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Last week I was busy going about my life. I am working on a project and if it works out, it 
could be a dream come true for me. My clients are just great and I feel very lucky to be 
part of their lives.   I was starting to feel a little cocky that life was going pretty good. My 
compliant list wasn’t too long.   Just the usual stuff  - no magic pill to dissolve the last ten 
pounds, frizzy hair (including my own in 107% humidity) should be outlawed and that if 
Paris Hilton gets another movie offer, I will lose all hope in mankind. 
 
Then one of my cats got out thru the back screen door (by way of a rip that was either 
his doing or a possum’s. We live in a rough neighborhood). It was 9:30 on a Sunday 
evening. The time you start to wind down from the weekend. And dread Monday 
morning. 
  
My husband, Walter, heard some noises in the sun room and asked if all the cats were 
in the house. We were short one. Out to the streets with flashlights and our next door 
neighbors. We looked high and low and no cat was found. How did he just disappear 
into thin air? He’s a house cat who has never been out. What does he know of the 
outside world?  
 
I have five rescued cats and I gladly took on the responsibility of being their caretaker. 
 Plus I have the most enviable job of cleaning out 5 litter boxes. Our vet said we should 
have 6 boxes, but I assured him that it would be a cold day in hell before I got another 
litter box. They managed quite nicely and usually only go after the rugs and sofas over 
something more sinister than one less litter box. Like being feed five minutes late. 
 
O Henry Grace was missing. O Henry was short for “Oh, Henry.”  Once my wonderful 
and brilliant niece Grace and I determined that she and Henry shared the same birthday, 
I added “Grace” to the mix. Henry seemed fine with it. He’s in touch. 
 



The next morning signs started to go up all over the neighborhood. You gotta let people 
know what you need. You need to ask.  I needed them to help me find Henry. I tried to 
put all the negative thoughts out of my head and I did something that I ask my clients to 
do. I wrote down what I wanted and I wrote as if it was happening. I also realized that 
seeing a, “Henry not found” message in Word was because I tried to open the “Henry” 
flyer up in the wrong program on the computer. It was not a sign from the other side. 
 
Something really amazing happened. People did respond. We would go out looking for 
Henry and people who ask us if we were looking for him. They didn’t know Henry was 
our cat.  I asked for help and my answer came in all shapes and sizes.  
 
We had about 5 sightings and the closest one came with Henry being spotted a few 
blocks over. He walked with me. He looked at me when I called him. It was Henry. I 
scooped him up and my friend Sue says, “That cat belongs to this woman.”  Details, 
details! Wanting one’s cat found can make you do strange things. I wasn’t going to go 
the cat burglary route. Besides Henry’s a 4 ½ year old male and this Henry impersonator 
was a year old female. Close. 
 
People in their cars would stop and say that they were looking for him. Kids went out 
looking for Henry.  I head stories about people’s pets and how much they are part of 
their family. I heard of pets that never came home. Not my favorite encounters but I 
knew they needed to talk about their loss. And I listened and kept a good thought that 
Henry was coming home. People said they were praying for his return.  All this for a gray 
and white cat who looks at the female cats in the house like he wants to say, “So how 
you doing?” Definitely a lover and not a fighter. 
 
People knew my cat by his first name and they talked as if they knew Henry.  He was a 
celebrity in our hood. Henry got people talking and working together. I thought he might 
apply for a job at the UN once he came home. Or at least run for a seat in Congress.  
 
Then I heard how a cat came back after 6 weeks. 
 
Friday night about 9:30 I went into the sunroom and sitting behind the screen door was 
Henry.  
 
He’s been sleeping and looking a tad sheepish. He got a clean bill of health at the vet. 
He’s not talking. But he is staying close by and when I see him by the screen door (that 
now has a heavy duty screen.) it makes me long for a cold snap. 
 
I am still getting calls about Henry sightings and the flyers will be coming down today. In 
their place are signs letting these kind people know that Henry is back at home and he 
has a lot of explaining to do! And that I am one grateful and relieved cat owner. And very 
thankful that people cared. 
 
It is extraordinary when you put out to the universe what you need. Or is it? 

 

 

 
 



So Friday June 13th turned out pretty good. And then I heard about Tim Russert of Meet 
the Press passing away. So I cried some more. He was like a big brother who helped me 
understand the world of politics better. 
I am really looking forward to the November elections and it is sad that he won’t be 
around to be a witness to what could be a major change in this country. 
He was like the big brother that you could go out with for a few beers and talk about life. 
He may have gone to that great interview room in the sky, but when I think about all he 
accomplished in his life, it makes me want to do more with mine. Maybe we can all do 
more with our lives? Like having more joy and fun in it?  Tim did. 
 
Take care. 
elizabeth 
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