 				A CHANCE ENCOUNTER

	It didn’t take seven creative women long to begin a great week at a summer rental on Golden River.
	From outdoor activities that included canoeing, skinny dipping, hiking, to music, singing, creative cooking, and storytelling there was never a dull moment. Laughter filled the air until the lights went out. 
	Brenda heard it first. A quiet mewing somewhere and she spent two days off and on, sitting on the picnic table calling, “here kitty-kitty, here kitty-kitty.” But no kitty appeared.
	On the day that Donna and her rescued dog Ally left to go home, we decided kitty was definitely around somewhere as the cat food we put out in a bowl on the deck each evening was gone in the morning. 
	Two days later while saying goodbye to the others who were leaving, out of nowhere, six inches of black and grey scraggly fluff toddled hesitantly out from its hiding place. I watched as it approached and chose me to slowly lean into, circling its tiny body around my ankle, and rubbing its head on my leg. I waited calmly for a few moments, then bent down and picked it up and gently held it close to my chest.  It purred loudly, like a motorboat, a sign of stress and I stroked her softly.
	 
I took her into the cottage. That evening while holding this orphaned kitten next to my heart we watched the sun setting. As the colours changed and filled the whole sky, I felt my heart melt, and I began to sob, first at the beauty of the sunset, then every emotion washed over me, sorrow, loss, grief, sadness, happiness and joy all rolled together, and somehow, I didn’t feel alone anymore. 
	Little did I know this chance encounter would span the next sixteen years. 

	 
