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I never thought I’d be keeping a diary of all things. I never thought I’d have the time to. But as Mum and Dad always say, if something is worth doing: you make time for it, no matter what. If writing down all my memories of Rover isn’t worth the time, I don’t know what is! 

I have Miss Kaur to thank for the idea. After Maths this morning, she asked me to stay behind. I thought I was in deep trouble. So, when she said “Rose, you’ve been ever so quiet today. What’s wrong?” I couldn’t believe my ears! But... she was right. I was quiet, silent even, and that’s not like me. Look, I know myself well enough to know that I don’t like talking about my problems to other people. That’s just not me at all. If I’m going through something really bad, I know I can rely on Mum, Dad and even George. But outside the family? No. I don’t feel comfortable with that... and yet, I felt compelled to talk to Miss Kaur about Rover. I think it’s because I remember the first thing that she ever talked to my class about was pets. She talked about her cat and let the class talk about their pets for the entire lesson. I’m ashamed to admit this, but I took up the most time talking about Rover and Russell! Anyway, I told Miss Kaur all of this, even the part about not wanting to talk about my problems to anyone outside of my family, that’s why she suggested writing it all down in a diary or a letter.

Rover, my boy Rover. It’s so hard waking up and seeing you with no energy. It takes a few minutes for you to get up, especially if I try to encourage you to come for a walk. It doesn’t feel right for you to go through this, because you’re only 7 or 8. That’s only half the age expectancy for a Springer Spaniel. But it’s okay, no matter what happens, I will always be beside you just like you’ve been for me. I can’t believe it was only about a year ago when you were still the one to wake me up! Tail wagging and lead in mouth! At 4 in the morning! That’s what I want to remember about you after we say goodbye for the final time.

I feel like I should be used to this by now. I had to go through it with Russell when I was 8. I’m just looking at the photos of Russell and I in my favourite, heart-shaped frame above my bed. I remember trying to cram as many photos as I could in that frame the day after Russell passed away. Obviously, I couldn’t fit them all in, but then again, not even all the art galleries in the world combined could hold the amount of pictures of us. 

Russell was part of the family before I was. So, when I was tiny, I remember seeing this ginormous, gentle golden retriever who looked like he came straight out of a cartoon! In fact, I think that’s my first memory ever. Russell helped me to walk by patiently letting me hold on to him. There’s a photo that either Mum or Dad took of me taking my first steps, holding onto Russell for dear life. It’s in the centre of the heart-shaped frame, where it’ll stay for all eternity. Obviously, I don’t remember much of the early years with him, but as I got older, that ginormous, gentle golden retriever became a normal sized, gentle golden retriever. On every walk the family took, whether at home or on holiday, Russell was the centre of attention. He didn’t mind greeting strangers; he must’ve met hundreds of wonderful people during his life, and with each one, he treated them like they were part of the family. Of course, I was always his favourite!

The day we lost him, the house felt so empty even though Mum, George and I were all home. George, that lazy, older brother of mine, broke tradition by offering to take me for a walk as Dad had taken Russell to the vets and Mum sorted out old photos. I can’t describe how upset I was that day; no word in the English language, or probably any language for that matter, could do my feelings justice. I had never had to give a final goodbye before, so I kept looking at Mum, Dad and George for help. We took it in turns, I was the last. I caressed Russell’s head before kissing it. I think I accidently dropped a tear in his eye, but even in his old age, he was as gentle and as understanding as the day he first saw me. 

Speaking of tears, sorry to my future self if this page is ruined. I never thought I’d be so emotional remembering Russell. He had a full, wonderful life with us, and that’s what truly matters. If I’m like this now, I can’t begin to think how I’ll be when it’s time to let Rover go. I can only hope I manage it better this time around.

I still don’t know whether Mum and Dad told George to take me for a walk... or whether he did it because he knew I needed it. Come to think of it, I suppose it doesn’t matter. The fact that George helped me when I needed it most is what I’ll always be thankful for, even if it was a strange, lonely walk on the beach. The beach... I feel like going for a walk with Rover tomorrow after school. It’ll just the two of us in the house in the afternoon since Mum, Dad and George are at work. I just hope I make it back from school in time before George has to go to work. Even if I have to carry Rover, we’re going to have one more adventure together. He doesn’t weigh much anymore, even for a Springer Spaniel, so even I could carry him to the ends of the earth, twice over. I don’t know how much time we have left together, so I want to spend most of it cuddling under the autumn Sun.
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Something strange happened when I woke up this morning. As I opened my eyes, my first thought was whether Rover had passed away overnight. I don’t understand why. I didn’t have any nightmares or anything. I slowly forced myself out of bed and crept downstairs. Everyone else was asleep. I went into the living room and saw him sleeping peacefully in his bed. I could hear his unmistakable snoring and I was completely relieved. I left him alone and checked the time: 4am! Even now, Rover has me trained to wake up extra early just for him! I thought I was supposed to be the trainer! 

Since I couldn’t get back to sleep, I decided to write this in the garden, right next to Russell’s favourite spot. I sprinkled wildflowers there in his memory soon after he passed, and now several bloom thanks to Dad’s green fingers. 

Dad tries his best and has a heart of gold, bless him. In fact, that’s how we ended up with Rover! About two weeks after Russell died, Dad heard about a puppy that was rescued from abuse. That night, we had a new member of the family. Of course, he didn’t ask any of us if we wanted a new dog, but he said he saw how sad we all were and how we all still expected Russell to be waiting for us when we returned home. He was right, but I still didn’t think it was a good idea at the time as Rover was very scared at first; he ran and hid in the corner of the living room once Dad closed the front door. Mum, Dad, George and I didn’t know what to do. Mum said we should return him, Geroge didn’t say anything and Dad insisted that we were the best family Rover could have. As soon as he spoke those words, I knew we had to live up to them. I knew I had to be as gentle with Rover as Russell was with me. 

For the next couple of hours, I researched everything I could about helping an abused dog to trust again. It probably wasn’t the best idea for an 8-year-old; it was horrible to read all those stories from owners who detailed what their dogs had been through before they rescued them. However, it was also inspiring when they detailed how they helped their dogs to trust and love again. One word cropped up in every single story I read: patience. And I certainly needed a lot of patience to help Rover to see that he’s a beloved part of the family. I’ve just realised, thanks to writing everything down here, none of us were prepared for Rover’s needs. Russell has been such a wonderful, unproblematic dog because he was with us since a puppy. Mum and Dad even called Russell their first child. But with Rover, his needs were so
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