
Treasure in a Trash Can 
Leaving my live-in care giver job Friday morning to drive 

my small 1970 motor home to my favorite parking spot; I 
picked up my week’s mail; did the necessary shopping; and did 
the usual weekly cleaning in my ‘Car House’:  a very 
appropriate description given by a grandson.  I drove the 
twenty foot motor home whenever a car was necessary, and 
lived in the motor home on days off with my animal friends:  
Chelsea, a white with black spots Dalmatian ‘fire house’ dog; 
and Boots a black cat with four white feet.  Chelsea and I so 
enjoyed the shady trees surrounding the duck pond in the 
center of this restful park:  the several varieties of ducks and 
many varieties of wild birds that lived in the park made 
beginning the Sabbath in this place so pleasant.   

Hurrying to finish cleaning the ‘car house”, I gathered my 
trash and emptied it in a nearby trash barrel.  Some people 
were looking into the barrel.  Being curious I inquired, ‘What 
are you looking at?’  ‘There is a cat lying on the bottom of the 
trash can’, they replied pointing to a bit of white fur partially 
covered by debris.  Standing on my toes, and stretching hard, I 
managed to grasp a bit of fur and pulled the cat far enough 
off the bottom to reach a leg:  retrieving the cat from the 
barrel, I grasped the front legs in my right hand, and the hind 
legs in my left hand.  Using the grass I partially dried the liquid 
and stains off the cat by swishing it on the grass.  Offering no 
resistance, the cat only moved the eyes as it watched me.  The 
cat did not seem sick:  everything seemed to work, nothing felt 
broken.  No one seemed to know where the cat belonged.  I 
decided to take the cat into the ‘MB’ – the name of my motor 
home which had began a new way of life when I purchased it:  
it was then that I moved into my first real home - a place to 
find peace and comfort was my description of a home.  All 
else is just a house.  Hence, the motor home was named ‘Mini 
Beginnings’ - shortened to be the ‘MB’.  The cat was never 
claimed, even though newspaper ads were run, and checked.  
Deciding to keep the cat:  we visited a vet for shots and a 
check-up.  She became ‘Patches’, a trusting friend.  

Some dozen years prior a group of circumstances had 
resulted in my son and I losing track of each other.  A few 



months after Patches became part of my life, I felt so strongly 
that I just had to find my son.  All previous attempts to find 
him had failed.  Asking the Lakeside Church where I attended 
to put this matter on their prayer list, I again hired a detective 
to find him.  Two days later a phone meeting with my son was 
arranged.  Prayers do get answered.  The invitation to come to 
Ferris, Texas to get re-acquainted was too much to resist.  
Making the necessary arrangements, a few weeks later Chelsea, 
Boots, Patches, and I started for Texas in the MB. 

I had wanted to visit the Sonora Desert Zoo and Museum 
for some twenty-plus years.  Learning where it was before the 
trip, I planned my trip through Tucson, Arizona.  There I spent 
a delightful day in an earthly, desert version of the Garden of 
Eden.  The plants and many varieties of Cacti were allowed to 
grow where they had started life.  The paths accommodated 
the plants, and they were healthy and well cared for.  Upon 
entering the zoo a volunteer escorted us to a lizard enclosure, 
while explaining the habits of the various inhabitants.  A 
gentleman was trying to get a close-up picture of a Gecko.  
The Gecko ran up to the lens of his camera, flicked out its 
tongue and licked the lens.  In the humming bird enclosure 
four camera carrying people stood around photographing a 
humming bird resting in a small tree held in a large pot.  In 
the bird house, a pretty red bird flew to a branch directly in 
front of me to further investigate me.  A hen sat on a nest not 
two feet from the path, hidden only partially by a few leaves.  
A mouse allowed me to set only a few feet away while it ate 
from a food pan.  In a rocky den a pair of Pumas lounged 
against a pane of glass and continued to groom each other as 
I put my hand against their cheeks 

Still savoring the thrill of being so close to untamed 
animals, enjoying their total lack of fear of me while being 
surrounded by the beautiful, well-kept plants and grounds; I 
thanked a volunteer for their courtesy and interesting, 
informative talks.  ‘The creatures sense they will not be hurt’, I 
was told.  ‘Nothing is ever mistreated or destroyed’, she said.  
We spent the night on the parking lot.  I was reluctant to leave 
this tiny, earthly taste of a Garden of Eden. 

Upon arriving at my destination, my son and I enjoyed 
getting re-acquainted.  He invited my pets and I to stay awhile.  
I could park the MB in his driveway; my pets could live in it.  A 



few weeks later, one day when I went into the MB to care for 
my animal family:  upon entering the door, I heard Patches 
calling.  ‘Meow – meow’ she softly called.  Following the sound, 
I found her under the driver’s seat.  Her eyes bright with love, 
she swelled with pride as she softly purred at my approach.  
Snuggled against here were five tiny kittens, about an hour old.  
Stroking her, I admired her new family.  Nuzzling my hand, she 
seemed pleased when I stroked her tiny new lives.  Watching 
that loving and caring family had filled me with many hours of 
pleasure.  Mama Patches’ daughter, Tassie, and her son, Tuffy 
still give me much pleasure as they include me in their loving 
family.   

Thank you Father, God, for allowing me this special gift.  
Families are truly a treasure.  Sharing, caring, being part of a 
family is one of the great gifts from God to this earth’s 
inhabitants.  Trust is also a valuable gift, not to be treated 
carelessly, but to be accepted as a treasure and returned with 
faithfulness, even when the source of that trust comes from 
one of God’s little creatures.  Thank you for the reminders of 
these great truths.  Thank you for the Treasure that I found in 
a Trash Can!  

 


