
Luna 

Luna arrived in our lives with her brother Smokey on Mother’s Day in 2008.  After losing our two long-

time cats to old age, I had decided that we should adopt two kittens from a litter so that they would 

have each other as friends.  Since our kids were both out of the house, I wanted the cats to have 

company while we were at work or away on weekends.  I saw an ad on Craigslist for kittens born on 

March 23, 2008, and emailed the owner.  She sent me pictures of the kittens, and we made an 

appointment to go see them that weekend.  They were only about four weeks old then, too young to 

adopt, but I wanted to pick out two and put them on hold. 

We drove out to Westfield to a house with lots of junk metal in front, somewhat skeptical, and met the 

owners.  The man was in the salvage business, explaining the junk metal.  They had a three year old 

daughter, a German shepherd, and three cats plus the litter of six kittens.  The three cats were all black 

and white tuxedo cats, and the owners said that they were all siblings---two males and a female, and 

that the female was the mother cat, and her brothers were the fathers of the litter.  I was a little 

concerned about the fact that the kittens were the offspring of littermates, but once I saw them, there 

was no turning back. 

We picked out Luna first.  The owner told us that she was the friendliest from the start, and sure enough 

she came right over to us and let us hold her.  The kittens in the litter were all black and white with 

tuxedo marks except for one who was gray with tuxedo markings.  The owners were calling him Oddie---

because he was the oddball.  That was enough for me to know.  I wanted him also.  So we put the 

kittens whom we later named Luna and Smokey on hold and said we would return on Mother’s Day to 

take them home. 

Maddy came home that weekend to go get the kittens, and we brought a carrying case with us to take 

them home.  But Luna cried so much in the car that Maddy took her out and held her.  All was fine until 

Luna peed all over Maddy’s pants.  Not a great start, but Maddy coped, and I guess they bonded right 

away. 

We called the gray kitten Smokey because of his smoky gray color.  We came up with Luna through a 

more convoluted process.  She was black and white.  That made me think of a black and white cookie---

sometimes called a half moon cookie.  From there it went from moon to Luna, Italian for moon.  So she 

became Luna, which quickly generated lots of nicknames---Loonie, Lunatic, LunaTuna, and so on. 

The kittens captured our hearts immediately.  Smokey was shy, hiding under the bed at first, but Luna 

was outgoing, friendly, and ready to be held and cuddled.  Smokey gradually followed Luna’s lead and 

learned to trust us.  They were my babies, and I would wake up in the morning, eager to see them.  They 

played with each other, they played with Cassie, they played with us.  They were happy, sweet, and 

beautiful.  I could not get enough of them. 

We took them with us to the Cape that summer, and they loved the cottage and the porch.  One day 

while Harvey was at a case in Boston, I came back from a bike ride and opened the cottage door.  

Usually both kittens would run to the door, but this time only Smokey did.  I found Luna huddled on the 

floor, lethargic and not purring.  I knew something was wrong.  I called the vets in Wellfleet, but they 

said the office was closed and I would have to take her to Dennis, about 40 minutes away.  I had no car.  

Fortunately my good friend Martin was willing to drive me, and I held Luna against me the whole time, 



scared that something was very wrong with her.  Harvey met us halfway on his way back from Boston, 

and we took her to the vet.  She had a fever and was somewhat dehydrated.  They kept her overnight, 

and she was better the next day.  We don’t know to this day what was wrong, but she seemed better, 

and I was greatly relieved. 

Luna and Smokey grew up and got bigger, but their personalities did not change. Smokey, always sweet 

and always shy with strangers, became bigger and stronger than Luna and more physically adventurous.  

He did not like being held for too long---he had too much to do.  But Luna was and remained a snuggler.  

She liked nothing better than being held and cuddled.  She purred all the time.  I never heard her (or 

Smokey) growl or hiss at anyone---except at each other in play.  Luna would sleep with me at night, 

except if Maddy was home.  Then she would sleep with Maddy.  She would wake me up often too early, 

purring so loudly in my ear.  How could I be annoyed? How could I be anything but happy to see her? 

Her fur was like silk, as my father said.  She was clean and shiny.   She was a gorgeous cat in every way.  

She had some funny quirks---she loved bread.  While Smokey will meow for meat or fish, Luna just 

wanted to bite the bread I was eating.  She seemed much less interested in meat or fish.  If I put a small 

piece of fish in front of her, she’d take so long to sniff at it that Smokey would come by and grab it 

before she could get to eat it.  She hated the car trips---just as she had that first one.  She would meow 

and scratch at her carrier until I took her out and held her.  Sometimes music would calm her down. 

Luna and Smokey remained close and often inseparable.  I never tired of watching them curl up with 

each other, bathe each other, and play with each other.  It breaks my heart to think about Smokey 

without Luna.  He already is clinging to me more than before, and I am clinging to him. 

We had no warning that Luna was sick.  She’d had some asthma two years ago, but no incidents since, 

and she seemed fine.  She was playful, hungry, purring, and affectionate---nothing had changed in her 

behavior.  But something was wrong with her heart.  And it stopped beating, probably while she was 

asleep, hopefully without causing her any distress or pain.  Her heart was so big, so loving.  It just broke, 

and my heart broke along with it. 

We got the two kittens together so that they would have each other for company.  I always hoped that 

they would have each other for a long life together.  I look at Smokey now, and I feel like something 

huge is missing.  On the other hand, I look at Smokey, and I see Luna.  She will always be there when I 

see him.  Their two faces, so much alike and yet so different, are forever entwined, and Smokey will 

carry Luna’s spirit for me for the rest of his life. 


