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England: 
Automatische Übersetzung aus der Geschichte:

Wie konntest Du nur? 

Von Jim Willis.

Die Übersetzung ist ohne Gewähr auf die Richtigkeit der Übersetzung!


	A text by Jim Willis, which I find very worth pondering: 
  
How could you? When I was a kitten, I entertained you with my running around and made you laugh. You called me "your baby", and even though I was some knick-knacks "kills" I'm your best friend. Whenever I do something, "hired," You lifted the warning finger and said, "How could you!?" But you were already back so tenderly, and have pushed me close to you. As you learn so much in the study had to, of course, you had little time for me. But I always knew, and played with my balls. 
  
I remember all the nights when I'm snuggled in your bed very close to you, and life seemed perfect. You then again romped around with me, and we enjoyed the sun together on the balcony. From your breakfast there was always something for me from the ham, "but not too much that is unhealthy for cats!" And I slept until you came home from work. 
  
Little by little you spent more time at work than with me to "career making". Then you were so far away to meet a man partner. I always waited patiently for you, comforted you with every heartbreak, with my paws pawed your tears from his face. And I was glad when at last you found "your" partner. While no cat friend, but I respected your choice. I was happy because you were happy! 
  
Then one after your children were born. I shared the excitement with you. I was so fascinated by the sweet child that I wanted to mother them with. But you and your partner thought only that I hurt the children, it could hurt at all. So I was locked out even from the large, beautiful room. In your bed I could not for a long time. I loved the children, and was a prisoner of love ". They began to grow, and I was her friend. They pulled at my ears, my hair, my cock kept, on wobbly legs, to walk in close to me. They explored my sensitive nose with clumsy fingers, and I kept quiet patience in all this. I loved everything about the children, especially their touch, because your are so rare. I was ready to defend the children if need be with my life. I was ready to slip into her bed to listen to their concerns and dreams. And listen with them to forward to the sound of your car when you turned onto our driveway. 
  
Long ago, when we asked you if you had a pet, you went out of your pocket a photo of told me and so loving to me. The last few years you gave only a bare "yes" to answer, and then test changing the subject. I used to be "your velvet paws" and am now "just a cat". 
  
Then you you had a new career opportunity in another city. You and your family moved into an apartment, were not allowed in the pets. A man has yet told you the extra, and you have signed without hesitation. Both. 
  
You had for you and your family to find a decision that was correct. Though once I was your family. 
  
The drive was fun because the children were riding. When I noticed when we arrived, the fun was over. It smelled of dogs and according to my own kind, of fear, hopelessness and disinfectants. 
  
You filled out papers and said that you would know that you would find a good home for me. The two ladies behind the desk shrugged their shoulders and looked at you strangely. They understood the reality of a cat confronted the fifteen. 
  
You had the fingers of your youngest daughter must resolve from my fur while she cried and screamed "No, no, dear me take my cat away!" 
I wondered even how you wanted to give her in this very moment, something about friendship, responsibility and loyalty. 
goodbye you tip test light on my head, avoided it as much as possible, to see me in the eye, and refused it politely, my kennel open next to it take again. 
You had an important deadline to meet, now I have one too. 
  
Shortly after you left, "said one of the nice ladies, you would certainly have known months before the move, and thus would have been time to find a" good place "for me. They shook their heads and asked quietly depressed, "How could you?" 
  
The women devoted themselves to us whenever it allowed her time. 
We got good and plentiful meals, but I lost my appetite for many days. At first I hoped constantly, that you came back, and I would rausholen here. That was all a bad dream and would wake up, I would ..... in your home .... But you never came. 
  
And then, whenever someone on "my" mediation room went by, I pressed my feet begging by any column. Was there no one liked me? 
No one I could give all my love, gratitude and tender loyalty? 
  
The truth was that I could not compete with the cute little cuddly kittens. Regardless overlooked by all and forgot, I retreated to a corner, no longer stood up. 
  
One day, in the afternoon, I heard footsteps. They picked me up, carried me through a long corridor that led into a room. It was a blissful, quiet room. The woman lay down on the table, stroked gently over my head and told me that I should not make me. My heart was full of expectation that, come what would happen next. At the same time I had a feeling of detachment. To me, the prisoner of love went out the day. 
  
I was more worried about the nice woman than myself, I realized that she had to bear a burden that weighed tons. She tied a bit easy for my foreleg as a tear rolled down her cheek. I pushed my head in her hand, as I had always done with you, to show you my love. I felt a slight sting and a cool liquid that be in me. 
I stretched out sleepy, looked it in the friendly eyes of the woman and muttered: "How could you?" 
  
Perhaps she understood my soft meow, because she said: "I'm sorry!" She hugged me and hurriedly explained that it was their job to get me a better place, where I collected not be ignored and would leave. A place where I would not hide me, a place of love and light, which is so different than on earth. With my last spark of energy, I flung open my eyes and looked at her intently, trying to tell her so that my "how could you" was not directed at her. 
I thought of you, my dear man. 
I will always think of you and wait for you. 
My last breath is my wish that you in your life always wiederfährt this loyalty. 
  
A few words of the author: 
  
When "How could you" tears in your eyes drifted, it happened to you just like me when I wrote this. Anyone is allowed to pass on this story, as long as it is a non-commercial purpose. Explain to the public that the decision to include a pet, to integrate into a family, a key for life, is that animals deserve our love and our respect. 
  
Jim Willis 




