A Letter from Amazing Grace

(This was written by Bill Wenzel to celebrate his first meeting with 

Reverend Bob and Sharon Rieke’s parsonage cat on January 17, 2003.)
An old tomcat I know dropped by a week ago or so to visit me, and he told me you live in the Lutheran parsonage at Mazomanie.  He, also, gave me your address so I thought I’d drop you a line to tell you I’m a parsonage cat, too.  I live next to the First United Church of Christ in Sauk City.
I adopted a pair of likeable humans to live with a number of years back, and things have been going along pretty well ever since.  Both of these pets are easy to care for.  I call the male “Pastor Bob and the female “Sharon,” and they usually come as soon as I call to see what I want.
I couldn’t have found better pets.  Of course, there’s a dog that wandered in one day a year ago looking for shelter so I’ve had to make certain adjustments but that is neither here nor there.  She is called Ms. Rhiney.  I totally ignore her.

Bob and Sharon call me Sara.  I can’t imagine where they got that idea!  I get a real kick out of that!  It doesn’t bother me though, Tabby; I seldom bother to come anyway when they call.  They have no idea that my name is really Amazing Grace, which strangely enough seems quite apropos for a cat living on church property.  I was named Grace by my mother because she had a very dear aunt by that name who prowled the corridors of the state capital building in Madison, WI.  Mama told me she tacked on the appellation “amazing” because I was the most perfect kitten she’d ever seen!  I’ve always taken that with a small grain of modesty though.  Like all cats, I do have some faults.  Three to be exact.  As far as names go, they mean very little to cats anyway.  Really!  As if we were on the same level as dogs!  If someone calls “kitty, kitty, kitty” we’ll respond most of the time because we know that’s the human word for food, but we can’t be bothered to come running every time a human calls, no matter how much they love us.  We are properly aloof, super intelligent, and far too sophisticated to be treated like dogs, parrots, and canaries.  Don’t you agree?

We don’t do tricks, either!  Fat chance of our performing on command.  Other animals jump at the chance to do all kinds of things to please humans but not felines!  We prefer lying on the top of the sofa near a window, soaking up sunshine and watching birds.
It’s taken me some time but I now have both of my humans pretty well trained.  I’ve used behavior modification techniques to get my pets to do things I want them to, like grooming and feeding me; cleaning out my litter box; opening doors for me; and a number of other things I need to live in the style cats deserve.  I use ‘purring,’ nuzzling, and rubbing my body against their legs as rewards, and it works wonders.  Pastor Bob and Sharon think these are signs of affection, but they’re really reinforcers I give for doing the things I want.  The more I nuzzle, rub, and act kittenish, the more they do for me, Tabby.  As cats go, I’ve got it pretty good, and I deserve it!
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The only fly in the ointment, the only really tough part of my life is carrying out my responsibilities as the major resident and owner of the parsonage.  I greet all visitors and vendors.  I make sure no mouse ever makes it past the front or back door.  From time to time, I race madly back and forth through the house, upstairs and down, to keep myself physically trim and attractive.  Sometimes that involves climbing the living room drapes or sailing through the air from the top of the sofa to attack my tennis ball lying on the floor.  I, also, have to make sure that Sharon and Bob are in bed for the night, and I have to get them up in the morning so they can make my breakfast and do the other things that make life tolerable for a parsonage cat.

Tabby, my friend, living with humans isn’t easy, but I’ve trained them to support my lifestyle; and with a little luck, effort, and feigned affection on my part now and then, everything should go smoothly for years to come.

Well, I’ve got to get this in the mail.  I hear the sound of the electric can opener out in the kitchen, and it might mean that Sharon, my female pet, is opening a can of cat food.  Possibly tuna!

Take care of your pets, too, Tabby.  Meow to you and best of luck.

From one parsonage cat to another.

Your friend, Amazing Grace



and just getting started!
Upcoming Special Events
( The Bob Klinger Band will be performing Polka-style gospel music and hymns at the 8:00 a.m. and 10:30 a.m. worship services on June 7.  The Bob Klinger Band will then perform a few selections for a “Picnic in the Church Park” following the late service.  Hamburgers, brats, and hotdogs will be provided.  Those wishing to participate may bring a dish to pass and your own table setting and drinks.
( Pastor Bob and Sharon Rieke will be here on June 21st!

( Pastor Herb Feierabend will be delivering the sermon at both worship services on July 19th.

( Pastor Jean (Dickson) Boese will be here on September 20th!
