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			Dedication

			
		
    Thank you so much for picking up Paws of Destiny. My husband Morgan and I are so excited to share this little piece of our family with you. Who would've thought that adopting two tiny kittens would inspire so many adventures? We really hope you enjoy all the fun and zany ideas that Morgan has included.
 When we picked out our kittens from Topeka Cat Cafe and Topeka Helping Hands Humane Society we had no idea that they would become the main source of our entertainment. If you get the chance, check out the social media for the book and the two places that rescued our kittens when they were all alone. We are so thankful for the good work they do for animals everyday.
Paws of Destiny is first and foremost a comedy and Morgan enjoys adding in his dad jokes and bad puns so be prepared to roll your eyes at least a couple times. He also loves  movie and literary references so look out for theme songs, characters and allusions of all kinds to anything from his other books to anime and games (even a mention of one of my favorite actors). Also the fart jokes, there are a lot of them but if you ever visit us when our black kitten gets nervous you will smell the reason why we couldn't leave them out and probably turn green like a cartoon character at the scent. She is small but smells very mighty…pfft.
Since our kids are all in or headed off to college it seemed like the perfect setting for this story. The very mention of sunflowers makes our Kansan hearts smile so you will see that throughout and it is not hard to see the resemblance between some of the characters and our human family members. If you have ever been sprayed by a skunk or chased around by an angry turkey then you will feel the evil of the villains. Paws of Destiny is broken down into short adventures or issues so if anything seems upsetting or overwhelming you can just skip right to the next issue. There are a lot of laughs in these pages but as with any superhero story some violence takes place but we promise no animals were injured in the creation of this collection of tales. Now it is time to get ready and dive into, what we hope, is just the beginning of a long life of adventures for Poe and Tolkien.
Rebecca Davis Schmidt
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Issue #1 Secret Origin
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Clara Hastings was rushing to get everything into her little car.  Bedding, pillows, boxes, cat carriers, and pet supplies found a spot in her car.  

“Years of playing old school Tetris has finally paid off,” she thought to herself as she shut the door.  It refused to completely close.  “Ugh,” she said as she put her shoulder into the door.  It clicked closed.  She wiped the sweat from her forehead and took her glasses off to clean them.  Her hair was long and shiny brown.  She thought about dying it a different color but knew her parents would freak out.  Maybe one day during the semester she will be brave enough to do it.  Clara put her glasses back on and adjusted her t-shirt that was splattered with colorful flowers.  Her jeans fit loosely on her with the bottoms tucked into pink boots.  

She heard the front door of the house open and close.  Her parents came out.  Clara’s dad was a former college football player but he had let his body go a little bit.  He could be gruff but was a teddy bear at heart.  Her mom was a cheerleader in high school but a knee injury kept her from going on to college.  Freak accident.  Someone had thrown a banana peel during a Friday night football game at the base of her pyramid formation.  She was at the top, cheering on the student section when one of the bottom cheerleaders stepped on the peel and the pyramid fell.  She was like Wile E. Coyote when he realized there was gravity.  To this day, her mom refused to eat a banana.  Even a banana milkshake would cause her to have flashbacks.

Clara could tell they had been crying but were putting on brave faces for her.  Her dad was wearing his shirt that read “Sunfield State University Dad”.  She cringed at it but he was proud of it.

“Oh, Clara, I’m going to miss you so much,” her mom sobbed as she reached out for a hug.

“I’m not going to be that far, Mom.  It’s only ninety minutes away in Prairieville .”

“I know, I know but you’re my baby.  Eighteen years of taking care of you and now you’re going to be an hour and a half away.”

“Honey, release her,” Dad said.  “She’s going to have to leave soon or miss Move-in Day.  Now, are you sure you are going to be able to take care of everything?”

“Yes, Dad.  I made sure my boxes aren’t too heavy or big.”

“All your bags have secure straps?”

“Yes.”

“Cat carriers are locked and secured?”

“Yes, Dad.”

“Mace on keychain, Owl McStabby handy?”

Clara held up her car keys with a small black can of mace on it.  With her other hand she pulled out a cute pink metal owl head with the eyes missing.  She placed her two fingers into it, the horns showing sharp points on them.

“Good.  You can never be too careful.  At least Owl McStabby looks like your mascot.  Go Owls!” he said as he stretched his arms out like a bird.  

Clara blushed in embarrassment.

“Hoot! Hoot! Go Owls!”

Clara put her protection item back in her pocket so she did not hurt her mom when she came in for another hug.  Mom wrapped her arms around her.  “I’m going to miss you so much.”

“I know, I know.  I’ll call you tonight once I get settled, okay.”

Mom sniffed.  “Promise?”

“Promise.  Please release me so that I can go or we will never get this over with.”

“Sorry, Sweetheart.”  She wiped the tears from her eyes.  “Going away selfie?”

“Of course,” Clara replied with a smile.

The three gathered together with Dad holding the camera up.  “One, two, three, Hoot!” Dad said

“Hoot,” they said in unison.  The camera flashed.  Dad checked it, pleased with the results.  

Clara got into her car and turned the engine on.  She brought up her Spotify playlist and connected her phone bluetooth.  Taylor Swift came on.  She looked at the two pink cat carriers in the passenger seat.  A white and gray fluffy kitten and a sleek black kitten took up residence there.

“Tolkien, Poe, you girls ready?”  Clara asked.

“Mew,” Tolkien, the long haired kitten, responded.

“Meeeeeeeeoooooooowwwww,” Poe the black kitten complained loudly.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Clara replied as she put her car into drive and drove down the road.  She checked the rearview mirror.  Her mom was bawling while her dad was flapping his arms like wings.

* * *
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AFTER DRIVING ON THE highway with one potty break, Clara pulled into the dorm parking lot of Sunfield State University.  The parking lot was large and had four different dorms on each side.  There was Meadowbrook Hall, Golden Prairie Hall, Lakewind Hall, and then her new home: Sunflower Hall.  The names were corny but being in the Midwest, she just went with it.  Parents and freshmen were exiting cars, taking boxes and small furniture across the parking lot.  Clara got out of her car and tried to decide where to start.

“Let’s see: purse, keys, student ID, phone.  Phone.  Phone.  Where is my phone?”  Clara felt a slight panic.  “Phone, where are you?”

“Meow,” Tolkien spoke.  “Meow.”

“Tolkien, do you see it?”  Clara reached between the carriers, finding her phone.  “How did that get there?  Must’ve dropped it when I parked or something.”

“Meeeooooowwww!” Poe screamed.  “Meow, meow, meow.”

“Okay, okay, girls, I’ll take you in first.  I swear, you are the worst passengers.”

“Ow,” Poe agreed.  

The two kittens stared at everything as Clara made her way to Sunflower Hall.  People were heading in every direction.  She tried to avoid banging her carriers against everyone and everything.

“Man, everyone is out to hit me.  Is it always this chaotic?” Clara thought.  She got to the elevator and pressed the up button.  The elevator dinged its lights and opened.  The two kittens’ eyes widened as a gaggle of people rushed out of the elevator.

“Meow,” Poe protested.

“Aaaa,” Tolkien agreed.

“It’s almost over, I swear, girls.  Just be patient.”  Clara stepped into the elevator.  A couple more freshman girls came in, holding boxes and backpacks.

“Three please,” Clara asked after she realized that hands were full.

“No problem,” one girl replied.  She looked down.  “Are those kittens?  OMG, they are so pretty.”

“Awwww,” the other girl said.  “So cute. How’d you get pets on campus?”

“I’m an elementary education major and these little girls are going to be trained to be therapy cats for my classroom once I graduate.”

“That is so awesome.  So jelly,” the first girl said.  The elevator paused as the door opened.  The two girls got off.  “See you around.”

“Bye,” Clara said as the doors closed.  “Ugh, too many people.”

“Meow,” Tolkien agreed.

“Ow,” Poe said.

“Glad you girls agree with me.”  The elevator stopped and opened.  Clara snuck out as people tried to rush into the elevator.  She looked at the floor map.  “317, 317, where are you?  Ah, left we go.”

“Meow,” Poe said.  Tolkien silently screamed.

Clara tried to move around people, dodging everyone who wanted to see her kittens.  She arrived at her dorm room door, setting the carriers down.  She pulled out her keycard and swiped it over the handle.  It beeped and the lock clicked.  She grabbed it, opened the door and stepped in with the carriers.  Clara hit the lightswitch and her small dorm room came to life.  There was a window on the back wall with a desk and chair below.  On the right wall was a twin size bed and dresser.  Across the room from it was a pair of small bookcases.  There was a small door as she walked in.  She opened the door and turned on the light to reveal the bathroom with sink, toilet and small shower.  On the other side of the wall was the closet, one half where she could hang clothes and the other with shelving for shoes and other accessories.  

Clara placed the carriers on the bed and opened each one up.  The kittens slowly came out, unsure of the new room.  Tolkien came out first, her long white fur looking disheveled after being in the crate for so long.  Her gray highlighted fluffy tail hung up high as her soft paws felt the bed.  Poe squeaked a meow out and sat in front of her carrier.  Her black fur and green eyes stood out on the uncovered mattress.  Tolkien rubbed her head against Poe.

“Okay, you two inspect, make sure everything is good.  I got to get the rest of my stuff.”  She turned and grabbed the door handle.  “And no farting, Poe.”  She opened the door and closed it shut, leaving the two kittens alone.

“Think she’ll come back?” Poe asked Tolkien, using her kitty telepathy that all cats seemed to have since they never meowed at each other but seemed to communicate somehow.

“Yeah, she will.  I think.  She always comes back.  Maybe this place has good hunting and she’ll find us a fat mouse to eat.”

“She never brings us a mouse.  I’m beginning to think she’s not a very good hunter.”

“We’re only five human months old,” Tolkien noted.  “Maybe she eats it on the way and that’s why we get that yummy soft food.  She’s already full from hunting.”

“Mmmmm, gravy stick,” Poe drooled.  “I can’t wait for the gravy food.”

“You’re weird,” Tolkien remarked as she walked in a circle and laid down.  “I’m going to nap.”

“How can you nap when there’s so much to explore?” Poe asked as she jumped to the ground.  “Ooo, cold floor.  Why is the floor cold?  Where’s the carpet?”  Poe jumped onto the desk and stood at the window.  She could see the campus and the grass that grew here and there.  “My territory.”

“Whatever,” Tolkien said as she made a large yawn and put her head back down.

The kittens watched as Clara made several trips from the door to the car.  She seemed to take longer and longer to make trips.  After what felt like hours, Clara said, “Last box.  Finally.”  The kittens waited on the floor, to see where she was going to go next.  Clara put her glasses on the desk and flopped, face first, onto the bed.  

Tolkien wiggled her butt and jumped onto the bed.  She walked over Clara’s back and laid down between her shoulder blades, purring.

“Feel the healing power of my purrs so that you may feel better and feed us,” Tolkien said.  All Clara could hear were the purrs.

“You know, she can’t hear us, right?”  Poe said as she jumped onto the bed.  “Humans are too stupid to understand.”  She curled up next to Clara.  “Besides, there are other ways to get her up to feed us.”

“Don’t do it,” Tolkien pleaded.  “Please don’t, I can wait to eat.”

“I’m gonna do it.”

“Please don’t, please don’t, what if the window doesn’t open,” Tolkien begged.

Poe smiled at her.  Pfft.  

A minute later.  

“Oh my word, what did you eat, Poe!  I can’t believe you did that.  I just wanted to rest for a few minutes.”  Clara got up and hurried over to the window, unlocking it and pushing it up.  A screen kept the kittens from being able to get out.  She rapidly opened a box and found a small desk fan, plugged it in, and aimed it toward the window.  “I swear, you are part skunk.  Just what every first grader wants, a stinky skunk that purrs.  Well, maybe just the boys.”  Clara went over to a box and pulled out cat supplies: litter box, litter, toys, food bowl, food container, beds.  Everything a college bound kitten would need.  

“I hate you guys so much sometimes,” Clara mumbled as she started to put the litter box in the bathroom.

“Told you it would work,” Poe said with a look of satisfaction on her face.

“My purring would’ve let her relax and get our stuff together,” Tolkien said as she stretched on the bed.  “I also don’t appreciate being tossed off her.  I was really comfy.”

“Wimp,” Poe responded.

Tolkien wiggled her butt.  “I’ll wimp you.  Parkour!” she yelled as she pounced at Poe.  Poe laid back, Tolkien overshooting her.  Poe got up and tackled her, pinning her back.

“One, two,” Poe started as Tolkien kicked out.  She sat on her haunches and came down with a paw, smacking Poe on the head.  

“You watch too much pro wrestling with Clara,” Tolkien said, annoyed.

“And what do you call that smacking move you just did, Miss Flair?”  Poe did a quick run at her, screaming, “Spear! Spear!”

Tolkien rolled with it and threw Poe under the bed.  “Poe is sent over the top rope, winning the Royal Rumble!  Tolkien is moving on to Wrestlemania!”

Clara walked back into the room, carrying an empty litter container.  “Really?  You won’t let me just rest? You have the energy to play.”  She grabbed the pet beds and placed them at the foot of her bed.  Poe came from under the bed, covered in dust bunnies.  “Ew, Poe, really?  Just really?” she complained as she wiped the dust off her.  “You little dust collector, what am I going to do with you?”

“My bad, human.  You’d think they would clean this place up better.  Thanks.”  Clara set Poe down on the ground.  Poe looked at Tolkien.  “At least she didn’t lick me.  Human tongues are so gross and smelly.”

“I got you, girl,” Tolkien said.  “I’ll clean your fur later.”

“Thanks,” Poe said as her head rubbed Tolkien.

“Awww, you girls are too cute.  I can’t wait to start having you guys for therapy training.”

“We have class!  We are college kittens!” Tolkien excitedly said, her blue eyes growing big from happiness.

“Might be hard,” Poe said as she sat down beside her.

“Why’s that?” Tolkien asked as Clara began to open boxes and put items away.

“We can’t read.”

“Well, crud.”

Later that night, Clara passed out in the bed.  The closet was full of clothes, shoes, and hats.  She hung up posters, a mix of superheroes and fantasy creatures.  Her bookshelves held various graphic novels, young adult fiction, and RPG instructional books.  Her desk was prepped with notebooks, paper, pencils, a charging laptop and an e-reader.  Clara still had a few days before classes began but the job of unpacking was done.  Tolkien laid on Clara’s chest, curled up in a ball, her fluffy gray tail wrapped around her body.  Poe laid in her kitty bed.  Her ears twitched.  She perked up and looked around the room.  She jumped out of bed and looked around. Tolkien raised her head and yawned.

“What’s wrong?” she sleepily asked.  “Gotta use the litter box?”

“No, I thought I heard something.  I’m just going to look around.  Make sure it’s safe here.”

“Okay,” Tolkien yawned and put her head back down.

Poe leaped down and walked around the walls of the room.  She stopped at the door and waited.  She could hear people walking but nothing that matched the noise that she heard.  Poe walked toward the desk and jumped up to the window.  She looked around her territory and took in a deep breath.  

“Tolkien, wake up,” Poe pleaded.

“What is it?” she complained.

“Something doesn’t smell right.”

“You probably farted.  The food was something new Clara wanted to try with us. Come to bed,” Tolkien said as she stood up and stretched.

“No, I’m telling you, something isn’t right.  Bring your fuzzy butt here and check it out.”

Tolkien got up and hopped up the desk to the window. She took a few sniffs around the window.  

“Well?” Poe asked.

“Yeah, something doesn’t smell right.  Can’t be you because my nose fur isn’t on fire.”

“Ha, ha,” Poe responded sarcastically.  A strange purple glow came out in the distance.  “What’s that?”

“I think Clara called it the Oakley Science Center, whatever that means.”

A silo shaped building began to glow purple, radiating energy waves from it.  The science center began to light up the campus.  Suddenly, there was an explosion inside a lab, sending waves of purple energy in every direction.  The waves hit the kittens, knocking them onto the ground.  They tried to move but their muscles felt like pudding.  The purple light lit the room up and then it was dark.

“Poe, are you okay?  I don’t feel good,” Tolkien said with worry in her voice.

“I think so.”  Pfft.  “Much better.”

“So gross,” Tolkien said as she passed out, alongside Poe.  Clara continued sleeping.
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Issue #2 Zero Session
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Tolkien woke up to the buzzing of Clara’s phone.  It was an annoying sound, like a musician who just figured out a high note.  She nudged Poe, who slowly stirred.

“You okay?” Tolkien asked.  Her body was stiff.

“Sleepy,” Poe said as she stretched her back, curving it up, then lengthening her body.  “What do you think happened last night?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe it’s just a college thing?  Humans are weird creatures.  Seemed like something out of a movie.”

“Is our human okay?”

Clara turned over, her snoring becoming louder despite the alarm going off.  

“She seems sleepy too.  And can’t breathe.  I shall fix that,” Tolkien said as she leaped, jumping from the floor, over Clara, and smacking the wall.  She slid down to the bed, shaking the birdies that were flying around her head, pawing at one of them.

Poe peered over the mattress.  “Are you okay?  Too much jump?”

“I guess,” Tolkien responded.  “I’ve never jumped that far before.  Weird.”  She walked over to Clara and laid in a circle in front of her mouth.  Clara breathed in some long white fur and choked herself awake.  

“Oh, Tolkien, that is so annoying,” Clara whined as she grabbed her phone, the charger falling out.  She sat up as her mind shifted into second gear as a picture of the school mascot with a panicked face blinked on her screen.  “What is this about?”  She read the notification out loud: 

Students: Last night an explosion in the Oakley Science Center occurred.  No lives were lost and the administration is working with chemical safety experts and military advisors to control any contamination.  If you feel that you may have gotten sick from this event, please come to the Beacon Student Union to be looked over and treated.  If you are having trouble processing the event, social emotional counselors are available to you in the Beacon Student Union at no cost .

“Oh, my word.  The school almost went Chernobyl.  And not that far away from me.  Kittens!  Are you okay?”  She hugged Tolkien tightly as Poe jumped onto the bed.

“I’m good,” Poe said.

“I can’t breathe but I’m comfortable at the same time,” Tolkien said as Clara squeezed her.

Clara set her down and rubbed Poe’s head.  “I can’t believe I slept through that.  Crazy that it happened right when school was starting.”

“I can believe it,” Poe said.  “You slept like a rock half the night.”

“Am I growing a third eyeball?” Tolkien asked with a slight panic in her voice.  “I can just feel it growing,” she said as she pawed at her face.

“Awww, you’re cleaning your face.  So cute.”

“I’m growing a third eyeball, human!  Do something!”

Clara rubbed Tolkien’s head.  She found a piece of gum in her fur.  She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut the fur.  “Silly kitten, how did you manage to get gum in your fur?  Goofball.”

Tolkien escaped her grip and sat by Poe.  “You could have told me it was gum.”

Poe looked at her with a smile.  “But it was too funny to watch.  I was going to get to it.”

“You shall die for this outrage,” Tolkien said as she leaped at Poe.

“Zoomie mode engaged,” Poe said as she took off.  The kittens chased each other around the dorm room.

“You silly kittens,” Clara said as she gathered some fresh clothes and went into the bathroom.

“I’m going to get you, Poe!” Tolkien meowed as she went for a tackle.  Poe ran under the bed.  Tolkien followed her only to find Poe was gone.  She looked around and pawed at the shadows under the bed.  “Poe, where are you?  I know you have black fur but it’s daytime.  Where did you go?”  She left the bed and peered around the room.  There was no sign of her.

“Poe?  Did you sneak to the litter box?  Hello?” Tolkien whined.

Poe came racing out from under the bed, panic in her eyes.  

“There you are.  Where did you come from?  You weren’t under the bed a second ago.”

Poe’s heart was racing.  “I don’t know what happened.  I ran under the bed and I ended up outside under a bush.  I freaked out and ran into a shadow to hide and I ended up back here.”  

Tolkien inspected Poe, licking her head.  “It’s okay.  You’re safe.  You taste like leaves.”

“I was under a bush!” Poe screamed at her.  “Outside!  There’s no litter box out there!”

Tolkien was startled and jumped up.  She was waiting to land on the bed but was floating toward the ceiling.  “Poe, help,” she pleaded as she pawed the air.  “I can’t stop jumping.”

“You’re not jumping.  You’re floating like a balloon.  I’ll get you down.”  Poe hopped onto the bed and wiggled her butt.  She leapt into the air and tried to reach her but missed.  “Well, that sucked.”

“Try again, please,” Tolkien pleaded.  “Why is Clara taking so long?”

“Litter box thingy, probably,” Poe responded.  “That thing humans use.”

“Toilet.  Of all the times.”

“When you gotta go, you gotta go,” Poe said as she farted.  She lifted off the bed a little.

“Really, now?”

“Hang on, I got an idea,” Poe said as she crouched down.  She sprung up and passed gas.  The force of it allowed her to reach Tolkien.  She opened her front legs and hugged her.  They floated back down and landed on the desk.

“Thank you,” Tolkien said as she made sure she did not fly away again.  “Have you always been able to do that?”

“Fart.  Always.  It’s a specialty of mine.”

“No, Poe, jumping and farting to get more height.”

“Oh, no, I thought it was worth a try.  It was in a cartoon Clara watched one time.  Always wanted to try it.”

“Something weird is
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