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PROLOGUE
First of all, if you have purchased this book, I want to thank you for your very good
taste in literature. Lots of celebrities write memoirs: athletes, actors, and alcoholics.
But how many of them are cats? Oh sure, you get a few dogs who think they might
have something worthwhile to say. But then someone knocks at the front door or they
get the urge to lick their private parts and that’s the end of it. Don’t get me wrong, I
like dogs. But they’re a few kibbles short of a full bowl. Cats, on the other hand, are
uniquely qualified to write bestsellers. As a group, we are creative geniuses: moody,
introspective and highly intelligent. Ask anyone. Well, except dogs.
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Some of you may be thinking how can I be writing a memoir given the circumstances. It’s
a funny thing. In the place where I am now, I met this guy named Steve. He used to own a
company that sold apples. We were chatting one day and I just happened to mention how
much I liked computers. He said he did too. I told him a lot of people missed me back on
earth and how much I missed them. He suggested an e-book so that I could share my
thoughts. If you need something done here in the cybernetics department, Steve the apple
man is your go-to guy.
Cats are lucky. We have nine lives to figure it out. You humans have only one. I thought I’d
make that one a little better for you by passing on my personal insights from nine lives
well-lived. You’re welcome. I do hope you like my memoir. It’s about me so I’d be shocked
if you didn’t. Any mistakes are the fault of my editor.

7

I
“I believe the roar is over-rated. The purr is where it’s at.”
Twitter @TuxedoStan

People often ask me, “Stan, did you ever think you would become so famous?” I
had a pretty good idea even though I come from humble beginnings. I never knew
my dad, Tuxedo Studley. My mom, Greycie, said he was a charming, unneutered
ne’er-do-well who, as it turned out, had girlfriends all over the place. By the time
mom found out she was pregnant, he was long gone. She herself had been
abandoned and was living on the street, trying to survive on garbage and the
occasional mouse. On a no good, very bad, blustery day (no one says it better than
Winnie the Pooh), she was discovered huddled under a porch. The family who
owned the porch, and the house that went with it, started leaving food out for her.
She was pretty scared at first but after awhile she got used to them. She especially
got used to the food. So one day, when they put the food inside a carrier, mom
walked right in. They closed the door and whisked her off to see Dr. Chisholm for a
check-up. He owned the Atlantic Cat Hospital and the Cat Nap Inn.
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Atlantic Cat Hospital reception area
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Mom wasn’t too happy about the ride in the car, or Dr. Chisholm’s rectal
thermometer. But she said he was very nice otherwise and spoke to her in a quiet
voice. When he was done, he kissed my mom on the forehead and told her she was
beautiful. What a smooth talker. Then he turned to the lady and talked to her about
the usual vet things; worms, fleas, vaccinations. Mom kind of tuned out until Dr.
Chisholm dropped the bombshell.
“Greycie is pregnant.”

What did he just say?
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“Pregnant? Oh, no!” the lady said. “I can’t look after a pregnant cat and all those
kittens! I have three other cats at home”
Pregnant? And homeless again? Mom’s ears twitched. She’d been down this road
before. A lesser cat might have crumbled. Mom stood up, stretched and began to
pour on the charm. I could feel the gentle rumble of her purr deep within my own
little world. I’ve heard that human parents play soothing music for their babies
before they are born. Mom had her own built-in Beethoven and to me and my
brothers it was the most beautiful music in the world. Sometimes you just get
farther with a purr.
Dr. Chisholm thought so too. He offered to keep mom at the Cat Nap Inn until us
babies were weaned and he could try to find everyone homes. I was thrilled. I had
been discovered! It was the beginning of a brilliant career. I had my dad’s tuxedo
good looks and charm, mom’s courage and intelligence. Was I going to be famous
someday? Oh yeah, baby!
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II
“Money is valuable, jewels are precious but cats are priceless…
so adopt a cat and be rich.”
Twitter@TuxedoStan

Me and my three brothers were born three weeks later on May 29, 2010. As if this
wasn’t big enough news, Rhonda, the hospital manager, got married on the same
day! Rhonda said that the birth of four adorable kittens (I was the most adorable)
was the best wedding gift ever. I always thought that May 29th should be declared a
national holiday. I mean, why not? Jesus and Queen Victoria have one. Even the
groundhog gets an honourable mention.
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This is my very first baby picture.
Mom thought I was so beautiful but I
was really worried when I saw it. What
were my ears doing coming out the side
of my head? Mom’s ears didn’t look like
that. I was deformed! Mom told me not
to worry and said all kittens looked like
that at first. She held me close and
started to wash my face.
“Stanley,” she purred softly, “one day
you will be a big, handsome, black and
white tuxedo cat. You are destined for
greatness, my son.” I only half believed
her. Moms are supposed to say stuff like
that. But, just in case, I never missed a
photo op...
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I loved my family.

.

“ME, mom, Stash, Neko - where’s Earl?”

“Oh! There he is!”

“HEY MOM! We took a vote. It’s unanimous.
We’re hungry!”
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I learned to say “please” and “thank you” and share with my brothers.

“Some things are NOT meant to be shared!”
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I learned how to eat and drink on my own.
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I learned how to go to the bathroom by myself and wipe my own bum.

“A little privacy, please.”

These are important skills to learn, especially if you want to have a career in politics. I didn’t
know for sure that I wanted to be a politician although I had heard there were a lot of rats in
politics. That certainly sweetened the pot for me.
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My family was really lucky. We got to stay in the Cat Nap Inn.

It was normally reserved for paying guests. And we had some really interesting guests!
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After the hotel staff had left for the evening, I tried really hard to stay awake. I loved to
listen to the grown-ups talking.

There was a streetlamp outside the window and it made a nice, cozy glow like a campfire
inside. I couldn’t see everyone’s faces but I heard their voices. They sure liked to gossip.
The older ones complained about the price of cat food and their arthritis. But sometimes
they talked about the fascinating lives they had led. One guy used to live on a boat and he
had been all over the world. A few could trace their ancestry back to the saber-toothed
tiger. But most, like me, didn’t know their family tree.
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Charlie was one of my favourites. I don’t know where he got his hair done, but he was the
best storyteller ever.

And when his family came to pick him up, you could tell how much they loved him, overbite,
shady ancestry, weird haircut and all. It hit me like a ton of catnip. If you want to be rich,
adopt a cat… because we are priceless.
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When we were eight weeks old, mom explained that me and Earl were going to be adopted.

“Adopted?”

We were going to live in Catopia with Dr. Chisholm and his wife, three other cats, two dogs
and two guinea pigs. So, when you add on me and Earl (minus two points for the dogs) that’s
a pretty rich household.
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III
“Ask not what your cat can do for you, rather ask what you can do for your cat.”
Twitter @TuxedoStan

When me and Earl first came to our new home, we stayed in the spare bedroom reserved
for visiting dignitaries like:

Queen Elizabeth

Aunt Judy Elizabeth
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Special furniture had been installed just for us and we sure made good use of it. The humans
were off to a good start. I have to say, we made it pretty easy for them. All baby animals are
beautiful but God did some of his best work when he created kittens. And tuxedo kittens? I’d
give him an A+.

People aren’t born knowing they exist to serve cats. It’s our job to guide them with a few (not
excessive) pitiful meows, head-butts for those who are so inclined, and a chorus of
encouraging chirps. The eye blink is also an effective tool. Well-behaved humans are a credit
to the cat who owns them.
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I thought I would start training with a
simple task. In our house, there were two
guinea pigs named Guido and Luigi. I had
never met a GP before and wanted to get
to know them better but my legs kept
slipping through the bars on the top of their
cage. The humans put 2 and 2 together
and came up with 3 1/2. It would have
been a 4 if they had put the perch inside
the cage.
As it turns out, guinea pigs are a bit
disappointing. They aren’t great
conversationalists and sometimes they eat
their own poop. That’s disturbing. I found
out later that it’s normal behaviour and it’s a
kind of recycling. It’s still disturbing no
matter which way you spin it. Thank you
very much but I’ll take my recyclables to the
curb for pick-up.
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From our baby album…
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Next on my list was a washing machine to play in. Asked… and answered.

I wanted an indoor gym...
got one.
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Catnip toys… ditto.

A comfy rug…
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A screen door… (click the link): http://bit.ly/1fWw5ib
A garden…

With a playhouse…
And a balance beam…
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Snow...

Plenty of food and water...
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Family...

It may look like cats are very demanding but the truth is, we are turning you into better, more
fulfilled people. And if you follow our guidelines, you may just end up with the leader of a
national political party who will change the world.
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For those of you who were wondering, my mom got adopted too. Here she is with her new
man, Beau. Don’t you just love a happy ending?

Photo from Facebook
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IV
“If this is Twitter, where are the birds?”
Twitter @TuxedoStan

A lot of my fans, and a few ambitious cats, want to know how I got my start. The short
answer is one strong swimmer, one ripe egg, nine weeks gestation and… Ta-Da. One
Tuxedo Stan! Ha! I crack myself up.
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The long answer is that some of us (me) are born with certain advantages like a built-in tuxedo,
wit and charm. Others (Persians) are not. You can’t change what you were born with. It’s how
you use what you were born with. Look at Grumpy Cat, probably voted “most unlikely to
succeed” in her high school yearbook. But the kid is a marketing genius.
I wasn’t born knowing what to do with my life. I think it’s important getting to know who you
really are so you can make an informed decision when opportunity comes knocking.
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Challenge yourself

Take risks

Spend quality time with family

Write poetry

Take a little ME time

Explore strange new worlds

Leave your mark where you can

Chew on wood if it helps…
a million beavers can’t be wrong!
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Opportunity came knocking on my door on August 11, 2011. Me and dad were sitting
down having breakfast, me with my bowl of kibble and dad with his bowl of bran buds.
(He suffers from irregularity.) All of sudden he put down his spoon and looked at me.
“Stanley,” he said, “how would you like to get involved in social media? You could do
some tweeting. And you can take over the blog posts for your mom’s book, Urban Tigers,
Tales of a Cat Vet.”
He had me at “tweeting”.
So, tweeting = birds, right? Wrong! It was an unfortunate, I don’t want to say deliberate,
miscommunication. But a promise is a promise. And after awhile, I found out that I really
liked blogging and tweeting. People started following me. And “retweeting” me. Still no
birds though. For the record, I would like to state that I have never, not ever, hurt a birdie
or mouse. I do confess to occasional rough-housing with stuffed toys…
http://bit.ly/1jmUhQr
I started getting fan mail. And marriage proposals. (Yes, neutered cats can live a full and
rich life!) Miss Pebbles, International Supermodel, pursued me for months...
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Photo by Kelly Sherrard

She was one hot chick, but I had my career to think about. I let her down gently. Then I
found out she got engaged, on the rebound, to Fijy (more about him later).
I never let success go to my head. I was still the same handsome, witty, gracious, and
humble fellow that I had always been, the kind of guy you’d want sitting next to you at a
dinner party. The only difference was that now I was full grown, I was more handsome,
witty, gracious and humble than ever. Even without testicles.
But where were those #@*#!!!** birds?
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V
“Hey, there’s a new political party in town – The Tuxedo Party. I love a good party.”
Twitter @TuxedoStan

I’ve heard it said (I’m not sure by who but it was probably a cat) that sometimes in a
nation’s hour of greatest need, a hitherto unknown will arise from the masses of the great
unwashed and lead his country. Now, I wouldn’t exactly say I was unknown and I certainly
wasn’t unwashed, but when my people needed me I was there. Like Churchill. And
Ghandi… or The Lion King.
The date was June 3, 2012, just a few days after my second birthday. Everyone was
gathered around the table one morning, talking and laughing. I don’t know if it was the few
wayward strands of long, black fur in the scrambled eggs au gratin, or the dried up hairball
on the cushion. Or maybe that incident with the pie dough…

But suddenly, everyone was looking at me.
Normally, that would be cause for concern.
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I kept my cool when a lesser cat might have fled the scene. Everyone was smiling so I figured
it couldn’t be too bad. They raised their glasses of orange juice (cream in a bowl makes more
sense to me) and shouted, “To Stan and The Tuxedo Party”.

Oh, so that’s what this was all about! I hoped there would be hors-d’oeuvres and some of that
good, knock-your-white-socks-off, handpicked Colombian catnip with no fillers. One little sniff
of that stuff and wooza!!! But no ice sculptures, please! Once I got my tongue stuck on an ice
sculpture. They told me it was going to be a political party. I nodded like I knew what they
were talking about, then secretly checked the dictionary app on my i-Phone.
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There are four main political parties in Canada. I don’t know who came up with their names
(maybe dogs?) but they’re pretty lame. If you are conservative, then the dictionary says you
are “opposed to change”. Well! There’s a brilliant campaign strategy. If you don’t want to
change things, then what’s the point? Then you have the liberals who are “generous, tolerant,
and open-minded”. Pardon me while I hoark up a hairball. That’s politician-speak for “all talk
and no action”. And the New Democratic Party? You gotta wonder what was wrong with the
old one. Let’s not forget the Green Party. Bad colour choice. I would have chosen The
Fuchsia Party or The Turquoise Party… anything but the Green Party. That just means
“unripe”. Then I checked “tuxedo”. The definition of tuxedo is “elegant dinner jacket”.

So, I could sit around in Catopia, enjoying myself, with a little bit of blogging and tweeting on
the side or I could take the world by storm in my elegant dinner jacket. It was a no-brainer.
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I wanted to make a difference in the lives of tens of thousands of homeless, unneutered cats
in this city. We needed a low-cost spay/neuter clinic. We needed a Trap-Neuter-Return and
Care program. We needed a sanctuary for homeless, unwanted strays to live out their lives in
comfort. We needed “Tuxedo Stan for Mayor! Because neglect isn’t working!”
My platform was simple and made of wood.
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VI
“I hear there’s a high suicide rate among cat trainers.”
Twitter @TuxedoStan

I was chosen above all others to become the leader of a brand new political party. What was
my first order of business, you ask? Rest. I know God waited until the seventh day, but by
then he was exhausted and not making rational decisions. (I think that’s what happened with
the pits in the avocados.) And look at Michelangelo. He did his best work lying on his back,
looking up at the ceiling.
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My second order of business was food. You can’t run a brilliant campaign on an empty
stomach. Only when I was rested and my belly full, did I gather round my advisors. A
successful leader must choose his advisors with care. You want creative thinkers who have no
interest in the leadership role or masterminding a coup. I think I was safe with this lot.

I already had more “likes” on my Facebook page than any of the other candidates. And when
my friend Hank, the Maine Coon cat who was running for the US senate, threw his support
behind me, I got a lot more likes. The catnip flowed freely that night.
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Poster by Matthew O’Leary

Thanks to all the buzz on social media, freelancer Jon Blanchard had the good sense to write
a story about me for popular local magazine “Frank”. It launched both our careers although
he already had a good one selling his foot-long hotdogs at the farmer’s market. Foot-long
hotdogs! Who knew? This is the stuff cat dreams are made of. For Jon’s sake, I would like to
retract every bad thing I ever tweeted about dogs, like:
“Have you heard the story about the highly intelligent dog? Me neither.”
“For sale. Dog brain. Never been used.”
“Ever notice that all the books about clever dogs are in the fiction category?”
(Ha! In case you’re wondering, this isn’t just a sly way of saying more bad things about dogs.)
After the story and picture of me waving to the cameras
hit the stands, Tuxedo Stan fever broke out. I began
using a stunt double, Fijy, for my public appearances
outside of Catopia. To the untrained eye, we looked
similar but one of us took up a bit more space.
Mainstream media were salivating to get a piece of the
Tuxedo Stan action. I had the looks. I had the charm. And
I had an important message. But let’s face it. I was a cat.
I had my own agenda. That’s when they called in the cat
trainer - two words that should not be used together in
the same sentence.
45

If you are considering a career in cat training, I would reconsider. It will take you to the dark
side. During a photo op with a cat, have you ever politely suggested “sit”, “stay”, or
“down”? And how did that go? I rest my case.
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VII
“Hi. I’m Tuxedo Stan. Would you like me to kiss your baby?”
Twitter@TuxedoStan

As word of me and my campaign supporting a spay/neuter program for low income families
spread, a media truck was parked in our driveway just about every day. When my story
appeared on CTV’s The National with anchor Lisa LaFlamme, I thought I couldn’t get any more
famous.
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But then, holey schmoley. I was endorsed by
Ellen Degeneres and Anderson Cooper! I had
Facebook followers in 52 countries. I even
made the Sky Arabia news. I don’t understand
Arabic, but every so often I heard them say
“Tuxedo Stan”. It was music to my ears. I was
even featured in a German ladies magazine.
Love those frauleins!
You can watch Ellen’s endorsement by
clicking this link: http://bit.ly/1b72IN3

Watch Anderson Cooper’s endorsement by
clicking here: http://cnn.it/1kiqetj
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I had my own website where I waxed poetic about all kinds of things (especially myself) and
my very own store of Stan Stuff - Tuxedo Stan for Mayor posters, Tuxedo Stan buttons,
Tuxedo Stan t-shirts, and Tuxedo Stan minion ambassadors. Since there was only one of me
to go round, my adoring public could now carry me and my message far and wide.

You can check out my website at:
www.tuxedostan.com
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I played the piano for Susan Kent during an interview with This Hour Has 22 Minutes, one of
Canada’s top-rated news comedy shows. And speaking of music, Juno Award nominee
singer-songwriter Don Amero dedicated his song “Life Gets better” to my campaign. Here he
is holding Fijy my stunt double, or as I like to call him, my STAN-d in.

You can watch my “This Hour Has
22 Minutes” skit here:
http://bit.ly/LCZUL9
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You can watch the video for “Life
Gets Better” here:
http://bit.ly/LVgkPN

Locally, my nomination dinner was sold out and almost every single candidate running for
office in our municipality had signed my Pledge of Compassion and Action. I was a foot tall,
occasionally barfed in public, and could be entertained for hours by a crumpled up ball of
tinfoil. Nevertheless, I had succeeded in getting politicians to commit, in writing, to making
life better for less fortunate felines.

Future mayor Mike Savage showed up
at my party trying to steal votes.

Click here if you’d like to read my
Pledge of Compassion and Action:
http://bit.ly/1d723dv
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Did all this fame and success go to my head? Of course not. Well, maybe a little...

“You can think of ME as the pot of gold.”

“People tell ME I’m
handsome. I’m inclined
to agree with them.”

“I think the mirror is one of
man’s greatest inventions.”
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They say fame is fleeting. But what I say, and I should know because I’m famous, is that
fame may be fleeting. But the things you stand for are not. I’ve kissed a lot of lucky babies in
my day. Some of them don’t smell too good and they can screech for no good reason. But, if
they grow up loving and protecting animals, then it was worth every bald head and toothless
smile.

Baby from istockphoto.com
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VIII
“I demand a recount!”
Twitter @TuxedoStan

The election was rigged. I was leading in the popular vote if my Facebook page was any
indication but sadly, humans tend to vote for other humans. I think a human was behind the
smear campaign but I couldn’t prove anything.
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Of course, there were a few irregularities at the polling booth in Catopia as well.

“You’re voting for Fred? Not at my polling booth!”
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ME and Earl goofing around at the campaign oﬃce

Mmm…
cake!

October 12, 2012 - Sunday worship
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Fijy, my body double, gets a police escort.

Photo from Twitter
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When my request for a recount was denied, I
graciously called the new mayor and offered
my congratulations. There are a lot of good
people on council who care about the cat
overpopulation crisis. My dream is that one
day every cat in this province will have the
opportunity to live a full and rich life. And
that’s not possible if you constantly have to
worry about kids you didn’t even know you
had showing up on the doorstep, suitcase in
hand. I’m neutered and proud of it. Testicles
are over-rated! The gonads gotta go.
Even though I lost the election on a
technicality (I’m a cat), I considered it a moral
victory. The issues of feline neglect,
abandonment and overpopulation had made
headlines around the world. Change was in
the air. I could smell it. Or was that dog
poop?
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At Spay Day HRM, my favourite charity, we were spaying and neutering more cats than ever
before because of the generosity of Stan fans all over the world. But I really knew I had made
it when Frank magazine cast me as the baby Jesus in their cut-out nativity scene special
edition.

Frank magazine January 2, 2013

My friends Anderson Cooper and Ellen
Degeneres were included as “Shepherds
who saw the Christ Child on the internet.”
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And, on December 26, 2012, I was recognized by The Chronicle Herald as one of only twentyfive talented members of the arts and cultural community who took great steps forward in
2012. (I would have been listed first but they were in alphabetical order.)
I wasn’t just a rising star. I was a comet, a heavenly body with a luminous tail. Yup, that’s me.
Life was really good.
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So amidst the excitement of posing for my own line of Valentine’s Day cards for my Stan fans, I
didn’t really notice that twinge in my side at first. But by the middle of January, that twinge got
the better of me and I didn’t feel like eating. Me and my litter box got to take a road trip with dad
to the vet college on Prince Edward Island. I don’t recommend road trips. Have you ever tried to
pee in an airplane toilet during turbulence?
The good thing was that I got a lot of treats. The bad thing was that they found out I had a rare
and very aggressive form of cancer in one of my kidneys. I would have to start chemotherapy
right away and even then, the outlook wasn’t very good. I heard the doctor say something
about two to four months. Well, those were just numbers based on averages. I was no average
cat. Bring on the chemo. I still had things to do.

Chemo Day 1 - Atlantic Veterinary College

I got a special chemo sock from a fan in the UK.
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Here, Earl, take my paw.

I’ve got him right where he wants ME.

Uh oh! Maybe I shouldn’t have called him Fatboy.
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Hmm… it seemed like a good idea at the time.

CATZILLA vs the village people.

Seriously, it was THIS big!

You don’t say much, do you?

JUNE BUG!!!
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FRESH MINIONS!

My work here is done.

Did someone say party?
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Just call ME Mustafa.

Happy birthday to ME!

ME posing with a delegation of visiting dignitaries.

ME helping in the garden.
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So THIS is what the inside of a mouse looks like!

Click to watch the advertisement:

http://bit.ly/1fZ3CdN

George was singing off key.
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ZZZZZZ…

Chemotherapy days are exhausting!

Do you people realize just WHO you’re dealing with?

ME and my chemo vet - Dr Jane Corkum.
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I taught him everything he knows:
http://bit.ly/1dymOdA
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On the 8th day of the 9th month, my nine lives had been used up. It was time. My brother
Earl was ready to lead the Tuxedo Party in the provincial election. I had taught him all I knew,
which was a lot. I was, I am, and I will always be…the Great Tuxedo Stan. I live on in your
hearts and in every kind thing you do for animals. I’ve done the math and these are the
numbers that matter.
1 cat + 6 humans + an army of 20,000 supporters = a better world
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IX
“A new study found that homes with dogs have more bacteria… I rest my case.”
Twitter@TuxedoStan

Thank you for your love and support, for believing in a little black and white tuxedo cat from
the wrong side of the tracks, and especially for making such a huge difference in the lives of
so many less fortunate cats.
And now, my Valentine’s day gift to you (click the link): http://bit.ly/1iE4MLz
With much love,
Tuxedo Stan
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One last word…

EPILOGUE
Stan is no longer with us and there isn’t a day goes by that my husband and I don’t ache to
hold him in our arms. He was a gentle, curious little guy who loved life; a black and white
charmer in a tuxedo, snoozing on our laps one minute, then gleefully rearranging a photo shoot
the next. He was pure, innocent and true to himself and because of that, his message touched
the hearts of people around the world.
But his greatest gift to us, and one we never expected, is the amazing connection we have with
all of you, the Stan fans. We share a love of animals, especially cats, and a desire to make the
world a better place for them. Twenty thousand people in over fifty-two countries is a powerful
voice for change and it began with one person wanting to make a difference. It is because of
your support that so much has been accomplished, not just locally but in communities all over
the world. Your generosity, your many kindnesses, and your prayers and well wishes for Stan
mean more to us than you will ever know.
We have never asked you to “share” on Facebook or “retweet” on Twitter. But we are making
this one time only exception by asking you to please share Stan’s memoir with all your friends.
With our deep gratitude and appreciation for all you do, this memoir is for you from our beloved
Stannie.

A few more words…
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SpayDay HRM began as a weekend project for its founder, Linda Felix. Her goal was to
spay/neuter fifty cats but she quickly discovered the enormity of the cat overpopulation
crisis in HRM (Halifax Regional Municipality). She kept going, cat by cat, as she was able to
fundraise. She established good relationships within the community and increased the
number of cats being spayed and neutered. With the formation of the Tuxedo Party under
the guidance of its charismatic leader Tuxedo Stan in July of 2012, the number of cats
being spayed and neutered by SpayDay jumped to record levels. Stan touched the hearts
and minds of people all over the world and suddenly the issues of feline neglect,
abandonment, and overpopulation were headline news. With the moral and financial
support of Stan Fans, Linda and her team of volunteers expanded their work to include 3
large TNR-C (Trap, Neuter, Return-Care) colonies. In 2014 her plans are to focus efforts on
low income areas and public housing where the need is greatest. In the communities where
Linda has helped low income families, the feline populations are stable.
SpayDay Statistics:
2011 - 123 spays/neuters
2012 - Jan. to July - 28 spays/neuters (pre-Tuxedo Party)
2012 - Aug. to Dec. - 105 spays/neuters
2013 - 362 spays/neuters
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Locally, the Tuxedo Party was successful in convincing the municipal government to provide
a $40,000.00 grant to the SPCA for a low cost spay and neuter clinic. On a provincial level,
we have met with the Minister of Agriculture to ensure cats are included in the Animal
Protection Act, currently being revised. While much more remains to be done, Tuxedo Stan
has given us a wonderful start and Earl Grey and the Tuxedo Party will continue to make
sure his torch shines brightly for the cats in need.
A final word…

If you would like to make a donation
to Tuxedo Stan’s favourite charity,
Spay Day HRM, please go to
http://tuxedostan.com/
and click on the red
“DONATE NOW” button.
Thank you!

A picture is worth a thousand words…
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I… Tuxedo Stan
Heavenly and luminous
Black and white…
always.

Tuxedo Stan at 12 weeks of age
August 24, 2010

