Goodbye dear friend.

Madam Toastmaster & dear Friends,

The evening I lifted her up in my arms, to place her on the  spotlessly clean and white desk of the vet, she was only an old dog and in deep pain. She looked at me with trust in her eyes just as many  times before.

I remembered the first night we got her. She was a never-ending black ball of wool and a wet shiny nose, that would not stop playing and running around. I still remembered how she  sniffed around in the  kitchen, suddenly  lowered her backside and made a huge puddle on the floor.  I remembered how she cried for her mommy that night, till  I stood up and placed my slipper and an alarm clock next to her box.

As the vet cleared  a patch on one of her front legs of hair, I stroked her massive head, and I could not help of thinking how she loved our children. She was in the house before all of them, and saw them all coming in  from the maternity with mom, and she became a dear friend and a protector to them all. What joy did she  give them  riding on her back, running around with them, and challenging them to  a tug-of-war with any piece of  cloth that happened to lie about.

Finally the vet had filled his  needle and unemotionally started pushing the  white liquid into her veins. I remembered the  first time she  herself became a mommy.  I remembered the half a dozen or so small pups a  they all laid next to one another pumping away at mom for the milk that they so desperately needed. I still felt the pain that we had when we came to her  in the morning, to find that another one of the precious black balls of wool was laid dead during the night - and she not understanding what she did wrong. Then one by one they all went away to other  houses, and with each one of them, also a  piece of my heart.

Quietly she closed her eyes and  with one great  yawn she went to sleep. How aggressive she pretended to be when she was behind the fence of our  yard! She used to bark so furiously but as soon as  she accidentally came to the open gate, she  was obviously embarrassed. How many evenings and empty weekends she stood guard over the  family and the house when I was not there. What a lovely friend she was to me!

I picked her up myself and carried her to the  cage where she  had to wait till the next morning, when the  staff of the vet could go out and  bury her. I thought of her last days and the huge cancers that developed in her shoulders with excruciating pain, till she could not move any more. Despite this, whenever I came from work she desperately tried to lift herself from the ground to come and greet me, as she always did. Fortunately I  succeeded in taking her away  while the children were not at home.

As I travelled home, the bakkie was empty behind me, and so was my heart. I could not prevent the tears from flowing freely over my face in the darkness. O came home to and empty yard - no one to  greet me at the gate. The lights in the house were already shining - but outside it as dark. As I stood and looked up at the myriads of  stars I know that I had lost a wonderful friend, and a great part of my heart!

