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The cat was furious . . . .
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THE CAT
and
THE CAPTAIN

HE Cat was furious. Not a

door or window of the house
was open. He went to the front
door and mewed. He went to the
side door (which was almost never
used) and mewed. Then he went to
the back door and there he mewed
loudest and longest.

He could hear Susannah walking
around the kitchen, singing to her-
self. She was always humming to
herself like a bumblebee. When

something happened to make her
3
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4 The Cat and the Captain

excited, she made up songs, mostly
complaining ones telling how she
felt. The Cat knew that Susannah
heard him there at her door with his
feet in the damp and was glad to
keep him out.

If only the Captain were home, he
‘would call, “Susannah! Ship ahoy!
Lower the gangway to take on pas-
sengers!” But the Captain had
taken his cane and gone to see his
married daughter. Goodness knows
when he’d be back.

The Cat picked his way across the
orass, shaking the wet off his feet,
for it had been raining. Poor Cat,
he hated 1t! He was thinking of the
cushioned chair indoors by the fire
where he loved to sit watching the
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The Cat and the Captain 5

flames with sleepy eyes and purring
to himself. But he didn’t feel like
purring now. He climbed up the
lilac bush. He knew just where to
put each small paw, just how much
spring to give, and how deep to stick
his claws in the bark. He did every-
thing beautifully. But the leaves
shook raindrops down his neck and
made him bristle his whiskers.

He climbed a low branch and
looked 1n at the kitchen window.
There was Susannah rolling dough
for the biscuits the Captain liked.
She was little and old and black, and
she wore on her head a big red
bandanna. When she saw the Cat,
she began to laugh and point her
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6 The Cat and the Captain

finger at him. He could hear her
sInging:
“Ole Mister Cat, he clumb up a tree.
W hat yo’ want, Cat, starin’ at me?
Yo’ won’t git hurted by a I’l’ nice rain,
So when yo’ gets tired, jus’ yo' climb
down againl”’

The Cat saw it was no use. Susan-
nah did not like him, and he knew
very well she had several good rea-

sons for it. He mewed one last

mew, just 1n case she should change
her mind. Then he gave her a look,
and went down the lilac, headfirst.
He knew now he’d have to wait
until the Captain came back, but he
wouldn’t forget Susannah’s mean-
ness—not he! He picked his way
through the grass, lifting his feet
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The Cat and the Captain 7

high and walking around the pud-
dles, and went in under the veranda
by the little opening that only he
knew about. There he sat, out of
any one’s sight, switching his big
black tail.
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CHAPTER 11

A good cat at heart . . . .
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ABOUT' five o’clock the Captain
came home. He was not a big
man but he carried a very big um-
brella. He had wrinkles around
his eyes from looking long dis-
tances, and he walked as though the
street were going up and down
under him, because he had spent so
much of his time on the decks of
boats. Everybody loved the Cap-
tain the moment they saw him be-
cause he was so kind and so jolly.
The Cat loved him, too, but took
a naughty pride in not showing it,
except sometimes when they were
alone together. Then he would
jump on the Captain’s knee and rub
his head against the Captain’s chin,

IX
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12 The Cat and the Captain

and go to sleep curled in the hollow
of his arm. And how careful the
Captain would be not to movel
They understood each other very
well, and the Captain used to say
that he had never shipped with a
better shipmate than his black cat.
But to-day the Cat was 1in a bad
humor, as he walked out from under
the veranda.

“Well, well, there you are, hey?”
said the Captain, and he opened the
door and waited for the Cat to come
in. But the Cat only looked at him.
He was being provoking.

“Don’t you want to come 1n?”
asked the Captain.

The Cat still looked at him.

“All right,” said the Captain, “if
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The Cat and the Captain 13

you won’t, you won'’t, my lad,” and
he started to shut the door.

But before he could get 1t shut the
Cat came in.

It was a curious room, though
neither the Cat nor the Captain
thought so. It was both living room
and dining room. There was a big
fireplace of red brick with a Dutch
oven at one side, and there were
hooked rugs on the floor, some of
them with designs of harbors or
- lighthouses on them. On the walls
hung compasses and sea charts; and
round glass balls (used to float fish-
ing nets) shone in the windows like
big blue and white bubbles. A
model of the Captain’s first ship, the
Foam Flower, spread its sails high
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14 The Cat and the Captain

on the mantelpiece beyond reach of
the Cat. There was a little boat 1n
a bottle—it was a mystery how the
masts and rigging ever got through
the neck; and there were two pink
conch shells from the West Indies.

In the window hung Jericho, the
parrot. Poor Jericho had died a
long time ago, before the Cat was
so much as born. The Captain had
been fond of Jericho, and couldn’t
bear to think of looking up and not
seeing him in his place. So Jericho
was stuffed and there he still hung
in his cage. Once a week Susannah
opened the door of the cage and
took Jericho out and carefully
dusted him.

And Susannah kept all the brass
in the room shining brightly—the
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The Cat and the Captain 15

Captain was very particular about
that. But neither the Captain nor
Susannah noticed that sometimes a
few crumbs were left under the
table. Only the Catknew it. When
the Captain sat down and lit his
pipe, the Cat sat down, too, but in-
stead of jumping into his chair op-
posite the Captain, he sat on the
floor and watched the crumbs. It
~ was very still except for the tick-
tock-ticking of the cuckoo clock,
and the steps of Susannah getting
supper ready 1n the kitchen. The
Cat never stirred. After a long
while, something moved along the
edge of the floor; something ran out
on the carpet; something began to
nibble a crumb.

Before you could have said, “Jack
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16 The Cat and the Captain

Robinson!” the Cat had that mouse
by the neck.

The door i1nto the kitchen was
open a little, so 1n walked the Cat
and dropped the mouse at Susan-
nah’s feet. Some cats think that a
mouse makes a nice present for the
person they love, but this cat knew
how Susannah felt about mice.

“Help! Fire! Murder! Police!”
yelled Susannah, climbing onto a
kitchen chair as fast as she could
scramble.

“Why, what’s the trouble?” asked
the Captain, stumping into the
kitchen 1n a great hurry.

‘“He’s a-clamberin’ up de chair!”
yelled Susannah. ‘“He’s a-clamber-
in’ up de chair!”
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The Cat and the Captain 17

The mouse was far wiser than
that. He had run back to his hole
like lightning. But the Captain had
to look under the chair, and up the
chair legs, and then take a candle
and hunt i1n all the corners of the
kitchen before Susannah would
come down. Even then she was
very much upset. Said she to the
Captain, “Boss, 1f I had a cat like
this yere one, I wouldn’t have him
long!” and she began singing:

“I’se known a heap ob bad cats,
But he’s the worstest I’se known.
If he was mine, I'd take him to the
gyarden
And bury him like a bone

Like a bone, like a bone, jus’ like a
wicked ol’ bonel”
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18 The Cat and the Captain

“He’s really a good cat at heart,”
sald the Captain sadly, for he always
wanted the Cat and Susannah to be
friends. He couldn’t understand
why they didn’t get on better and
he scolded the Cat a little when they
sat 1n their chairs by the fire. But
the Cat treated the whole thing as
an accident, and stretched his paws
and looked at the Captain with big
sleepy eyes and purred to himself as
he listened to Susannah singing
crossly 1n the kitchen.
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AFTER supper, the Captain got
out his spectacles. lit his pipe,
and began reading the newspaper.
“Humph!” he would say some-
times; or “Well, well!” or, perhaps,
“They need some honest sailors in
the Senate.” But this evening he
found something to read to the Cat.
He always acted as though the Cat
understood him, for it kept him
from being lonely.

“Here’s a poem,” he said, looking
up, “called The Bad Kittens.” Then
he read aloud slowly:

“You may call, you may call,
But the little black cats won’t hear you,
The little black cats are maddened
By the bright green light of the moon.

aI
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22 The Cat and the Captasn

They are running and whirling and
hiding,
They are wild who were once so con-
fiding,
They are mad when the moon 1s
riding
You will not catch the kittens soon/
They care not for saucers of milk,
They care not for pillows of silk,
Y our softest, crooningest call
Means less than the buzzing of flies.
They are seeing more than you see,
They are hearing more than you
hear,
And out of the darkness they peer
With a goblin light in their eyes!”

But the Cat was not interested.
He yawned. His mouth opened
very wide, showing his sharp, curly
tongue, and his whiskers stood out
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The Cat and the Captain 23

till they nearly touched in front of
his nose. The Captain quite under-
stood, and after that read to himself.

Tick-tock-tick went the cuckoo
clock. The Cat’s big eyes watched
it. He knew that foolish bobbing
bird would soon pop out of his little
door and call, “Cuckoo! cuckoo!
cuckoo!” at the top of his lungs, and
pop 1nside his little door again,
slamming it behind him. He hated
that cuckoo, but it had always been
beyond his reach. To-night he
noticed that the big wing chair was
nearer the clock than usual. Per-
haps he could reach 1it, if he ran
across the rug, up the seat of the
chair to the back, and so straight at
the cuckoo. Well, it was worth try-
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24 The Cat and the Captain

ing. He waited. He was very pa-
tient. The Captain went on read-
ing. At eight o’clock promptly the
little door of the clock opened and
out popped the wooden cuckoo.

“Cuckoo!” he began, bowing.
“Cuckoo! cu—" He didn’t finish.
There was a black rush across the
rug, up the seat of the chair to the
back, and so straight at the cuckoo.
Then an awful crash! Down came
the clock, the Cat, and the cuckoo,
onto the floor all together.

“Bless my soul!” cried the Cap-

tain, jumping up. ‘“Bless my soul!l”
- “Cuckoo! cuckoo!” squawked
the cuckoo.

The Cat said nothing, but hurried
under the sofa when he saw the Cap-
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The Cat and the Captain 27

tain coming. The Captain was a
patient man, but he loved that clock.
“TI’ll teach you, you pirate!l” he
shouted, trying to reach him under
the sofa. But whichever side of the
sofa the Captain tried, the Cat al-
ways managed to be on the other.
Finally the Captain, very red in the
face, got down on his stomach to
reach better. Susannah heard him
breathing hard, and stuck her tur-
baned head in through the door.
“What’s the trouble, boss?”’ (She
never could learn to say “‘skipper.”)
But the Captain even now didn’t
want to admit how bad the Cat had
been, especially to Susannah.
“I’'m looking for my handker-
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28 The Cat and the Captain

chief,” he said, getting up, still very
red 1n the face.

Susannah began to giggle. “I bet
dat han’kerchief, boss, 1s a mighty
good dodger!”

The Captain didn’t say anything
but sighed again and put the clock
gently on the table, and went back
to his chair. He looked at the clock
sadly, and thought he would mend
it in the morning when the light was
better. When the Cat was sure that
the Captain was quite settled again
with his pipe and his paper, he came
out from under the sofa, stretching
and yawning as though he’d been
having a nap. Somehow he wasn’t
very proud of himself, with the Cap-
tain feeling sad about the clock. But

Google



The Cat and the Captain 29

the Cat wasn’t ready to admit how
he felt yet.

Down on the hearthrug he sat to
wash his paws. Suddenly he had a
feeling that he was being looked at.
It couldn’t be Susannah. He had
heard her go upstairs to bed. And
it couldn’t be the Captain, for he
was puffing his pipe behind the
newspaper. Quickly the Cat turned
his head and looked at the window
nearest the door. There was a face
flattened against the pane, with eyes
staring into the room. But before
the Cat could see who or what it
was, the face had disappeared, and
nothing could be seen but the dark
leaves of the white lilac bush still
moving a little,
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CHAPTER IV

One day on the Lively Ann . . . .
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THE first thing that the Cat did
the next morning was to walk
all around the outside of the house.
The grass seemed more crushed
than usual, as though some one else,
heavier than the Cat, had also been
there. The air was filled with the
smell of honeysuckle and crimson
rambler roses and wet grass and soft
earth, and beyond all that the salt
fragrance of the sea. All these the
Cat was used to. The moment they
opened the door both the Cat and
the Captain could tell by the smell
whether the breeze came over the
‘harbor, or across the hills. They

didn’t need even a glance at the
33
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34 The Cat and the Captain

schooner weather vane which spread
its sails, no bigger than a handker-
chief, above the roof of the tool shed.
But this morning the Cat seemed to
smell something strange. Perhaps
it was a different tobacco. Perhaps
it was boots. He couldn’t be sure,
but suddenly the odor brought back
the memory of the most awful day
in his life.

The year before, he had been with
the Captain on the Lively Ann tak-
ing lumber to Havana. The weather
was terribly rough for five days.
The Ann was leaking, the waves
were enormous, the wind howled all
the time. The Mate of the ship was
not an agreeable man at the best,
and he was less agreeable after five
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The Cat and the Captain 38

days of storm. He hadn’t had any
real sleep and he’d been too busy to
eat much. He hadn’t shaved, or
even washed himself. His eyes were
red with sleepiness, his lips were
blue with cold, and he was 1n a ter-
rible temper, when he happened to
come on the ship’s cat sitting com-
fortably washing his paws 1n the
cabin as though there were no storm
at all. The sight infuriated him.
“You’re the cause of all this tem-
pest,” he cried. “Every one knows
that black cats bring bad luck on
the sea. Overboard you go and
we’ll see 1f the wind won’t shift!”
With that he grabbed the Cat by the

scruff of the neck and started for the
deck.
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36 The Cat and the Captain
“Mew!” cried the Cat. “Mew!

mew | mew!”

Outside the waves were like the
jaws of monsters waiting to swallow
him up. They opened and shut
their green mouths. They shot out
their long, hungry, white tongues.

“Mew! mew! mew!” cried the
Cat again. He was usually a brave
cat, but now he was limp with help-
lessness and terror. But who was to
hear him in all the noise and hurry?
Who was to think of a cat in the
midst of such a storm? Right to the
raill went the Mate, and the Cat saw
the waves reaching for him. But
suddenly there were hurrying steps.

Some one’s fist shot out and hit the
Mate on the chin. Down he fell,
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The Cat dnd the Captain 39

letting go the Cat as he went, and 1n
a moment more the Cat was trem-
bling but safe in the Captain’s arms.

The Mate never forgave either of
them for that blow, and when he
left the ship at the next port he was
scowling and muttering.
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CHAPTER V

Every fine morning .
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EVERY fine morning at about

ten, the Captain went to the
docks to see his vessel, the Lively
Ann. Onthe last voyage he had suf-
fered a good deal from rheumatism,
and his married daughter had per-
suaded him to stay ashore for a year
or two. It was no distance from the
house to the wharves, and the Cat
often watched the sparrows fly from
the hedge to the rigging of the
schooners. When the Captain went
to see the Ann, the Cat went, too,
walking ahead with his tail proudly
in the air. If he saw a dog, he stood
on his toes, ruffled up his hair, made

his back into an arch, and spit like
43
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44 The Cat and the Captain

a firecracker. The result was al-
ways the same. The dog would sud-
denly remember something he had
left on the other side of the street,
well out of reach. At that the Cat
would give one last look and spit
once more, daring him to come on,
and then trot off again ahead of the
Captain with his tail in the air.
When they got to the wharves,
they both went aboard the Lively
Ann. While the Captain walked
around the deck seeing that every-
thing was 1n place, the Cat tried to
help by going down into the cabin
and the hold to make sure that there
were no rats. He was a silent cat.
His little feet moved without a
sound and his eyes were like two
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The Cat and the Captain 45

lanterns. He looked into every cor-
ner and smelled at every hole. It
would take a brave rat to bring his
family on board the Lively Ann!
When the Cat had made quite sure
about rats, he went on deck again
and sat by the door of the ship’s gal-
ley. Many a good dinner had he
eaten there in past years. The last
cook had been a Chinaman with
slanting eyes like the Cat’s. He, too,
liked to be by himself and do things
at his own time 1n his own way. But
he, too, knew how to be fond of his
friends. He sometimes gave the
Cat the nicest things to eat. The
Cat liked Chinamen. Susannah
gave him only what was left after
she and the Captain had eaten the
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46 The Cat and the Captasn

best of everything. He often had
to sit and watch her putting 1nto her
mouth things he was sure he’'d like
for himself. He didn’t think much
of Susannah, anyway.

While the Cat sat thinking about
Chinamen, the Captain took a piece
of newspaper out of his pocket (he
always carried a great many things
with him 1n case he might want
them) and unlocked his locker in
the cabin, and took out a can of
white paint and put it on the paper.
It seemed to him that the rail looked
a little shabby and he loved to see
the Lively Ann shipshape. He be-
gan painting the rail with a big
brush. He was very careful not to
get any paint on the deck. The Cat
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The Cat and the Captain 49

was curious. Pretty soon he Aad to
jump on the rail to see what was
golng on.

“Scoot!” cried the Captain, and
the Cat scooted. But every time he
hit the deck, there were four little
white pawmarks of fresh paint. The
Captain was cross, but the Cat was
crosser. The paint stuck between
his toes. He had to sit down and
spread each paw like a fan and lick
and bite all the paint off. And what
faces he made at the taste of it!

When he was all clean again he
lay on a pile of rope and watched
the sea gulls. They had long wings,
and big sliding shadows. They
floated over his head and mewed

almost like kittens. When a shadow
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50 The Cat and the Captain

passed very near him, he always got
ready to spring at it. But he knew
in his heart that no sea gull would
ever come within reach. And he
knew that he couldn’t hold a shadow
for all his twenty claws. So after
a while he grew tired of the sea gulls,
and climbed out on the wharf to
look through the cracks at the fish
swimming around in the water be-
low. When he saw one move, his
eyes grew greedy and he licked his
lips. He didn’t even hear Susannah
ringing the dinner bell from the
house.

But the Captain did. He straight-
ened his back with the aid of his
hands, for bending over made him
feel his rheumatism. Then he put
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The Cat and the Captain I

away the paint and the brush and
looked for the Cat.

“I wonder,” he said when he saw
him watching the fish so hard, “why
cats love fish and hate water?”

The Captain often asked himself
questions he couldn’t answer.
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CHAPTER VI

“Dere’s trouble comin’” . . . .
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«« TPOSS, dere’s trouble comin’,”
sald Susannah, as she was
clearing away the dinner dishes.
“What makes you think so, Susan-
nah?” asked the Captain politely.
“I done dream a black dream
las’ night,” said Susannah, putting
down her tray, “and dis very morn-
in’ I done los’ my lucky rabbit foot.
My hair stands all on end an’ my
knuckles crack. Yo’ take my word
for it, boss, dere’s a heap ob trouble
comin’ dis way.”
“Maybe it’s a storm,” said the
Captain and went to the window to

look at the sky. The sky was very
blue.
55
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56 The Cat and the Captain

The Cat, too, was looking for
trouble and he was a cat who usually
found it. What did he see, walking
right across his own lawn but a big
long-haired yellow cat with a bell
on his neck that went ting-ting-ting
with every step he took. He was a
very large cat, a very soft-looking
cat, and a very foolish-looking cat,
thought the Captain’s Cat, getting
between him and the gate.

“Grr,” said the Captain’s Cat,
taking one step toward him on his
tiptoes.

“Grr,” said the other cat.

“Grrrr,” said the Captain’s Cat,
taking another step.

“Grrrr,” said the other cat.

“Grrrrrr,” said the Captain’s Cat,
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The Cat and the Captan 57

taking still another step and looking
him 1in the eye.

“Grrrrrr,” said the yellow cat.

“Mrow,” said the Captain’s Cat,
standing still and swelling larger
and larger and waving his right
front paw.

“Mrow,” said the strange cat,
swelling to twice his size and wav-
ing his left front paw.

“Mrow—meerow—meerowrow,’
said the Captain’s Cat with his ears
flat to his neck and a nasty look in
his eye.

“Mrow—meerow—meerowrow,’
said the other cat just as loudly.

Then they both made a sound to-
gether, louder than any of all the
loud sounds they had made before.
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58 The Cat and the Captasn

There were spits 1n 1t, and growls,
and snarls, and howls, and fire-
works, and pinwheels, and screams,
and screeches. Yet 1t was all one
sound. There was even a ringing
of the bell on the yellow cat’s col-
lar. The noise was very loud. At
the same instant the two cats jumped
at each other and rolled over and
over. They looked like one animal,
all legs, and tails, and teeth. They
bit and they scratched and they
kicked. The Captain’s Cat got his
mouth full of yellow fur. He had
to spit it out before he could get an-
other bite. He tore the pretty little
bell off the yellow cat’s ribbon. He
got his teeth in his ear. And all
the time he was making terrible
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scary noises, even with his mouth
full of fur. The yellow cat wasn'’t
doing as well. He was so beautiful
that he spent most of the day on a
silk cushion and had cream for
breakfast from a yellow bowl. He
wasn’t used to fighting.

“Meow,” he cried, and suddenly
leaped free from the Captain’s Cat,
and ran away with his ear bleeding
and his little bell gone from the rib-
bon around his neck.

The Captain’s Cat watched him
g0 and licked a scratch on his nose.
Then he looked at the house to see
if any one had seen the fight. He
was not a good cat. He was proud
of his rough ways. Sure enough,
there was Susannah’s red bandanna
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bobbing 1n one window like a big
red poppy, and the Captain’s gray
head in another. The Cat was glad
they had seen him.

“Yo’ ought to be ashamed of yo’-
self,” saild Susannah, opening the
door.

In walked the Cat pleasantly. He
had been looking for trouble and he
had found it. He was satisfied. He
was satisfied even with Susannah.
Perhaps this was the trouble she
thought was coming. Perhaps not.
He didn’t care. He could take care
of any trouble that dared come
along! He went to his saucer.
There was no milk in it. Then he
was not so well satisfied. But Susan-
nah was busy and paid no attention
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to him. She was baking little cakes
for tea and making up a song.

“This yere black cat is a hard cat to beat,
(hummed Susannah)
Y as-sir, yas-sir, jiggamoree

The cakes smelled delicious. She

put them on the table and began to
stir the frosting 1n a yellow bowl.

“Heé’s the fightingest cat what lives on our
street,
Y as-sir, yas-sir, jiggamoree

The Cat mewed for milk, but

Susannah went on stirring and sing-
Ing:
“But a one-eyed cat down Alabamy way,
Y as-sir, yas-sir, jiggamoree,
Could make him look like a It’l’ wisp ob
hay
Y as-sir, yas-sir, j1ggamoreel”
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The Cat didn’t like the song at
all. But then he never d:d like
Susannah’s songs. He was glad
when the doorbell rang. Out of the
kitchen went Susannah, tying on a
clean apron as she went. Up on a
chair leaped the Cat, and up on his
hind legs he stood, and scooped one
paw into the bowl of frosting. He
licked it. In went the paw again.
But at that moment the front door
slammed and made him jump.
Down came the bowl, frosting and
all, on top of him, and before he
got over the scare of that, in came
Susannah running. She gave one
look and reached for the broom.
Away went the Cat with Susannah
and the broom after him. Across
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the living room, and up the stair,
into the Captain’s room (upsetting
a chair), across the little hall. To
his surprise, the door was open 1nto
the spare chamber, so 1n the Cat
tore with Susannah close behind.
There was frosting in his eyes, but
he could see an open window (usu-
ally the spare chamber was kept
tight as a drum unless Susannah was
cleaning 1t) and through that open
window he sailed, just in the nick
of time. Down came the broom
with a thud, but it only hit the very
least and littlest tip of his tail.
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CHAPTER VII

Sh! What's that? . . . .
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HE Cat sat on the roof of the
veranda, licking frosting off
his coat. He always liked things
to be neat, so he had a good deal of
washing to do on his busy days. But
the frosting was delicious—not at
all like the paint. The sun was shin-
ing. Two or three birds sang,
“Cheer-up, cheer-up,” 1n a tree
near by. It was on just such days
that the Cat enjoyed sitting all alone
by himself on the roof, quietly
watching everything,
Yet somehow this afternoon he
was worried. He remembered the
face at the window last night, and

the smell in the morning which
69
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made him think of the Mate, and the

door and window of the spare cham-
ber which he had found so unex-
pectedly open. He felt responsible,
for he alone had noticed these
things, and he could tell no one of
his anxiety, not even the Captain. If
only Susannah had not shut the win-
dow, he would have visited all the
rooms to see if anything were wrong
with them. He was worried. He
kept washing his whiskers long after
the last bit of frosting was off them.
He got a whisker down his throat
and nearly coughed his head off. He
got a whisker up his nose and nearly
sneezed his head off. Then he
stopped washing his whiskers and
went to look in the windows of the
spare chamber. Everything seemed
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in place. There was nothing more
that he could do for the time being
‘but forget about it.

From where he lay, he could see
out over the harbor and watch the
salls moving, and hear the put-put-
put of the motor launches. Once a
sea gull flew over him with a fish
hanging out of his bill. Several
times he heard steps on the street
and people went by. He watched
everything they did, but they never
saw him lying on the roof, with his
toes sedately tucked in under his
white shirt front.

About four o’clock the Captain’s
married daughter and her little boy
turned in at the gate. They were
coming for tea. They, too, passed
right under the Cat but never
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thought to look up. He was look-
ing down at them, though. He saw
the flowers on the hat of the Cap-
tain’s daughter, and the paper pin-
wheel Ted-Ted was carrying. He
heard them knocking at the door
and Susannah opening it suddenly,
just the way the cuckoo used to open
his little door.

The Cat stayed where he was. He
hadn’t been 1nvited.

But suddenly he heard another
sound. It was like a step in the
spare chamber. Sh! what’s that?
The Cat ran to the windows, but he
could see nothing unusual. Every-
thing seemed in its place. Perhaps
the Captain had come upstairs to
get a handkerchief.
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SUSAN NAH brought 1n the tea
on a big red tray from China.

The teapot was shaped like an ele-
phant with steam coming from his
trunk. Ted-Ted loved it. The
cream came I1n a pitcher like a
bright brown cow with her tail
curled for a handle. Ted-Ted was
so little he sat on a stool near the
fire and held his cup i1n both hands.
The grown-up people drank real
tea, but Ted-Ted had only a spoon-
ful of tea mixed with a great deal of
milk. ‘

Susannah smiled from ear to ear.
She loved tea parties. She had made
little cookies shaped like fish with
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caraway seeds for eyes, and big
cookies filled with raisins, and cup
cakes. But the cup cakes didn’t
have any frosting on them because
most of the frosting was on the
kitchen floor, and the rest was inside

the Cat. Susannah told the Cap-

tain’s daughter just how bad that cat
was.

“We must call him for Ted-Ted
to play with,” said the Captain’s
daughter, who always laughed at
Susannah’s stories of the Cat.

“Yo’d bes’ leave him whar he 1s,
mum,”’ said Susannah.

“Oh, cats are always good with
little children,” said the Captain’s
daughter, who knew a great deal
about cats.
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“Kitty, kitty,” said Ted-Ted, who

had been listening.
“Well, well, where 1s he?” asked

the Captain, pleased that they .
wanted to see his cat.

“He was walkin’ right on air,
boss, the las’ I see ob him,” said
Susannah with a sniff.

The Captain opened the door and
called: “Here, kitty, kitty, kitty!
Here, kitty, kitty, kitty! Come,
puss, puss, puss!”

The Cat’s head appeared over the
edge of the veranda roof. He was
delichted at being called, but he
tried to appear unconcerned. He
looked at the Captain, then shd

down the veranda pillar, walked
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into the house, passed Susannah as
though he didn’t see her, and went
right up to the Captain’s daughter.
She knew what cats like. She tickled
him under the chin and rubbed his

back and sang nonsense to him un-
der her breath:

“Cat, Cat,1t’s perfectly evident
You are a calico cat,
And your eyes are a pair of underclothes’
buttons
Sewed on with a black thread, at that.

“Cat, Cat, it’s perfectly evident
Your whiskers are made out of string.
Some one’s tangled up those on the left
of your nose

W hich I think is a rather good thing.
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“And, Cat, that magnificent pout of your
chest

Just shows all the sawdust that's in it/

I must teach you your place as a little

doorstop

At least for the half of a minute!l”

At first when Ted-Ted came near,
the Cat ran away. He had never
seen him before, and he thought
Ted-Ted must be a man who was
very little. He wasn’t used to chil-
dren, anyway, and seeing such a
very little man reaching out such
a very little hand somehow scared
him.

But pretty soon he got used to it.
Ted-Ted poured cream from the
brown cow’s mouth into a saucer.

Then the Cat settled down and
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tucked his paws under the saucer
neatly and very carefully lapped up
the cream, keeping his whiskers dry.
The last drop was on his chin. He
licked it off, wet the back of his right
paw to smooth his shining fur, and
then lightly jumped up on the Cap-
tain’s lap and poked his head under
the Captain’s hand to be petted,
which was very unusual for him to
do 1n company. Ted-Ted leaned
against the Captain’s knee to listen
to the Cat purring. It was better
than the ticking of a watch.

“How happy they all look,”
thought the Captain’s daughter. “It
would make a pretty picture.”

“His engine’s going,” said Ted-
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Ted, whose father had an automo-
bile, and they all laughed.

But the grown-ups began talking
about other things and the Cat grew
sleepy and forgot to purr. “His en-
gine’s stopped,” said Ted-Ted in his
little voice. But the Captain didn’t
hear exactly what he said and only
patted him on the back and said,
“Yes, yes,” kindly.

The Cat’s big black tail, with a
little curl at the tip of 1it, hung near
Ted-Ted’s hand.

“I’ll crank him,” said Ted-Ted,
helpfully. If only the Captain had
heard that time! But again he just
said, “Yes, yes,” and went on talk-
ing with his daughter.
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Ted-Ted gave one crank and then
everything happened at once.

The Cat yowled.

The Captain said, “Bless my
soul!” in a loud voice.

The Captain’s daughter cried,
“What did you do, Ted-Ted?”

Ted-Ted began dropping tears on
five pink scratches on his hand.

Susannah popped her head into
the door, and then, without any ques-
tions, ran for the broom. It was
really unfair of Susannah, for the
Cat had meant to be as good as gold
at his very first tea party.
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This cat saved us . . . .
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BEFORE going to bed at night

the Captain always wrote 1n his
log book. A log book is the diary
of a ship at sea and the Captain pre-
tended to himself that his house was
a ship. He was more used to ships
than to houses.
“This day comes 1n fair with light
westerly breeze,” he wrote carefully.
“At four bells, morning watch
(which 1s the sea way of saying ten
o’clock 1n the morning) boarded the
Lively Ann. Found all shipshape.
Painted rail.
“During the afternoon watch,
some trouble 1n the galley (that re-

ferred to Susannah’s chasing the
Cat with a broom).
87
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“At eight bells received on board
the mate and cabin boy of the brig
Garfield (that was his daughter’s
married name). Tea for all hands.

“At eight bells evening watch
wind freshened, backed to N. E.
Saw all serene for the night.

“So ends this day.”

The Captain wished he could say
how far the house had sailed, but he
knew it had stayed in its own yard
behind its white paling fence. The
log book of a house is not half so
exciting as a ship’s. He sighed as
he closed the book. Then he locked
the door, looked at all the windows,
wound the grandfather’s clock, and
put the screen around the fire. The
Cat still lay in his chair and made
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no move to go upstairs. He oftén
waited until the embers were cool
before he curled up on his rug in
the Captain’s room.

It didn’t take the Captain long to
get 1nto bed. For that matter he

didn’t have a bed, because a bed

never stirs during the night. He
slept 1n a hammock that swung a lit-
tle when he turned over and re-
" minded him of the sea. He was so

sleepy that he paid no attention
when he saw the Cat come to his
door, hesitate, and then turn toward
the spare chamber instead of com-
ing in as usual. He blew out the
candle, tumbled into his hammock,
and was almost asleep when he
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heard a mewing. Still he paid no
attention.

“Mew, mew!” went the Cat.

“Do let me go to sleep,” muttered
the Captain, from his pillow.

“Mew, mew!” went the Cat.

The Captain pulled the blankets
over his ears. He couldn’t bear to
be disturbed just now.

“Mew, mew, mew |” went the Cat
and jumped on the hammock.

“Mew, mew!” went the Cat,
scratching at the blankets.

“Well, well!l” said the Captain,
wide awake at last. “Whatever 1s
the matter with you this evening?”

At that, down jumped the Cat,
ran to the door, ran back to the Cap-
tain again, and then to the door. His

Google



The Captain picked up his cane

Original from

Digitized by GO\ 'gle UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by Google UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



The Cat and the Captain 91

hair was ruffled. His whiskers were
bristling. His eyes were green.
The Captain, who had lighted his
candle, saw that something was
wrong. He put on his dressing
gown and picked up his cane.
Across the little hall went the Cat
and 1nto the spare chamber and up
to the door of the clothes closet.

“Mrow,” went the Cat, looking
very frightened, but brave.

The Captain opened the door
carefully.

- And there hidden in the closet
was the Mate.

The Captain had quite a hard
time before he finally got the Mate
tied up with the clothesline Susan-
nah brought. The Cat jumped up
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on the bureau to keep out of harm’s
way. Susannah, 1n a yellow woolen
nightdress, stood in the doorway
humming and singing and rolling
her eyes until the Captain sent her
for the police.

“He evidently had a grudge
against you, Captain,” said the po-
liceman later,.“and was waiting for
you to go to sleep. He must have
gotten 1n through an upper win-
dow during the day. When the
house was quiet and you were asleep
he’d have come out and robbed you
and maybe worse, too.”

“TI was almost asleep,”’ said the
Captain. “It was this cat here who
saved us. He came into my room
and made me wake up, and led me

Google



The Cat and the Captain 93

to this door. He must have heard or
seen something after I went to bed.”

Then every one turned and looked
at the Cat who was still sitting on
the bureau and couldn’t help feeling
proud. Even Susannah knew at last
that the Captain was right. This
was a good cat, a very good cat.
After what had happened, she could
never be angry with him again.
When Susannah begged any one’s
pardon she did it thoroughly.

“I wants to ’pologize to yo’ right
here and now ’fo’ all de people fo’
de mean things I evah done said
about yo’, honey,” she said, shaking
the Cat by the paw, and then she be-
gan rocking herself backward and
forward in the way she had when she
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was excited. And pretty soon she
was singing:

“Ev’ry I’ ol’ cat’s got his own I’
ways
Praise be!/ |
But who wouldn’t put up with a I’/
cat’s plays?
Praise be/
He’s de finest best cat yo’ ever did see,
He done save de Captain an’ he done
save me/

Praise be/
Hallelujah/!”

“T always knew he was a good
cat,” said the Captain happily. The
Cat jumped down and rubbed
against Susannah’s ankles to show
that he, too, could forget any little
misunderstandings. Then he looked
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at his friend, the Captain, as though
asking for something, and ran to
the top of the stairs.

The policeman was just going to
leave with his prisoner, but he
couldn’t take his eyes off the Cat.
“He wants something to eat,” said
the policeman.

“He can have anything he wants
in this house,” said the Captain,
starting for the stairs.

Susannah didn’t say anything, but
before the Captain was halfway
down she had hurried to the ice box.
And the beautiful long slice of white
chicken meat she had put away as
a special treat for herself went into
the Cat’s saucer.
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