
A Tale of Love Lost and Love Gained 
By Ron Kirkpatrick 

 

I wasn’t born here, but I came here when I was young, so I’ve always considered Rossmoor 
home. I love it here. Its towering trees, emerald green lawns, neat rows of homes and the warm 
and loving spring sunshine are delightful. There’s no place I’d rather be. 

Life is good here. 

My friends and I enjoy strolling the neighborhood, playing endless games, rolling on the grass 
and climbing the ever-variety of trees. When we are really feeling bold, maybe even a little 
rebellious, we climb a roof when no one is around. It’s scary and fun, like being pirates for a 
time. 

I never thought that anything bad could ever happen in this heavenly little haven. But I guess 
darkness creeps into our lives at some point.  

One summer day after playing with my friends I came home at dusk and my house was dark. 
Down the street I saw a huge moving van turning onto Wallingsford.  

I just figured my family went somewhere for the day and was late coming home. So, I waited on 
the front porch. When it started to get late I got very worried. I circled around the back and 
climbed in an open window. 

When my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I realized there were no objects in the room. I quickly 
ran through the house…and there was nothing. A frigid lightning bolt of panic streaked through 
my body and numbed me all over. My family had forgotten me! How could they do that? They 
loved me and cared for me for many years.  

Finally, I decided it was all a big mistake. They would realize that I was missing and would come 
get me. That’s the ticket. That’s surely what had happened. Confident in that, I found an old 
blanket on the floor and curled up on it. Things would be better in the morning.  

When a ray of sunshine danced on my face the next morning, I woke up feeling both worried 
about my situation and sure things would be all right. I stretched, yawned and headed out to 
see my friends. They would help me. 

It was good to have friends and mine didn’t disappoint me. They rallied around my situation. 
We all agreed that, for the time being, we’d keep my situation a secret. Like me, they believed 
my family would soon return. 



For several weeks, I slept in my old house, but spent all day with my friends, often being invited 
to have breakfast or dinner. I missed my family deeply, but my buddies and friendly confines of 
Rossmoor kept me going.  

One day while playing we spotted a nearby house that was being remodeled. Although this 
happened often around here, this one had some trenches around the front. We waited until 
the workers left for the day, then started exploring our new and mysterious discovery. 

We crawled through the trenches, walked on the ceiling beams and examined work equipment 
imagining that we were building a pirate ship. As a bonus I found lots of left-over food from the 
workers. I was beginning to think I would be OK until my family returned. 

The next day, some new people came to my house in the morning. At first I was excited, but 
that was short-lived. They didn’t like me. Apparently, they thought I was a tramp and shooed 
me away.  

I was crushed. They weren’t my family, but they acted very differently than most families 
around here. I tried for three days to win them over, but they chased me away every time. It 
was unusual for someone in Rossmoor to be so rude. 

For the moment I stayed close to my friend’s houses. It was peak summer so it was warm 
enough at night to sleep outside. I didn’t mind. I loved being outside and it was cooler anyway. 

It had been a while since we all visited the remodel, so one day we headed over there. We were 
shocked to find the project was completely finished. We missed the trenches and beams, but 
looked forward to the new family and possibly another playmate or two. 

I liked the house so much, I decided to spend my nights there. And soon, a new family moved 
in. I approached them cautiously at first. They seemed kind and didn’t mind that I was hanging 
around.  

Soon after, a man called to me to come closer. We sat on the steps together in the fading 
sunlight. He was extremely friendly and asked me my story. I wanted to tell him that my family 
had left me all alone, but I choked up and couldn’t do it. He seemed to understand my situation 
and said I was welcome to stay around as long as I wanted. I was relieved. This was definitely 
the kind of family Rossmoor attracted. They would be very good for our community. 

The next day, they took me in and fed, bathed and loved me like their own. We played in the 
yard often and they welcomed my friends with open arms. I was whole again. I was blessed 
with new life. Rossmoor was a shiny Camelot again.  

As I sat on my new home’s roof one evening surveying my neighborhood through my yellow-
green eyes, I felt warm and contented inside. I was in the right place at the right time with the 
right loved ones. If this isn’t heaven, it’s close. 



In that moment I knew it’s not what I had lost that matters, it’s what I have now, and I fully 
appreciate the peace and comfort that brings.  

I’m Hector the black cat and I’m a proud and happy resident of Rossmoor. 


