had,
they ended up being snipped at once;
oh well, that's that, how sad!
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And once again, three bowls, three beds, three stinky litter boxes:
nobody knew whose tail was whose;
they looked like three black foxes.
"Millesimo" we named this squirt
which means "the thousand one".
But cleaning after 3 male cats believe me wasn't any fun!



You'd think this would be just the end of such a nutty story;
well, don't we wish it could be true, but there's some more for glory.
Another runt, yes just as black, showed up one day in June--

‘Twas not too long since they had lost

their jewells withouth much saying

that from the neighboor's lawn
this new cute puss was not just simply preying.
She foamed from yard to yard
she climbed her way clear through the wood;

he must have starved for weeks it’s sure; she dared four puzzled yellow eyes

he looked like one dried prune. and planned to stay for good.



Yes she was spoiled and finnicky,
she hissed and scratched to much.
When mating times arrived that spring
no kitty got a touch.

And when she ripped with one good zap
the skin from Robert's schnaz,

_ she got transported off to see

_ _ the wizard not in Oz!
What can you call another cat who looks just like the two?

When feeding time is near you know you don't know who is who.
And so to keep it funny we decided that no doubt
"Camilla" must have been her name: she only dined on trout.



