
A Poem by Patricia Wellingham-Jones 
 

 
The Man with 400 Cats     
 
That’s how it seems 
as he plays unwilling host 
to a strange sort of household. 
A tape hidden in his yard 
would pick up eerie feline music 
which must be the draw 
to every stray within miles. 
Unable to use a gun on them, 
reluctant to spend his retirement 
on vet fees, he feels shackled 
and braceleted to his fence. 
Now and again I slide 
a bag of kibble through the slats, 
he thanks me with homemade jam. 
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