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Chapter 1: Welcome to Cat Chaos HQ 

 

Welcome to Cat Chaos HQ, also known as your home. If you picked up this 

book, chances are you already live with at least one furry tenant who treats 

your rent payments as a contribution to their scratching fund. You clean, 
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you decorate, you proudly arrange your cushions, and your cat looks at all 

that effort and thinks, “Nice, fresh targets.” 

This is not a serious guide to keeping your house perfect. This is your 

unofficial crime report, written for people who know that a spotless home 

and a happy cat rarely exist at the same time. You will not find strict rules, 

training schedules, or moral lectures in these pages. Instead, you get stories, 

recognisable scenes, and just enough science to impress friends at the next 

dinner or office coffee break. 

The idea is simple: every room in your home is a potential crime scene. The 

sofa in the living room turns into a scratching post with built in climbing 

wall. The curtains become a vertical playground, perfect for surprise 

mountaineering at three in the morning. The plants in the corner, lovingly 

chosen and watered, are clearly enemy soldiers in need of removal. Your cat 

is not misbehaving, your cat is running a very personal interior design 

project. 

 

In this chapter we officially open headquarters. Think of yourself as the 

slightly overwhelmed human investigator and your cat as the charming 

repeat offender who never quite gets punished. You will walk through the 

house room by room, laugh at the familiar chaos, and secretly feel relieved 

that you are not the only one living with a tiny furry hurricane. 
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Each later chapter focuses on a different part of the house. Sofas, blankets 

and pillows get their own section, because of course they do. Curtains and 

windows deserve special attention, since gravity and fabric are a dangerous 

combination once a cat is involved. There are chapters for kitchens and food 

related heists, for bathrooms and toilet intrusions, and for guests, suitcases, 

and temporary territories. By the end you will know your personal Cat 

Chaos HQ like a seasoned detective. 

You are also invited to use this book as social ammunition. Learn a favourite 

mini story, close the book, then casually drop it into conversation, “Did you 

know some cats run full speed across the sofa simply because it feels like a 

victory lap” Suddenly you are the resident cat chaos expert at work, at 

family dinner, or at your next game night. The more you read, the more you 

collect these beautifully useless nuggets. 

The tone is light, the stories are funny, but behind the jokes sits a real truth: 

cats are experts in combining survival instincts with everyday comfort. 

Scratching the sofa is not random evil, it is a mix of claw care, stretching, 

and territory marking. Climbing the curtains is part training session, part 

boredom, part “I saw a shadow and now I must defy gravity.” Knocking over 

your favourite plant can be curiosity, hunting instinct, or pure, unfiltered 

clumsiness. 

You are allowed to be mildly annoyed and deeply entertained at the same 

time. This book is on your loo or next to your bed for a reason. It is made for 

short reading bursts. One mini chapter per bathroom break, one crime 

scene before sleep, one quick fact while your tea cools down. You will 

recognise your own cat in these pages. You might even recognise yourself, 

the human who once said, “No cats on the table,” and now negotiates around 

a sleeping fluffball to reach the salt. 

We will also gently make fun of human behaviour. After all, who put the 

hundred euro velvet cushions on the exact spot where the cat does 

zoomies? Who left the plant with delicious dangling leaves right next to the 

favourite jumping path? Who decided that white fabric was a good idea in a 

home with a black cat? Exactly. The cat is chaotic, but the human is often the 

very enthusiastic assistant. 
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Think of this chapter as your warm up lap. You do not have to read in order, 

you can happily jump to the chapter that matches the latest disaster. Found 

mysterious claw marks on the sofa arm again, head to the sofa crimes. 

Discovered a flowerpot on the floor surrounded by suspicious paw prints, 

try the plant murders. Heard a crash from the bathroom followed by silence, 

bathroom shenanigans is waiting for you. 

Whatever your current situation, you are in good company here. Around the 

world millions of people live in beautifully decorated homes that double as 

training grounds for small indoor tigers. They post their pain online, laugh, 

cry, buy more lint rollers, and keep loving those tiny criminals anyway. This 

book joins that tradition. It nods to every cat person who has ever said, “Of 

course I am angry, but look at that face.” 

So welcome to Cat Chaos HQ. Take a seat, literally, and get ready to 

investigate your own home with fresh, slightly ridiculous eyes. Your cat has 

turned your rooms into a personal playground. Your job is not to stop the 

chaos completely, your job is to understand it, limit the real damage, and 

collect enough funny stories to justify keeping this book on permanent 

display. Let the cases begin. 
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Chapter 2: Sofa Crimes: The Living Room War 

Zone 

 

Every household has one main battlefield. In a cat home, that battlefield is 

the sofa. To you it was an expensive, carefully chosen centrepiece. To your 

cat it is a multi function scratching gym, napping zone, lookout tower and 
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emergency racetrack. From your cat’s perspective, you did not buy a couch, 

you invested in an enrichment station that happens to seat humans. 

Why is the sofa always first to die? Simple. It lives at cat height, is covered in 

irresistibly claw friendly fabric, and smells very strongly like you. That 

combination turns it into a giant “scratch me here” billboard. When your cat 

rakes its claws through the fabric, it is sharpening weapons, stretching tiny 

back muscles and carefully leaving its personal perfume all over the 

territory. 

Scratching is not vandalism, it is a biological need. Cats have scent glands in 

their paws, so every scratch is both a manicure and a message: “this is mine, 

I live here, and I pay rent in claw marks.” That is also why they prefer the 

exact corner you like least. It catches your eye, which means it must be an 

important strategic point. 

Then there is kneading. Your cat climbs onto the softest part of the sofa, 

usually your lap, and starts rhythmically pressing those needle point paws 

into the cushions. You might call it “making biscuits.” Biologically it is a 

leftover kitten reflex. Emotionally it is your cat saying, “this is a safe place, I 

feel good, let me massage this into the furniture forever.” 

Kneading looks cute, until you realise the fabric underneath is slowly being 

punched into a fuzzy, distorted memory of its former self. Many living 

rooms can be dated by their kneading zones. Brand new sofa, tiny soft 

dents. Three year sofa, one massive crater in the exact spot where the 

human usually sits. Ten year sofa, officially more cat bed than couch. 

Of course the real chaos begins when your cat activates zoomies. One 

minute you watch television in peace, the next a furry missile explodes into 

the room. The sofa becomes a launchpad, springboard and braking system 

in one dramatic sprint. Claws dig in, back legs push off, and the armrest 

takes the full force of a high speed drift that would make a rally driver 

proud. 
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From the outside it looks like senseless destruction. From your cat’s point of 

view it is elite sports training. Short bursts of full power sprinting followed 

by climbing, jumping and sudden stops are exactly what a tiny predator’s 

body is made for. Unfortunately, the gym membership is paid in upholstery. 

Maybe you tried to negotiate. You bought a scratching post and placed it 

carefully in a quiet corner. Your cat nodded politely, scratched it once for the 

photo, then went straight back to the sofa corner that really matters. Here is 

the uncomfortable truth. Location is everything. A scratching post in a 

forgotten corner is like a treadmill in the basement. Technically available, 

practically invisible. 

Move the scratch post right next to the sofa, even in front of the favourite 

crime spot, and suddenly your cat has a real choice. Many cats will gladly 

use the new option, especially if it smells like them. Rubbing a bit of fabric 

from the old scratch zone on the post, or adding catnip, tells your cat, “hey, 

this is also part of your empire.” 

You can also work with texture instead of fighting your cat. If your cat loves 

horizontal scratching, give it a flat cardboard scratcher and park it exactly 

where the paws land during zoomies. If it prefers vertical, a tall, sturdy post 



10 

does wonders. The goal is not to create a museum living room, the goal is to 

redirect the chaos into furniture that is allowed to suffer. 

Material choice can help, although nothing is completely cat proof. Some 

fabrics unravel dramatically with one claw pull, others simply fuzz a little. 

Leather shows scars like a pirate, microfiber pills into tiny bobbles, woven 

linen slowly turns into modern art. Your cat will happily beta test every 

upholstery sample you bring into the house, usually within the first ten 

minutes. 

At this point many owners switch from “perfect sofa” mentality to “managed 

damage” strategy. Sofa covers, throws and specially chosen “sacrifice 

blankets” appear. You learn to layer your furniture the way other people 

layer clothing. Underneath there is a once beautiful couch. On top there is a 

rotating collection of cat friendly textiles that can be washed, flipped, 

shaken out and replaced without heartbreak. 

For the true forensic fan you can even name your sofa scars. The Long 

Scratch of 2021, the Mysterious Corner Fray, the Night of the Exploding 

Cushion. Each mark becomes a story you can tell visitors when they raise an 

eyebrow at your living room. Serious guests see wear and tear. Cat people 

see a living diary written in claw marks and cat hair. 

Of course, some sofa crimes are simply part of the contract. Cat hair that 

forms a permanent throw blanket. Tiny claw pulls that catch on your 

clothes. A suspiciously warm dent where a cat was very definitely not 

allowed to sleep. Many owners eventually give up and declare one section of 

the sofa “official cat territory” and cover it with a sacrificial blanket. 
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The funny thing is that these battle scars tell a story. Visitors see a slightly 

destroyed sofa. Fellow cat people see evidence of a life that is shared with a 

small, dramatic, deeply committed roommate. Each thread, pull and paw 

print says, “someone lives here who is not entirely human.” It is messy, 

slightly chaotic and, secretly, exactly what you signed up for when you 

invited chaos on four paws into your living room. 
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Chapter 3: Blanket Nests and Pillow Hostages 

You probably thought you bought that nice cosy blanket for yourself. That 

was very cute of you. In reality, you have simply financed premium nesting 

material for a small furry roommate with zero respect for personal space. 
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Blankets are cat magnets. The softer, fluffier and more expensive they are, 

the faster your cat will locate them, knead them and claim them as 

permanent property. Your neat bedspread is not decor, it is raw material for 

an underground bunker that appears exactly fifteen seconds after you make 

the bed. 

There is a special ritual that happens the moment you sit on the sofa with a 

blanket over your legs. Somewhere in the flat, a sensor goes off. Your cat 

appears from nowhere, performs one polite lap around you, then turns into 

a living paperweight. Congratulations, you are now pinned to the furniture 

until further notice. 

Under blanket tunnels are a separate discipline. Some cats like to curl on 

top, like a royal topping. Others must burrow. They push their nose under 

the edge, wiggle forward with heroic determination, then stop in the perfect 

position to kick you sharply in the kidneys every few minutes. If you move, 

they sigh loudly, as if you are the problem. 

Hair is the natural tax on every cosy moment. Whatever colour your blanket 

was in the shop, its new official colour is “cat.” Dark blanket, light cat? Too 

bad. Light blanket, dark cat? Even better. You will discover individual hairs 

in your tea, on your clothes at work and somehow inside closed cupboards. 

That is not dirt, that is portable evidence of devotion. 

Pillows are a different level of occupation. To a cat, a pillow is a throne, a 

sun lounger and a stage for dramatic stretching. They do not care that you 

bought fancy ergonomic neck support. They care that it is exactly the right 

size to form around their body while they snore gently and occasionally puff 

hot air into your face. 

The night often begins with everyone in their own place. You have your side, 

your partner has the other side, the cat has the foot of the bed. Very 

civilised. Then the slow migration starts. By three in the morning, the cat 

has conquered one pillow entirely and half of the second. Humans cling to 

the edge, frozen in odd angles, in order not to disturb the royal sleeper. 

Of course, you could move the cat. In theory. In practice, there is that heavy 

guilt when you look at the tiny peaceful face. So you twist your spine like a 

pretzel, wake up with a numb arm and tell people you have “a bit of neck 
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pain lately” instead of admitting you are being nightly held hostage by three 

kilos of fluff. 

Some humans try decoy pillows. They place an extra pillow next to the bed, 

beautifully arranged, maybe even with a small blanket on top. The cat 

inspects it politely, sits on it for three seconds, then returns to your pillow. 

The rule is simple. If it smells like your shampoo, your breath and your 

thoughts at three in the morning, it belongs to the cat. 

Guests are a whole new game. Fresh pillows and guest blankets smell like 

unclaimed territory. Your cat will do a complete inspection, trample 

everything, then select one pillow to mark with approximately nine 

hundred hairs. The guest says “Oh, I do not mind,” while secretly inhaling 

dander, and you apologise with that half proud, half desperate smile that 

only true cat people know. 

Blanket politics become very intense in winter. You want more warmth, 

your cat wants all the warmth. If you pull the blanket higher, the cat 

relocates directly to the newly warm spot. If you try to share, the cat turns 

sideways, stretches out and somehow occupies the maximum possible area 

for a finite mass. Physicists should really study this. 

There is also the “half and half” situation. You lie under the blanket, the cat 

lies on top. This looks cute, until you want to turn. Suddenly you realise you 

are strapped down. Any attempt to move is met with a disapproving chirp. 

Your circulation loses, but your cat gains uninterrupted sleep. Priorities are 

clear. 

Laundry day reveals another truth. Freshly washed blankets come out of the 

machine smelling neutral, folded in a perfect stack. Within minutes, there is 

a cat on the very top, doughing the fabric with intense concentration. You 

wanted clean textiles, your cat wanted a warm bread loaf of fabric straight 

from the dryer. Guess who wins, again. 

Morning reveals the full crime scene. Pillows dented in suspicious patterns, 

blankets twisted into spirals, one corner on the floor, one corner tucked 

under a cat who pretends nothing happened. You find cat hair on your 

toothbrush, and somehow a single, mysteriously damp toy mouse in the 

bed. This is not chaos, this is interior design according to your cat. 
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The funny part is that you secretly love it. The warm little body on your feet, 

the soft purr near your ear, the way a carefully constructed nest appears 

exactly where you wanted to relax anyway. Real cat people brag about 

waking up unable to move, because it proves their cat chose them as 

mattress of the night. 
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So you keep buying new blankets, nicer pillows and softer throws. You tell 

yourself it is for you, but you check the fabric thinking “Will the cat like this.” 

The answer is always yes. In this house, every cosy object is simply a future 

nest, and every pillow is already reserved. You are just lucky they let you 

borrow a corner. 
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Chapter 4: Curtain Climbs - Vertical Chaos 

Training 

If your living room has curtains, your cat has a private climbing gym. You 

may have bought those curtains after comparing fabrics, colours and prices. 

Your cat looked at them once and thought, “Ah, yes, a convenient mountain 

range.” The rest is history, complete with scratch marks and dangling 

threads. 

 

Why cats cannot resist going up 

In the wild, height means safety, overview and hunting advantage. Indoors, 

your cat still carries that same software. Bookshelves, wardrobes and 

curtain rails all count as cliffs. Curtains are especially attractive because 

they move, they smell like the house, and they usually end nicely close to a 

windowsill. To your cat, this is smart urban design, not property damage. 

First climbs and tiny mountaineers 

Kittens often discover curtains by accident. One playful jump, one claw that 

sticks, and suddenly they realise the fabric goes all the way up. Very soon 

you have a tiny mountaineer who does not fully understand gravity yet. The 

first descent is rarely elegant. There is sliding, twisting, and that classic “I 

totally planned this” face when they reach the floor. 
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Noise, drama and flying curtain rods 

Experienced cat staff recognise the sound. A light rustle. A faster rustle. 

Then the full dramatic sequence of metal rings, plastic hooks and possibly a 

falling rod. Your heart rate goes up, your cat’s eyes go wide, and everyone 

pretends that this was just another normal Tuesday. Somehow the cat 

always walks away with dignity while you pick gips from the floor. 

Alternative routes to the top 

Here is the uncomfortable truth. Your cat is not trying to ruin your life, they 

simply want a vertical route. If there is no cat tree, shelf or wardrobe near 

the window, the curtain becomes the ladder by default. Place a sturdy piece 

of furniture or a climbing post near the window and many cats will quietly 

switch routes. It feels like you trained them. You did not. You just improved 

the map. 

Style choices: fabric, length and sacrifice pieces 

Some fabrics scream “climb me”. Loose weave, textured surfaces and long 

flowing designs are basically an invitation. Shorter curtains that float above 

the floor are less tempting for a leap and grab. Thick, heavy fabric can be 

harder to puncture. Many experienced cat people keep at least one “sacrifice 

curtain” in a less visible room to absorb the worst experiments. 
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The classic human mistake 

Punishing a cat for climbing rarely works. In their language, they went up 

because the instinct said “height equals safe”. What they actually learn from 

yelling or chasing is that humans become loud and weird near the curtains. 

They may avoid climbing while you watch, then continue the night shift as 

soon as you sleep. Curtain repairs at three in the morning are a proud feline 

tradition. 

Turning chaos into enrichment 

Since you cannot uninstall gravity or instinct, you can redirect the chaos. A 

tall scratching post near the window, wall mounted shelves, or a cat 

hammock in the window frame all turn the area into a legitimate climbing 

zone. Add a sunbeam and a view of the street and your cat suddenly prefers 

the official route. Your curtains exhale in relief. So doet jouw zenuwstelsel. 

Case file: the white curtain experiment 

Every cat household has at least one regrettable purchase. The classic 

example is the beautiful, floor length, white curtain in a home with a young 

black cat. At first it looks like a magazine photo. After a few weeks you own 

a modern art piece decorated with grey paw prints, mysterious stains and a 

collection of tiny pulls. Visitors compliment your “textured look”. You just 

nod and think, “My cat curated this.” 

Small tricks that actually help 

There are a few low effort tricks that make life easier. Keep a small basket of 

toys near the window, so you can redirect pre climb energy into chasing a 

feather wand. Trim claws regularly to reduce the Velcro effect on fabric. If 

the curtains are closed, leave a small gap near the floor so the cat can reach 

the windowsill without a full ascent. None of this is perfect, but it shifts the 

odds in favour of both cat and fabric. 

When climbing is actually a compliment 

It helps a little to remember that your cat climbs near you because your 

home feels safe. A stressed, frightened animal hides under the bed. A 

confident one explores, experiments and occasionally re decorates your 

interior. Curtain chaos is not a sign of failure as a cat parent. It is a slightly 

noisy love letter written in tiny claw marks and loose threads. 
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Accidents, tangles and vet worthy moments 

Most curtain climbs end with nothing worse than a few pulled threads and 

an offended look. Occasionally, claws get stuck, fabric wraps around a leg, or 

a heavy curtain rod drops. If your cat limps, hides, or refuses to put weight 

on a paw after a fall, that is no longer funny content, that is vet time. You 

want comedy, not hospital drama. 

Living with vertical chaos 

In the end, curtain climbs are part of the starter pack of indoor cats. You can 

minimise the damage, reduce the risk and offer smarter routes to the top. 

You probably will not eliminate it completely. The good news is that every 

hole and every pulled thread becomes a story. One day you will point at 

those curtains and say, “Here is where my cat discovered indoor 

mountaineering.” The guests will laugh. Fellow cat nerds will simply nod in 

deep understanding. 
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Chapter 5: Windowsills, Blinds and the Outside 

World 

If your cat had to pick one place to rule the entire flat from, it would not be 

the sofa or the bed. It would be the windowsill. From there your furry 

neighbour can monitor birds, neighbours and weather reports, all without 

moving more than three whiskers. The windowsill is not just a board under 

glass. It is a live news feed, tanning studio and sniper nest in one. 
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Cats are built for this job. Their eyes are tuned to notice movement first, 

detail second, so every pigeon, leaf and passing car gets flagged as 

potentially important. You see a random sparrow on a branch. Your cat sees 

breaking news, category high alert. Tail tip twitching, ears forward, pupils 

big. The world out there is pure entertainment, and your interior design is 

just background decoration that happens to be in the way. 

Blinds and curtains are unfortunate collateral damage. You might think you 

bought them to control light and create privacy. Your cat is sure you 

installed them as an indoor jungle gym. Horizontal blinds rattle invitingly, 

perfect for pushing a head through. Vertical blinds swing like a slow motion 

cat toy. Roller blinds turn every window into a stage curtain for dramatic 

entrances. At least, that is how your cat reads the situation. 

The moment you raise the blinds a few centimetres, you have created a cat 

tunnel. There is a written law among felines. If there is a gap, the cat must 

enter it. Squeezing through, twisting around, maybe getting slightly tangled, 

that is part of the fun. The resulting clatter, bent slats and mysterious 

scratch marks are just physical evidence that your cat had a productive day 

at the office. 

Windowsills also bring out the minimalist decorator in your cat. You may 

line them with candles, framed photos, crystals, tiny plants and that one 

delicate souvenir you brought back from holiday. Your cat evaluates 

everything with one question. Can I sit here. If the answer is yes, objects are 

quietly shoved aside. If the answer is no, objects are not quietly shoved 

aside. Gravity is your cat’s favourite interior design consultant. 

Some cats prefer to flatten themselves like a furry pancake along the full 

length of the sill. Others curl into the flowerpots, pretending to be soil with 

ears. In multi cat households, the best windowsill spot can become 

premium real estate. Slow motion shoving matches, intense silent staring 

contests and casual tail whips all happen when two cats try to occupy the 

sunniest square of wood or stone. 

Speaking of sun, a patch of light on the sill turns every cat into a solar 

powered statue. They stretch out, soak up warmth, and half close their eyes 

in a way that suggests mystical insight but usually means “I might be asleep, 

but I am still watching that pigeon”. Your cat will cross the entire flat to lie in 
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a single finger of sunlight that moves four centimetres every ten minutes. 

Meanwhile you wonder why you ever bothered to buy cat beds. 

When the window is slightly open, the entertainment level doubles. Smells 

from outside drift in, carrying stories about other cats, dogs, barbecues and 

the mysterious person who always walks past with a rustling bag. Your cat 

sniffs the air like a professional perfume tester, then makes that ridiculous 

little chattering noise at birds that apparently means “I would absolutely eat 

you if this glass ever fails”. 

Blinds also play an important part in nocturnal activities. At three in the 

morning, when the streetlights glow and the house is quiet, your cat 

suddenly remembers that the neighbour’s hedge might contain vital 

information. A single leap onto the sill and a quick muscle stretch against 

the blind can create enough noise to convince you that aliens are 

dismantling the window frame. Your cat, of course, looks innocent and 

possibly offended when you switch on the light. 

 

How do you survive all this without living in permanent chaos. First, accept 

that the windowsill belongs to the cat. You are allowed to rent space for a 

plant or two, but only on the condition that the view and the sun spots 

remain accessible. Heavy pots, low decorations and non breakable objects 

have better chances of survival than delicate glass towers. 
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Second, think like a stage designer. If you know your cat will spend hours in 

that spot, make it worth the trouble. A non slip mat, a small blanket or a 

narrow cushion turns the sill into a comfortable throne. Mount blinds and 

curtains so they have a bit of distance from the sill, or choose sturdy models 

that can survive the occasional claw assisted investigation. 

And do not forget the social benefits. A cat in a window is pure 

neighbourhood theatre. People passing by love spotting a little face behind 

the glass, your friends collect photos of your cat’s latest windowsill pose, 

and you end up with half your phone gallery filled with “cat looking out of 

window” variations. Consider it unpaid influencer work on behalf of the 

entire feline community. 

Finally, reframe the situation. Every bent blind, dent in the sill and missing 

candle is a reminder that your home is not a showroom, it is an ecosystem. 

Your cat uses the windowsill to stay mentally fit, to watch the world, to 

practise silent judgement of pedestrians and to check that the postman 

behaves. You get a live in security guard, a weather reporter and a comedy 

act in one body. It is a slightly furry, slightly destructive, but very 

entertaining deal. 
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Chapter 6: Plant Murders and Indoor Jungle 

Warfare 

If you live with cats and houseplants, you already know: you do not have a 

home, you have a battlefield. On one side the proud plant parent with 

misting bottle and fertiliser. On the other side a fluffy garden saboteur who 

believes greenery belongs in their stomach, on the floor, or in the litter box. 
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Why plants are irresistible victims 

From your cat’s point of view, your monstera is not “interior design”, it is an 

interactive enrichment station. Leaves wiggle, soil smells interesting, pots 

make a nice crash sound when they hit the floor. Evolution taught cats to 

pay attention to movement. Your ficus just volunteered as tribute to science. 

There is also the texture thing. Chewing on leaves gives sensory feedback. 

Scratching soil feels like outdoor digging. Curling up in a big pot is basically 

wild camping with central heating included. 

Classic plant murder techniques 

Method one: experimental nibbling. Your cat starts with a single bite “just to 

see what happens”. Spoiler: nothing happens, so they continue up the stem 

like a tiny, determined giraffe. Method two: root excavation. Front paws go 

into the soil, dirt goes everywhere, and suddenly your living room smells 

like fresh garden centre. 

Method three: gravity testing. Many cats love to push pots from window 

sills, shelves and tables just to confirm that yes, gravity still works. Every 

time. Method four: pancake mode. Why sit in a comfy cat bed when you can 

flatten yourself on top of the basil like a furry paperweight. Bonus method: 

night time parkour, where the cat uses plant stands as a slalom course at 

three in the morning. 

When plant chaos becomes dangerous 

Jokes aside, some houseplants are really not funny. Lilies, some types of ivy, 

philodendron, dieffenbachia and others can be toxic for cats. That means 

plant murder can turn into a health emergency. Your cat did not read the 

warning label, so it is your job to know which plants belong on the “never in 

reach” list. A quick search before you buy a plant is less work than an 

emergency vet visit at night. 

If your cat suddenly drools, vomits, looks weak or has trouble breathing 

after a plant snack, you call the vet, not a group chat. Take a photo of the 

plant, or the plant label if you still have it, so the vet knows what they are 

dealing with. Keep the number of your local clinic somewhere visible. Better 

one slightly embarrassed phone call than one very sick cat. 
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Choosing a cat friendly jungle 

Luckily you do not have to live in a plastic plant museum. Many species are 

considered safer for cats, for example spider plants, some palms, certain 

ferns and robust succulents. They may still suffer from the occasional love 

bite, but they are less likely to cause serious problems. Mix those with 

dedicated cat grass or catnip corners and you already have a much 

friendlier floorplan. 

Think about your cat’s personality too. A heavy, stable plant near a favourite 

zoomie route is asking for trouble. Small pots on high shelves above the 

litter box are future missiles. If you place plants where a bored cat would 

automatically run, jump or land, you can assume they will, sooner or later. 

Safe jungle design for indoor tigers 

The secret is not “no plants ever”, it is “plants with a security concept”. Put 

toxic or fragile plants in rooms the cat never enters. Use hanging pots from 

the ceiling or high shelves, far away from any launchpad furniture. Combine 

heavy pots with stable stands, so a casual paw tap does not create an indoor 

avalanche. Sometimes moving a chair away from a window is enough to 

break a perfect climbing route. 

Then create legal chaos zones. Offer cat grass, catnip and other safe greens 

that your cat is allowed to chew. Place them in sunny spots where you 

would normally put your favourite fern. Your cat wants an indoor savannah. 

Your job is to design it so both of you survive. 

How to defend your jungle without going full villain 

Old school advice sometimes recommends spraying cats, shouting or using 

harsh deterrent sprays. Your cat will learn exactly one thing from that: you 

are unpredictable and weird. Much smarter is to make the plant less 

attractive and the alternatives more attractive. You live with a tiny scientist. 

Change the experiment conditions, not the scientist. 

You can cover soil with decorative stones, pinecones or a layer of coco fibre 

so digging feels less nice. Move especially tempting plants away from 

window edges and combine them with nearby scratching posts or shelves. If 

your cat has a perfect climbing route and a sunlit cat grass buffet, your palm 

suddenly looks less exciting. Reward them every time they choose the legal 
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jungle. They will not become botanists, but they may become slightly less 

destructive. 

Turning plant deaths into running jokes 

Here is the good news. Every murdered plant is now an official story. You 

can give each victim a dramatic report. Time of fall. Primary suspect. Cause 

of death, such as “fatal chewing” or “gravity assisted pot failure”. Your guests 

will happily listen while your cat casually walks through the crime scene 

with soil on its whiskers, pretending to know nothing. 

In the end, an indoor jungle with cats is never perfectly styled. There will be 

bald spots on ferns, suspicious holes in the soil, and at least one plant that 

now lives permanently in the shower because it is the only safe place. But 

the chaos is part of the charm. Perfect homes are for magazines. Real homes 

have paw prints in the potting soil, replacement plants on the shopping list 

and a tiny gardener who cannot keep their paws to themselves. 
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Chapter 7: Kitchen Heists and Food-Related 

Offences 

Your kitchen probably started life as a respectable human space. Then a cat 

moved in, and suddenly every worktop became a runway, buffet and crime 

scene in one. You call it the counter. Your cat calls it the high ground and 

strategic snack observation deck. 

 

From your cat’s perspective, the rules are simple: if it smells interesting, it 

belongs under investigation. If it moves, even slightly, it might be alive and 
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therefore chaseable. If you are looking the other way, it is officially 

unguarded. That sandwich you left near the edge was not stolen. It migrated 

into the cat’s mouth for safety. 

Cats are natural kitchen parkour experts. They do not see obstacles, only 

stepping stones: chair to table, table to counter, counter to fridge. That “no 

cats on the counter” rule is adorable, by the way. It applies only when you 

are actually in the room, staring directly at them, holding the treat jar 

hostage. 

Stealing food is not misbehaviour in your cat’s mind. It is independent 

hunting, performed under extremely difficult conditions, such as plastic 

wrap and cling film. Cold chicken, cheese, butter, fish, crumbs, your yoghurt 

lid: everything is fair game. Your cat does not understand why you are not 

more impressed by this heroic work. 

Then there is the bin. To you, it is where leftovers go to die. To your cat, it is 

a mysterious vertical hunting ground that smells like ten dinners at once. 

The soft rustle of the bin lid is the soundtrack of opportunity. If you have 

ever found teeth marks in something you definitely threw away yesterday, 

you already know who performed the midnight excavation. 

The dishwasher is another level of crime entirely. Freshly loaded with plates 

and forks, it is basically a lickable museum of flavours. Many cats like to 

inspect each plate individually, as if performing quality control. Nose in, 

tongue out, one quick taste per item. You call this disgusting. Your cat calls it 

very important research on your eating habits. 

For extra show off points, you can mention that cats jump to your counter 

with a power that would be like you leaping onto a balcony in one move. Of 

course they use that superpower in the most dignified way possible, by 

shoving their head into your cereal bowl. Evolution built a little mountain 

lion. Your kitchen just happens to be the nearest cliff. 

Water in the kitchen is its own comedy show. Your cat has a perfectly good 

bowl in another room, but the glass of water near your laptop tastes far 

more interesting. Maybe it is the forbidden element. Maybe it is the thrill of 

knocking it over and watching you leap to rescue your keyboard. Either way, 

the physics experiment must be repeated regularly. 
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Some cats specialise in sink acrobatics. They sit in the empty sink, demand 

that you turn the tap on, then pretend to be offended when they get wet 

paws. Others stare into pots and pans with solemn curiosity. You know that 

feeling when you sense eyes on your back while cooking. That is your built 

in feline supervisor. 

 

All this chaos has a secret training program hidden inside. Every time your 

cat yells in the kitchen and you respond with “fine, have a little bit then”, you 

are reinforcing a very clear lesson. Volume works. Persistence works even 

better. Dogs might learn “sit” and “stay”. Cats learn “meow at this decibel for 

thirty seconds and the human produces snacks”. 

Smart owners know a few facts that sound like trivia but are actually useful. 

Cats are far more sensitive to smells than you are, so leftover fish, cheese or 

meat is practically a megaphone to their nose. They do not taste sweetness 

like humans do, but fat and protein are incredibly exciting. From your cat’s 

point of view, the roast chicken on the counter is shouting their name. 

Of course, some foods are genuinely dangerous for cats, like onions, garlic, 

chocolate, alcohol and certain artificial sweeteners. You do not need to print 

a vet textbook on the fridge, but a short “do not share” list in your head is a 
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good idea. That way you can laugh when your cat tries to rob your pasta, 

while still steering them safely toward their own bowl. 

Here is another little party fact for you. When your cat steals something 

from the counter, they are combining hunting behaviour with learned social 

tricks. Wild relatives hoard food and drag it to safe spots. Your domestic 

fluffball does the same, only the “prey” is your slice of toast, and the safe 

spot is under the table where you cannot reach easily. 

So how do you keep the comedy and lose the risk. Simple: redirect the 

heists. Feed your cat before you cook, not after. Reserve a tiny corner of safe 

leftovers as “offering to the kitchen gods” and place it deliberately in their 

bowl, not on the counter. Offer a treat puzzle or lick mat in a different corner 

of the room, so your cat has a legal mission while you handle the sharp 

knives. 
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In the end, every household develops its own kitchen treaty. You pretend the 

rule “no paws on the counter” actually works. Your cat pretends to respect it 

when you are looking. Between you lives a gentle chaos of stolen crumbs, 

inspected plates and interrupted recipes. Years from now, you will not 

remember every neat dinner you cooked, but you will absolutely remember 

the time your cat walked off with an entire slice of ham while making 

perfect eye contact. 
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Chapter 8: Bathroom Shenanigans and Loo 

Intrusions 

You think of the bathroom as the one place in the house that is truly yours, a 

quiet sanctuary for scrolling and thinking about life choices. Your cat hears 

the door close, and immediately treats it as a VIP event that requires 

security, inspection, and full-time supervision. 

The classic move is the scratching and meowing at the door. From your cat’s 

perspective, a closed door means two things: you hid from them, and there 

might be water involved. So they sing the song of their people in the hallway, 

just loud enough that you cannot ignore it. You open the door a crack, they 

march in, then politely ignore you and inspect the sink. 

Water is the headline act of the bathroom. Dripping taps, wet tiles, and that 

fascinating thing where water appears, disappears, and makes noise at the 

same time. To your cat, the toilet is a mysterious portal. To you, it is a 

sudden heart attack when they decide to balance on the rim while you are 

mid business. Pro tip: always check for a small furry audience before you 

flush. 

The sink is a favourite stage. Your cat climbs in, sits like a loaf, and looks 

offended when you reach for the tap. Cold porcelain, smooth curves, perfect 

fit, ten out of ten nap spot. Some cats even chase water drips with a paw, 

then shake that same paw dramatically as if the wetness was your fault. Of 

course it was. 

Then we have the legendary Toilet Paper Massacre. In your mind, toilet roll 

is a basic necessity. In your cat’s mind, it is an interactive art installation 

combined with a workout tool. One lazy afternoon can turn a fresh roll into 

a snowstorm of tiny paper confetti scattered across the tiles. 

The technique varies. Some cats go for the rapid spin, one well timed paw 

hook and the roll races down like a fluffy white waterfall. Others prefer the 

claw and shred method, small precise rips that gradually transform the roll 

into modern sculpture. You walk in, freeze, and your cat blinks slowly from 

the crime scene. Clearly, you are the one who left this fragile, perfectly 

rollable toy in reach. 
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Bathrooms also host the famous “wet feet incident”. You step out of the 

shower, your cat rushes over to sniff, then taps your ankle with one paw as 

if to confirm that, yes, you are now a larger, clumsier seal. Sometimes they 

lick the water from your legs, sometimes they flee as though you have 

turned into a dangerous sea monster. The scientific reasoning is unclear, the 

comedy value is very high. 

The shower curtain deserves a small chapter of its own. It moves, it makes 

noise, it hides mysterious shapes. For some cats it is a mild curiosity, for 

others it is a sworn enemy. They attack the moving shadow of your hand, 

climb the curtain like a pirate boarding a ship, or sit behind it like a tiny 

horror movie villain, only their paws visible under the edge. 

Bathtubs deserve their own little police report. For some cats, the empty 

tub is a racetrack with perfect acoustics. They sprint in, slide, bounce off the 

sides, and zoom out again as if chased by invisible ghosts. For others, the 

tub is only interesting when it is full of water and you are trying to relax. 

Nothing says spa day like a cat judging your bath from the edge, or casually 

dipping a paw into the water, then shaking droplets everywhere except back 

into the tub. 

Over time you start to recognise different bathroom cat types, almost like a 

tiny field guide for feline weirdos. There is the Door Scratcher, who only 

cares that you went in without them. There is the Sink Goblin, who appears 

in every basin, preferably while you brush your teeth. There is the Tissue 

Engineer, who redesigns every toilet roll. And finally there is the Loo 

Therapist, who sits, watches, and blinks slowly as if sending you 

affirmations. 

The ultimate bathroom crime, however, is privacy theft. Your cat does not 

believe in it. If the door is not fully closed, they will push it open with a 

deliberate shoulder. If it is closed, they will put their paws under the gap as 

a reminder that you are never unsupervised. Some even insist on sitting 

directly in front of you while you are on the loo, maintaining constant eye 

contact like a furry mindfulness coach. 

There is also the “bathroom tour guide” routine. You stand up, your cat hops 

into the still warm spot, circles once, then settles as if to say, this is my 

throne too. They may inspect the towel pile, jump into the laundry basket, 
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or attempt to eat the corners of the bathmat. You simply live here, they run 

quality control. 

How do you survive bathroom life with a cat and still keep your sanity? 

First, accept that there is no such thing as alone time. Second, lean into the 

comedy. Keep a small stash of cat friendly distractions, like a crinkle ball or 

a cardboard box nearby, and offer that as an alternative target when the 

toilet roll becomes too tempting. Closed cabinets are your friends, open 

shelves are an invitation. 
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Finally, reframe the chaos. Every scratched door, unrolled toilet roll, and 

awkward loo stare is proof that your cat feels comfortable, curious, and 

deeply involved in your life. They are not trying to ruin your bathroom 

routine, they are trying to be part of it. Your task is to laugh, clean up the 

confetti, and remember that at least one living being in the house finds your 

daily habits endlessly fascinating. 
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Chapter 9: Guests, Suitcases and Temporary 

Territories 

Your cat thinks your home is a carefully curated kingdom. Guests are not 

“people you invited”, they are walking territory glitches. Suitcases are 

suspicious boxes that smell like somewhere else. For a cat, every visit is a 

temporary chaos event that must be inspected, claimed and, ideally, covered 

in hair. 

 

The moment the doorbell rings, your cat has a choice. Option one: vanish 

like a ghost under the bed, because strangers clearly equal danger. Option 

two: trot to the front door as self appointed head of security and inspect this 

new human from head to toe. Some cats even switch roles depending on the 

type of guest. The delivery driver gets the full death stare, grandma receives 

a slow blink and a careful head bump. 

Guests arrive with unfamiliar sounds, perfume, voices and, most 

importantly, luggage. For a territorial animal that feels like a small 

earthquake in the energy of the home. You say “how nice, visitors are 

coming”. Your cat mainly hears “potential intruders are on their way to sit 

on my sofa”. 
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Suitcases are a story of their own. They smell of other homes, hotels and 

trains. For your cat, a suitcase is the perfect combination of bed, lookout 

point and scientific project. First comes the cautious sniffing, then a polite 

sit next to it, followed by a full body flop right in the middle exactly when 

someone wants to pack. Nothing says “you are not going anywhere” as 

clearly as a cat wedged diagonally across your neatly folded clothes. 
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There is also the unpacking phase. When you return from a trip, your 

suitcase arrives full of new scents. Your cat will patrol around it like 

customs staff at an airport. Socks, shoes and toiletry bags get extra 

attention. You hope to unpack calmly, but you become a temporary assistant 

for feline customs while every jumper is officially approved with a nose 

bump and a few hairs. 

Overnight guests add another layer of territory drama. A new human in the 

guest room means a new bed, new smells and, in your cat’s mind, a brand 

new satellite territory that must be tested. Some cats set an alarm for three 

in the morning to sit on the guest’s pillow and stare at their face. Others 

choose the subtle approach and lay a perfect layer of fur over the freshly 

made duvet. Your attempt to offer a “nice clean bed” usually survives until 

your cat’s very first inspection round. 

Then there are the bags. Handbags, backpacks, laptop bags, all mobile scent 

bombs. Cats love to stick their head inside, turn once and leave, as if they 

have stamped the item as officially entered into the system. For some 

visitors this is adorable, for others it is a minor heart attack the moment 

claws disappear into expensive leather. 

Social dynamics play a big role. Not every guest speaks fluent cat. Your cat 

rolls on their back, belly exposed, and your visitor sees a clear invitation to 

pet. You know this is a trap. Five seconds later there is a mixture of laughter, 

mild screaming and a few red lines on someone’s hand. As host you 

automatically become interpreter: “If she shows her belly, she is flexing, not 

asking for a massage.” 
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Cats recognise regular visitors too. The friend who always plays with the 

feather toy becomes an honorary staff member. The technician who once 

used a loud drill is filed under “suspicious forever”. Your cat can already 

react to the sound of that voice in the hallway, long before the doorbell 

rings. In the feline memory palace, visitors are neatly sorted as “safe”, 

“clumsy but tolerable” or “best monitored from a distance”. 
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So how can you help your cat handle all these temporary territories without 

turning the house into a fortress? Rhythm and predictability work wonders. 

Give your cat a quiet base camp where no visitors enter, with their own bed, 

blanket and litter box. Announce guests with a calm routine instead of 

sudden chaos, play a short game before they arrive so your cat has already 

burned some energy. A slightly tired cat is still curious, but less likely to 

body slam your overnight guest. 

Suitcases become less magical when they are not rare. Leave them open for 

a while after you come home, let your cat investigate, then close them and 

put them away. For guest beds, place an old towel or blanket with your cat’s 

scent on it before the visitor arrives. The bed will still become a fur magnet, 

but at least it smells partly familiar and not like a hostile new planet. 

For your guests, a tiny briefing helps. One or two clear rules are enough, 

such as “let the cat come to you, not the other way round” and “if the tail 

flicks like a metronome, give her space”. That sounds funny, but it makes life 

easier for everyone. And it gives you the perfect opportunity to shine as the 

local cat expert, which you absolutely are. 

At the end of the day, one thing stays true. For you, guests are temporary. 

For your cat, your home is permanent core territory. Every suitcase, every 

overnight bag and every inflatable guest mattress is just a brief disturbance 

in an otherwise perfectly designed cat kingdom. Once you accept that, every 

visit becomes a small extra chapter in the bigger story of the territorial 

house monster that happens to be incredibly soft, charming and very sure of 

its own boundaries. 

  



43 

Chapter 10: Living with Chaos: Making Peace with 

Your Furry Criminal 

You probably bought this book because you secretly wanted confirmation 

that your home is not uniquely chaotic. Good news: you are absolutely 

normal for someone who shares living space with a small, furry anarchist. 

This chapter is not about “fixing” your cat. It is about adjusting your 

expectations, protecting what really matters, and learning to enjoy the 

comedy show you are already paying rent for. 
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First, accept this simple truth: a cat friendly home is never fully Instagram 

perfect. You can have velvet cushions, tall plants, and elegant curtains, or 

jealously guarded museum pieces that no whisker ever touches. You cannot 

have both. Once you stop pretending that everything must look like a 

furniture catalog, the stray claw marks turn into background noise instead 

of personal insults. 

A useful trick is to decide which items are “sacred” and which are “sacrifice 

material”. Sacred items are things that really hurt if they get destroyed: 

heirloom chair, expensive vintage lamp, that one plant that survived three 

apartments and two breakups. Sacrifice material is everything else. You do 

not tell your cat the list, of course, but you quietly shift the tempting objects 

into the second category, then place them where paws naturally go first. 

Treat the chaos as data, not drama. Your cat keeps showing you where the 

fun zones of the flat are. The scratched spot on the sofa probably marks the 

best angle to view pigeons. The demolished plant may sit in the perfect 

sunbeam. Instead of only asking “Why is this ruined”, ask “What was my cat 

trying to achieve”. Sometimes the answer is pure mischief, sometimes it is a 

clear request for climbing, hiding, or scratching options in that exact place. 

Once you see the pattern, you can nudge the chaos into more convenient 

shapes. Put a sturdy scratching post next to the favourite sofa corner. Offer a 

cat tree by the window that currently requires a curtain climbing 

performance. Place a sacrificial blanket on the end of the bed where fur and 

biscuit making always happen. Your cat still does what it wants, but the 

collateral damage quietly slides onto cheaper, washable, or easier to replace 

objects. 

Living with cat chaos also means adjusting your inner perfectionist. Friends 

do not visit you to inspect every thread in your curtains. They come for 

coffee, conversation, and maybe to worship your cat. A few visible claw 

marks simply confirm that a real animal lives here and is not generated by 

an app. If a guest complains about cat hair on their clothes, congratulate 

them. They have been accepted into the pride. 

Of course, acceptance does not mean surrender. You are allowed to set 

gentle boundaries. Close the bedroom door when you change bed linen if 

your cat treats fresh sheets as a wrestling mat. Give plants a protected 
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corner on a high shelf or behind a screen. Use double sided tape, scratch 

mats, or furniture covers where you genuinely cannot handle more damage. 

You are not a bad cat parent for saying “not this item, please destroy the 

other ones”. 

The most powerful tool you have is rebranding. Instead of “ruined sofa”, 

think “limited edition textured furniture, customised by in house artist”. 

Instead of “broken blind”, try “experimental window light control”. It sounds 

silly, yet language shapes how annoyed you feel. Your cat is not malicious, it 

simply plays a completely different game. You can either shout at the referee 

or switch to the same rulebook. 

 

You can even turn the whole thing into a running joke in your household. 

Create a tiny “Cat Crime Log” notebook where you record major incidents 

with date, location, and suspected motive. Take photos of the worst scenes 

and look at them later when the anger is gone. Strange but true: the 

shredded curtain that made you swear on Tuesday can be genuinely funny 

on Sunday when you add a sarcastic caption and show it to friends. 

Rituals help too. Choose one moment in the week where you walk through 

the flat, collect fur tumbleweeds, straighten the blankets, and check plant 

survivors. Call it “reset instead of regret”. Ten focused minutes feel better 

than random annoyed wiping with a dishcloth whenever your eye catches a 
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new scratch. Your cat will usually supervise this process closely, of course, 

offering helpful support by sitting exactly where you need to clean. 

Most importantly, let yourself enjoy the identity that comes with this kind of 

home. You are not just someone who owns a sofa. You are a cat person with 

stories. Every little scar in the interior is a receipt for time spent living with 

a small, opinionated roommate. Other people frame photos. You have the 

deluxe package: photos, claw marks, and the original artist snoring 

somewhere in the laundry basket. 

Finally, remember that this chaotic phase is also a timeline. Kittens and 

young adults are usually the real demolition experts. Many cats calm down 

with age, trading parkour sessions for strategic naps. The clawed armrest 

you hate today may become the story you tell later, when your older cat 

dozes peacefully on that same battered corner and you realise you would 

not trade it for a perfect showroom piece. 

Living with a furry criminal is a daily practice in letting go of control. You 

will still sigh when the plant goes over or the new throw gets its first 

signature thread pull. Then you will look at the proud little face that caused 

it and feel a ridiculous rush of affection. Somewhere between those two 

moments, peace lives. Not silent, not spotless, but very much alive and 

purring in the middle of your slightly damaged, very real home. 

 


