
Samantha’s Bridge 

A Short Story by Victoria Randall 

 

The rain began with a light sprinkle, silver drops barely noticeable, spangling 

Louise’s blue coat with a fine spray. She tried to walk a little faster, as she knew it 

could turn to a downpour without warning. The bag of groceries in her arms weighed 

her down. The cat food was the heaviest, but she couldn’t have omitted that. The 

peanut butter was the next heaviest, but she knew she needed protein. 

 

For an instant she heard heavy footsteps behind her. She paused and turned with 

difficulty, since if she tried to turn while walking, she was liable to fall. The week 

before, to her chagrin, she had learned that lesson. No one was in sight. That’s odd, 

she thought. She was sure she had heard something. Although it was possible 

someone had turned into a doorway and escaped notice. This block was lined with 

shops, a door every few feet. 

 

Two more blocks to her house. Growing old is not for the faint hearted; it should 

be reserved for the young and energetic. The thought made her chuckle. She grasped 

the railing and climbed the few steps to her door. The rain began falling in earnest, 

tapping a staccato rhythm on the porch roof; she was glad to reach shelter. Samantha 

lifted her head from the cushion where she lay curled on the rocker and meowed. An 

orange tabby, her coat had always reminded Louise of orange sherbet since the day 

fifteen years ago when she had found her, a stick-thin kitten, shivering among the 

garbage cans behind the grocery. 

 

“Yes, here I am,” said Louise. “And I brought your cat chow, so you won’t starve 

now.” As she put her key in the lock, she felt a dark shadow pass over her, a 

premonition. She glanced around but saw nothing of concern. She turned the key 

and went in. 

 

After putting the groceries away and filling Sammie’s cat bowl with chow, she 

came back to the porch. Sammie ate a few nibbles of her chow, then joined her 

outside, jumping with an effort onto the chair beside the rocker. Louise reached to 

pet her, eliciting an instant purr. “You’re getting old faster than me,” she said. “But 

you’ve still got a sparkle in your eye, you can’t fool me.” She glanced at Sammie, 

frowning. Her greatest fear was that she would die before her trustworthy friend, 

who relied on her for food and comfort. 

 

The rain began to slack off, the sun shining through a curtain of sparkling drops. 

“There should be a rainbow,” she said. “But I don’t see it.” She was looking for it to 



the east, where it should have been this late in the day, when she heard a thud on her 

porch. A gloved hand slammed over her mouth, covering it so she could not scream. 

A hoarse voice grated in her ear: “Where’s your money, old lady?” 

 

Foolish fellow, she thought. Even if she had any money, how could she tell him 

where it was if she couldn’t talk? Thieves were rarely noted for their brilliant 

thinking skills, of course. Fear pulsed through her, but she was more afraid for 

Sammie than for herself. 

 

The hand tightened, he grabbed her shoulder and jerked her to her feet, shoving 

her to the doorway. She felt the edge of a knife at her throat. ‘Don’t make a sound—

” he started to say. She heard a sudden feline scream and he jumped away from her. 

Sammie clung to his face, ripping with savage energy. The man screamed and struck 

at her, but she stuck tight. 

 

“Sammie!” cried Louise. “Stop!” 

 

With a growl more reminiscent of a pit bull than an elderly cat, Sammie fell to 

the floor. The man stumbled down the steps, blood dripping through the fingers 

covering his face as police sirens split the air. 

 

Louise dropped to the porch floor, cradling her cat. Blood matted Sammie’s side 

where she had been struck. She gave a faint purr and closed her eyes. “No,” cried 

Louise. The pain in her heart felt sharper than a knife, her grief more painful still. 

 

The world swirled. The rain kept falling, but now it fell as golden drops, 

reflecting sunlight. Louise caught her footing on a smooth surface, colored like the 

rainbow, red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, violet —and colors she had never 

imagined. She stood on a bridge that arced up into the sky, leading to meadow grass 

green as emeralds. 

 

Samantha meowed as if telling her to hurry. Her tail stood erect; she had no sign 

of injury. Louise looked down and saw police and neighbors milling on her porch, 

bending over a body. Thankfully, she was finished with that body. Her life lay ahead. 

With a skip, she went on up the rainbow bridge after Sammie. 

 

The End 


