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To All the Cats I’ve Loved.

~Heidi
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Chapter One
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The day my human tried to put a tiny bow tie on me was the day I realized how very much she needed a boyfriend. 

But let me start a little before that. My name is Captain Rogers. My human says she named me this because I have the most beautiful blue eyes, just like a certain star-spangled fellow she’s obsessed with. She’s wrong, of course. She’s shown me said Captain’s eyes multiple times, and his aren’t nearly as blue, or as beautiful, as mine. Still, he’s apparently her favorite thing aside from me, so I’ll let him have a pass on the “not quite as pretty” eyes thing. 

Where was I? Oh yes. For the most part my human just calls me Cap. I’m five-years-old, and I’ve been with Missy for all but six months of that. Before that, it was mostly “the place with the cages.” I didn’t like the place with the cages all that much. It smelled like dog, and you could hear them barking in the distance. I still get nervous when I hear barking dogs. I think they call that PTSD ... Pet Traumatic Something Dogs. 

Anyway, I’m an impressive specimen (my vet said so, and though I’m not terribly fond of him, he’s right), with white fur except for my two ginger ears and my ginger tail. Missy is also a superior specimen, in my not so humble opinion. She’s got reddish curls and freckles that match the spots on my nose almost perfectly. Even better, she works from our apartment in a job that requires a lot of sitting, so her lap is almost always available. It’s a nice lap. Easily in my top three places to sleep (right after the beam of sun that comes in from the bedroom window and the top of the refrigerator.). 

I don’t like to brag (actually, I love it. Who am I kidding?), but I’m the most important thing in Missy’s life. She’s always liked to draw, but once she got me, she found her true calling in life: drawing me. Now she spends all day drawing cartoons of me and posting them on the internet. Apparently people buy t-shirts and stickers and coffee mugs with me on them. I’m kind of big deal. She does some other design work on the side, but pictures of me are the best, just like I’m the best. Missy said so. Missy should know. Missy is an artist and the best human in the world. I love Missy.

The day of the bow tie incident, I was dozing in Missy’s lap. Her left hand stroked my back while her right hand did the drawing work. The pencil scratched pleasantly against the paper, a sound I quite like. I twitched my ears trying to hear it better. 

When her phone went off literally inches from my listening ears, I jerked and hit my head on the edge of her desk. 

“Dangit!” Missy hissed. I peeked over the desk and found her picture marred by a sharp line where her pencil had jolted away from the adorable image of me snoozing on top of a laptop keyboard. “Why can’t people just email?” Missy grumbled. Missy didn’t get a lot of phone calls. 

Yawning, I sat up and bumped my head against her chin, comforting her as the phone continued to ring. As far as I was concerned, she didn’t need to give that silly phone the time of day. Not when she’d been so content and happy, petting and drawing me moments before. If I could’ve told her this, she probably never would’ve answered, but communicating with humans is a bit of a lost cause. She set the phone on the desk beside her drawing, pushed the speaker button, and said, “Hello, this is Missy.” 

“Hey, Miss, it’s me, Dana!” 

My ears flattened at the sound of the familiar yet unwelcome voice. Dana was a long-time “friend” of Missy’s. She came over every few weekends, took up the best chair in the apartment, and made fussy noises like “shoo, shoo!” if I came in her general direction. I didn’t like Dana much, but Missy, for whatever reason, seemed to tolerate her. 

“Oh, hi, Dan.” Missy’s shoulders slumped. Maybe she didn’t feel much like tolerating Dana today. 

“I got your RSVP today.” Dana’s voice continued to shriek from the phone as Missy picked up her eraser and rubbed out the unwanted line from her drawing. 

“Cool. Looking forward to the wedding,” Missy replied, though her nose wrinkled when she said it. 

“Yes, well, that’s why I’m calling. You didn’t check the box for a plus one.” 

Missy cringed. “So?”

“Well, if you don’t have a date, you should’ve called me! Haven’t I always been able to set you up on short notice? I’ve got a whole list of eligible bachelors. Tom’s cousin is single—and a lawyer.” 

“I’d really just rather not bother with it.” Missy rubbed my ears. “It’s your big day, after all. Don’t worry about me. It’s not like I was planning to dance.” 

“Yes, but Dominic—that’s Tom’s cousin—he’s really cute. Marathon runner—”

“Really, Dana, I don’t need you to set me up. I’m not in the market right now. I’ve got a lot going on in my life—”

Dana’s snort echoed through the phone’s speaker. Missy’s fingers gripped into my fur in a way that made me tense. 

“Oh, come on, Miss! All you’ve got going on are your drawings and your cat. You can’t bring a cat as your plus one.”

“He’d probably be better company for me than Mr. Lawyer Boy.” Missy scowled. “It’s not that I don’t know how to get a date. I just don’t want a date right now.” 

“Oh, don’t be ridiculous. Every woman wants a date. If you know how to get one, fine. I’ll mark you down for a plus one, but if you don’t tell me the name of the man you’re inviting by next Tuesday, I’m going to call Dominic on your behalf and make sure he’s at your table! You know it’s because I love you!”

Missy flushed. “I don’t think—”

“After all, your cat won’t live forever. You don’t want to end up alone, standing over a mass grave of furry friends.” 

Missy went rigid, and my fur stood on end. What the catnip! If Dana had been in the room, I would’ve scratched her. 

“Buh-bye now!” The phone went silent. 

For a moment Missy sat, gaping at the phone. My tail twitched uncontrollably at the base of my spine. How dare that awful woman insinuate that I wouldn’t live forever, that I wouldn’t always be there for Missy, that Missy needed some man to complete her when she had me. It was ridiculous. Missy had to know it was ridiculous. 

Snatching up the phone, Missy leaped to her feet sending me spiraling to the carpet. 

I landed on all fours, of course. It wasn’t as if I was in any danger. Still, my heart jumped. It wasn’t like Missy to just get up when I was comfortable. I’ve actually done some experiments to see how long she’ll put up with me on her lap before forcing me to move. Unless bathroom trips are involved, her limit is upwards of three hours. Now, however, she stomped into the other room as if I wasn’t even there. 

Shaking myself off, I licked my fore-paws before following her to the tiny bedroom. The closet door slammed shut, and she tossed a satin monstrosity in a crinkly plastic bag onto the bed. I hopped up and gave it a sniff. Not particularly great for sleeping on. I hoped she’d move it before nap time.

“And to think I bought a dress for that ditz’s wedding.” 

I jumped out of the way, dodging a pair of high-heeled shoes that landed on top of the dress.

“I should sell the dress and skip her stupid wedding. No! I’ll go, but come in my pajamas! My cat pajamas!” She sat beside the clothing items in a huff.

Wanting to deescalate the situation so that she could get back to her quiet afternoon of sitting, drawing, and petting me, I did what I do best. 

I was adorable.

I rubbed up against her. Rumbling purrs rose from my throat. I walked across her lap and flicked her nose with my majestic tail. She grunted and rubbed at my back, far too absent-mindedly in my opinion. Obviously her heart and thoughts were elsewhere. Somewhat peeved, I let out a “Meerow?” 

She smiled down at me. “I wish I could bring you as my plus one. You’d be the handsomest man at the wedding. Yes, you would!” She bent closer, and I stood on my hind legs to touch my nose to hers. “In fact.” She inhaled sharply and stood up again. 

I rolled onto the mattress. What was with all the abrupt rising today? Not seeming to notice that she’d knocked me off her lap for the second time in five minutes, Missy rushed to her dresser. At the top of it sat a teddy bear she’d gotten for her last birthday. The bear wore a tiny bow tie which she ripped over its fuzzy head. I twitched my whiskers. What was she up to?

Before I could react, Missy popped the elastic band of the bow tie over my head and straightened it beneath my chin. My claws gripped into the mattress. Every nerve in my sensitive body prickled. What was this? Uncertain as to what other course to take, I meowed piteously.

Missy burst out laughing. “You ... you look ... so handsome ...” She pulled her phone from her pocket and snapped a picture of me while I stood, stunned. Missy collapsed on the bed, giggling. 

It took several moments of pawing and wriggling to dislodge the bow tie. It finally snapped over my ears and flew onto the bed beside where Missy now lay, still laughing. Frustrated, I shook my body from nose tip to tail tip before sitting down to wash my ears. The elastic band from the bow tie had rumpled them ever so slightly, and it would take a lot of work to get them “just so” again. 

However, before I was half done, Missy’s giggles and snorts turned to full on shrieking. 

Concerned at this erratic behavior, I put my paw on her arm. She rolled over to face me. Her laughter grew hysterical, her face puckering until I wasn’t sure if she were going to sneeze or scream. It was then that I noticed tears streaming down her face. 

Missy was crying? Why was Missy crying? Was it because I didn’t want to wear the stupid bow tie? I pushed myself under her chin and rubbed and purred and flirted with all my might. 

Stop crying, Missy. I’m here! I’m here! Don’t cry!

Missy gripped me in a suffocating hug, but continued to sob. Her tears seeped through my fur. Her hold made it difficult to breathe. Still, I owed it to Missy, the one who had saved me from the place with the cages, my favorite lap, the giver of treats and pets, to be there, to let her complete this strange human ritual of tears. Uncertain what to do, I licked her face.

Tears actually are rather tasty. Wet, of course, but with a pleasant hint of salt that I rather liked. Finding this not the most unpleasant of ways to comfort her, I continued to groom her face, until her tears calmed and she started laughing again.

“Oh, Cap, you sweet, sweet boy.” Sitting up, she held me at arm’s length. “You don’t need to make out with me, though I appreciate the effort.” 

I wriggled a bit. Humans could be so awkward in their displays of affection. 

She let out a long breath. “I need to stand up to Dana. I really do. I mean, she’s got a whole wedding to plan. You’d think she’d have better things to do than to bully her college roommate into dating some random in-law.” She set me down. 

The mention of Dana set my whiskers twitching again. Unable to express my contempt for that awful human, I instead nudged one of Missy’s high heels off the bed. It landed on the floor with a pleasing “thunk.” Satisfied, I batted at the second, but Missy grabbed it right before it toppled. I sniffed, but looked in the other direction, not wanting her to see how disappointed I was to be denied a second “thunk.” 

Missy fondled my ears. Slightly assuaged, I leaned into it. She sighed, staring right past me in a way that made me suspect she wasn’t quite comforted yet. I increased the volume of my purrs, hoping to calm her.

“I shouldn’t have let her get to me, Cap, but you know, I lied. I don’t know how to get a date. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love my life. I love my job. I love my apartment. I love you. Oh, I love you so much.” She pressed her cheek against mine. I arched my back to fully immerse myself in the nuzzling. “But sometimes, I just wish I had someone to talk to about the latest Marvel movie or to hold my hand ... so I didn’t have to go to the theater alone. Maybe someone I could be the Agent Carter for, you know?”

I didn’t. I mean, I vaguely knew those were things she liked, but I liked them only in a “when she watches them she sits still and lets me lick the butter off her popcorn bowl” way. 

“I don’t need a boyfriend.” Her mouth formed a firm line. “But dang it, that doesn’t mean I don’t sometimes want one. Just a little.” With another sigh, she picked the dress off the bed and hung it back in the closet. “Maybe Mr. Lawyer-Man wouldn’t be so bad.” She wandered out of the room. 

I considered following but instead sat and thought. My Missy didn’t want the Lawyer-Man, but she did want a someone, a Captain, just like me, but maybe more human, able to appreciate movies. 

I stuck out my chest. If anyone could solve Missy’s problem, it was me. After all, Missy had brought me home
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