The Case of the Batty Catty from Cincinnati

Or:  Where Did Oscar Go?

By: Joe

Personally, I was enjoying a book as it was nearing the evening hour and the sun was getting to that point in the sky where it was being a bother by all the reflections that it gave off and you couldn’t shade your eyes if you were looking in that westerly direction by the brim of you baseball cap and if you wore sunglasses it would reflect back into your eyes if you turned the other way.  Such a dreaded time of day by me ever since I was young.  So, I decided to let it come down a bit and until it did I would read.  It was, I believe, a Saturday so it was a winding down of a week anyway.  The sun was hot as well and the sky was being affected by the winds of the southwest with all it’s haze that it brings to this area of the country.  

I was sitting in the Pool Room which was so named not because it had a pool table in it but was the first room nearest the pool that was outside.  I was “wewaxing all my energies” (to be said like Elmer Fudd) as the Chinese doctor that a nurse that I knew often times repeated and reading a favorite detective story that I had read before but not for quite some time.  I was also sitting in the near room to the end of the driveway where we parked at – it could have been called the Parking Room too but no one thought of that when we were naming the rooms.  You have to name the rooms, you know, to be able to tell someone that’s in the house quickly where the pair of blue handled scissors were that you last saw.  That’s how it worked out anyway and we all, by now for it hadn’t been too long since my friends moved there, knew which room was which by their prospective names.  So, people would come in and out of that room on their way to other rooms and although I was reading I was aware of their presence. 

Things were pretty much quiet and had been that way for several minutes.  I was reading but also thinking at the same time of some way to build a better mousetrap or something to that kin when the silence was broken and my happy affair with my book and my thoughts were interrupted. 

Where is he? She shrieked, half asking and half demanding and half panicked in her voice. 

Where is Oscar?  I can’t find him and he won’t answer.  

“You mean where did Oscar-go? I mused.

She looked her eyes up to heaven and set her jaw locked and then her eyes fixed on me as if I had just sold her out to the enemy himself.  “You know what I mean – I can’t find Oscar – help me look for him.”

The Panic Button had been pressed, it was official.

I should explain that Oscar was a 6 or 7 week old tiger kitty full of verve full of life – all heat and no light as one of the old men would say.  Hannah and her sister Lynnie were in the next room – the computer room – probably chatting or doing something girly on the Internet.  

“But, you know that I can’t see very well – how can I help?” I asked and stated at the same time – I tend to economize my wording.

“Help!” was all I seem to remember hearing.  It wasn’t a plead it was a demand.

So, everyone started looking and as everyone else started to look, I also started to look but in my systematic way. I was cool headed, even keeled and reminded myself of a Mr. Spock in the midst of a host of inmate Captain Kirks at a nut house.  I find the human instinct of panic in almost any situation most fascinating and peculiarly predictable. It seems that their motto was “When in doubt, panic.” 

I found it . . . entertaining.

I hadn’t seen the kitten for a while and I really didn’t have time to ask if anyone else did right now because they were frantically searching for him and sometimes when you’re dealing with someone frantic it’s really better to just let them burn off a little of the adrenaline that has been let loose inside of them.  So I decided to let them search rather than to ask questions that demanded they think.  Perhaps he’d show up in a corner under the bed somewhere asleep or on top a bookcase or maybe he did go downstairs or . . . 

“Maybe he went outside and one of the hawks got him!” She exclaimed, pained at the very thought of Oscar becoming an . . . Oscar Meyer and rushing outside all at once.  

Oscar!  Oscar! 

Well, Oscar was like any other male kitty who was about 8 or 9 weeks old – full of energy one moment bouncing here and bouncing back there and asleep in ten minutes from wearing himself out and then hungry after he awoke and seldom anything in-between unless he was forced to do so.  So, after a couple of minutes of the search resulting in no Oscar and the owner of said Oscar – one Hannah – who was acting as Oscar’s mother in their burgeoning relationship and she was just as panicked as a real mother looking for her two year old who wandered away while she wasn’t looking. 

“Oscar!  Oscar, answer me right now!” 

But, Oscar didn’t answer.  

“Did anyone look downstairs? He tried to go downstairs the other day and I caught him” shouted her sister Lynnie, who was just as panicked as Hannah was.  

“Go ahead and look we can’t find him anywhere so far”, Lynnie’s dad answered.  

Where could he have gone to? Hannah was still panicked but now she was perplexed more than panicked but she left to go into another room of the house where I didn’t think that he could be because he would have had to pass by and I would have thought that I would have seen him even though I had been reading in a corner of the room adjacent to the room in which Hannah was now looking.  

“How long has it been since you’ve last seen him?”  I asked.  I was always asking questions though and it had become a bother to them.  They didn’t understand, poor things. 

“What difference does that make?  He’s gone and we can’t find him and we’ll have to look harder.” She was almost snapping at me now so, I let her go.  

Poor thing.

“We’ll does anyone know?” I asked the others.  

“Joe”, Lynnie was – hands on hips – throwing her meager weight around – “we were here at the computer and we looked up and we couldn’t see him and now we can’t find him.”  

“Well, how long was it between the time that you last saw him and the time that you looked up and didn’t see him?”  I endeavored to ask in order to help the best I could.  

“Oh, a couple of minutes or maybe five – what does it matter? He may be outside getting more lost right now and we’re wasting time” Hannah exclaimed.  

“Maybe we’re wasting time looking over the same things that we’ve already looked through.” I demanded – softly, of course.  “Is that everyone’s story? Has anyone else seen him in any other room?  I have not and I was right in the next room” said I. 

“I haven’t” said Lynnie.  “Nor I” said their dad.  Of course Hannah hadn’t seen him.  

“Well, if I didn’t see him and your dad hadn’t seen him and we were on opposite sides of the same room with only the kitchen in-between and the downstairs door in the kitchen, either he is downstairs, in the kitchen or . . . “  

“Or?” asked Lynnie quizzically “how can there be an ‘or’ we don’t have anything else in-between those rooms.”

“Or, he’s in this room” I said with a note of dramatic flair.  

“This isn’t a joke, Joe and it isn’t a game – It’s my Oscar!” insisted Hannah, almost on the verge of tears.  

“No, it’s not a game to you Hannah but what are games for except to prepare you for a time such as this in real life?” I put it to her.  

I remember writing once . . . or maybe I just thought it graphically; “Games are mental gymnastics and just like in real gymnastics you put those physical lessons into things that you do physically – without even thinking about it, mind you – you can also put these mental gymnastics into your life as you have to solve a problem such as this.”  I waxed eloquent, but I wasn’t finished. “What we fail to do is to put them into practice because, unlike the physical gymnastics, where we almost automatically put them into our everyday physical things that we do because of the balance that is involved and how we learn to use our bodies as a lever to propel us to new speeds of twisting and turning as we grow taller, the mental is much harder to put into practice because we don’t have the physical gravity of the situation to remind us that these things are immanently surrounding us.  Instead we must at first, recognize this for what it is.” 

And so, back now from that memory, I went on and listed. 

1. we have a kitten that is missing

2. we have not seen this kitten but only for a 10 minute time period

3. neither one of us who was outside of this room at opposite entrances to it saw that kitten going anywhere.

4. The time period given exactly coincides with how long a kitten – who doesn’t answer – takes to fall asleep

5. once asleep the kitten will not hear you and therefore will not answer

They all looked at me and I could see that it was starting to make sense now.  Hannah even looked a lot more calmed down.  

“It’s just like a game of cards and there are only so many cards in the deck.  If you are looking for a particular card of a particular suit you lessen your chances but if you are only looking for a particular value card but it can be any suit then you’ve just increased your chances by 4 because there are 4 suits in a deck of cards.  So, we have eliminated half of the house because no one saw the cat outside of this room where other people were.  True, we could have missed him but we have the greater odds of seeing him.” I tried my best to explain. 

“Then” she said, “he could have been in here all along, but where? We looked everywhere.”  

“Ah, but you were looking for an active, awake kitten” I pointed out. “If such is not the case and he really is sound asleep he could be in places that you did not look.  He could even be in the smallest of places” I said again.  

“He could even be inches away from where you were at your computer!” I exclaimed dramatically because, you see, I knew where he was for he had a habit of falling asleep behind Hannah’s laptop computer which was sitting on her desk and I saw him there, but only in my mind you see,  by process of elimination.  

“Oh, Oscar!  You bad boy!” Hannah exclaimed as she found him right where I thought he was.  “You bad, bad boy don’t ever do that to me again.”

“Another mystery solved” I thought to myself. 

The End.   (put pic of kitty with a loud meow here)
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