Ginger
At first, I kept my distance
You were the neighborhood cat,
The one who wandered through the woods
And returned with stories written in dirt,
Leaves, and the occasional unfortunate 
Creature hanging from your mouth.
I wasn’t sure I wanted to get attached.
But little by little, you found your way
Into my heart.
Now, every time my gate squeaks
Or my garage door opens, there
You are.  Before I even see you,
I hear you meow.  It’s as if you’ve 
Memorized the sounds of my life and 
Know exactly when I’ve stepped outside.
You come strolling over like we are old friends.
Maybe we are.
Sometimes I think we’re just two 
Lost souls looking for a little
Connection in this world.  God has
A funny way of sending comfort when I
Need it most.  He sent me a cat named Ginger.
You never ask for much. A few pets,
A scratch behind the ears. A belly rub
When you’ve decided I’ve earned
The privilege.
When I’m working out in the garage
You’ll wander in and settle nearby,
Stretching out as if you belong there.
And when I’m finished, you roll over
And wait for your reward.
I talk to you like you are a person
Maybe you don’t understand the words
But somehow you understand the feeling.
And on the days when life feels a little
Lonely, when my heart is heavy or my thoughts
Wander too far, there you are waiting by 
The driveway or appearing at the sound
Of my squeaking gate.  A reminder that
Connection doesn’t always come in the 
Form we expect.  Sometimes it arrives
With orange fur, a gentle meow, and a 
Habit of showing up exactly when it’s needed
And for that sweet Ginger, I’ll always be grateful.
