Lizett McLoney
I’d Rather Be With My Cat
It is too cold. No one should walk in this condition. 
“You know this could have been easier if you would have just let me stay home today”
My face was so could I could barely move my mouth, the air passing through my lungs burned inside my chest.  Yes. I should have let her stay home this morning but how could I predict that the car was not going to start by the time I went to pick her up from school.
“No thank you, I think I’d rather walk, little Missy, then to have you running around and blaming your little sister for all your mischief.” Isabelle looked at me indignant.
“You know mom, Lily does some bad stuff too and you sometimes blame me for it?” 
The snow was becoming frozen ice and the sidewalk transformed into an ice skating rink.
“Ok. Fine I blame you for some things that Lily does, but you are 6 and she is 3. Don’t you think that… wow.” The ice in the sidewalk made it impossible to walk. We tried the street and it was better, with mud and salt everywhere, but at least we were able to walk without falling on our butts. From a far I could see my townhouse and that of my neighbor’s too. I always wondered what’s with all the stuff that is in front of her windows. She always has the windows open like displaying everything that is inside. Her house always looked as if a hurricane went through and left all her things everywhere. 
My daughter was talking without stopping like she usually does. I mostly agree with everything she says, every once in a while I through in a ‘no’ or a ‘maybe’, pretending to listen to her. It is not easy to pay attention 100% to a 6 year old girl that only talks about princesses, ponies, rainbows, and pink clouds. I was in my own thoughts when a peculiar odor distracted me when we were approaching to my neighbor’s car. I got near the car and noticed a bunch of stickers on the bumper, and they all relate to one thing; cats. The one that I like the most was Got Cats, a plain white sticker with big black letters on it.  
“What is that smell?” 
Isabelle grabbed her nose and made a face of disgust.
“I don’t know honey, let’s check it out.” 
I was curious to know what else besides cats this woman likes. She looks very reserved.  I’ve been living in this apartment complex for only a few months and I’ve seen her only twice from afar, so I did not know anything about her. 
“Yes definitely the smell is coming from here,” Isabelle said standing next to me as she pressed her face to the window to get a closer look.
It was so weird on the outside. Her car looked so clean and well maintained but in the inside it looked like a garbage can. Her car is an old station wagon from around the 80’s in very good condition. The color of the car is a faded dark red. It always looks as if she just took it out of the carwash, with the rings on the tires sparkly clean.
The window was slightly open so I could smell bad odor coming from the inside. I opened the door by sliding my hand through the window. The odor was stronger when I opened the door, almost un-breathable. It smelled like cat litter, plus trash. Inside there were all kinds of stuff: cups, dishes, carton boxes, bags, cloths, dolls (freaky ones like ceramic dolls). I was going through everything with my eyes, until I noticed something underneath a toy doll. It was a cat, a dead one. The cat was almost completely dried out; all the meat was gone, only the yellow fur and a few bones were still left. I think the cold weather helped it to not get all swelled up with worms and insects. 
My daughter got all excited and wanted to touch it, 
“Is that what I think it is?” She looked disappointed but backed off a little.
“Don’t touch it! Who knows what the cat died from or how long it has been there.” 
Instead, I grabbed a clothes hanger that I found in the car and I tried to detach the cat from the seat but I couldn’t. It was like the cat had been glued to the seat and it was stiff as a rock. My daughter and I were so impressed by the fact that the cat had been dead for so long that it almost looked like it was part of the decorations of the seat. The cat reminded me of the bear rugs with the head sticking out.  
Suddenly I heard a bang on the roof of the car and when I looked up to see what it was, a grey cat with white stripes jumped onto the car. He was staring at me with his yellowish eyes and making this weird sound like a lion stalking his pray. My daughter and I started to back up slowly from the car.
But then when we were only a few steps away I heard a voice screaming behind me, 
“What are you doing in my car?” 
My daughter and I jumped. We got busted. We were cornered on both sides, in front of us by the weird cat and behind us by the weird cat lady. I turned my head slowly trying to make time to think what the hell I was doing in her car.
The lady looked old, and she was wearing oversized clothes that made her look like a little girl. It was extremely cold that day and she was wearing white shorts that went down to her knees. She had on a big green jacket and her head was covered by the hood of the jacket. I could see her blue eyes through her slightly tinted glasses, she looked mad. She started to step forward and I noticed her big snow boots stomping through the snow like a giant and screaming fi fie foe fum. I could see that I was making her go out of her normal routine. She looked so upset, almost as if she was going crazy. She asked me again, 
“What are you doing in my car?”
I mumbled, “I was just passing and noticed a really bad odor coming from here, so I stopped to check if it was…” But she cut off my sentence and responded by yelling at me, 
“You have no right to look into my car!” 
“I know, it’s just that…” I responded, but again she didn’t let me finish my sentence. 
“What I have in my car or how it smells is my business.” 
“Yes I know”, I said, but by then I was mad by the way that she was talking to me. Isabelle was about to cry and she looked so scared. I needed to protect her and let her know that her mom was not going to let this crazy lady hurt her. I hugged my daughter and I said with a firm voice:
“This is unhealthy.  You are contaminating the air and it bothers me when I walk by your car to go to my apartment.” 
She said to me screaming and her eyes almost out of her sockets “I don’t care if it bothers you.” 
According to the apartment company, if your neighbor is bothering you, you can complain. So that is what I told her. She looked so terrified as if I was going to call the police on her or do something horrible to her.
The cat lady started crying and went immediately to her car and kneeled where the cat was and started petting the dead cat. It was weird and at the same time sad to see that. She then said, “I’d rather be with my cat than be anywhere else in the world.”
I realized that she is nuts. I was without words and started to feel bad about her.
“You know what, if you can just get some are fresheners, then the car won’t stink that bad,” I said with a shaking voice.
My daughter and I looked at each other with an open mouth stunned at the scene. Without saying anything else we started walking away very slowly to our house. All of the sudden my daughter said with a loud voice that almost made me jump out of my shoes, 
“You know one of her bumper stickers says I’d rather be with my cat?”
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